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Royal Highness, 

THE 

DUTCHESS. 



MADAM, 

HMBITION is fofer from being a 
m Vice in Poets, that 'tis almoft impof- 
g> lible for them to fucceed without it. ■ 
M Imagination mult be rais'd, by a De- 
jj§ lire of Fame, to a Defireof Pleafing: 
And they whom. in all Ages Poets 
have endeavout'd mod to" pleafe, have been the 
Beautiful and the Great. Beauty is their Deity to 
which they facrifice, and Greatncfs is their Guar- 
dian-Angel which protects them. Both thefe are 
fo eminently join'd in the Perfon of Your Royal 
Highnefs, that it were not eafie for any, but a 
Poet, to determine which of them out-ftines the 
A 4 other. 



r 

7%e Epifile Dedicatory. 

<©t|her.* But I confefs, Madam, I am already by- 
afs'd in my Choice : I can eafily refign to others 
the Praife of Your Illuftrious Family, and that 
Glory which you derive from a long continuM 
Race of Princes, famous for their A&ions both in 
Peace and War : I -can give up to the Hiftoriani 
of your Country, the Names of fo many Gene* 
rals and Heroes which croud their Annals; and 
to our own, the Hopes of thofe which yo j are tQ 
produce for the Britijh Chronicle- I can vield, 
without Envy, to the Nation of Poets, the Fami- 
ly of Efte, to which Ariojto and Taffb havfe ow'd 
their Patronage ; and to which the World has 
ow'd their Poems : But J coold not without ex- 
tream Relu&ance refign the Theme of your Beau-- 
ty to another Hand. Give me leave, Madam, 
to acquaint the World that I am Jealous, of this 
Subje&; and let it he no Difhoaour to you, that 
after having raiYd the Admiration of Mankind,, 
you have infpir'd one Man to give it Voice. But ♦ 
with whatever Vanity this new Honour of be- 
ing your Poet has fill'd my Mind, I confefi my 
felf too weak for the Infpiration; the Prieft was 
always unequal to the Oracle: The God within 
him was too mighty for his Breaft : He labottt'd 
with the facred Revelation, and there was more' 
fcf the Myftery left behind, than Divinity it felf 
could enable him to exprefs. I can but difcover " 
a Part of your Excellencies to the World; and 
that too according to the Meafore of my own 
Weakncfs. Like thofe. who have furveyM the 
Moon by Glaifcs, I can only tell of a new and 
Aiming World above us, but not relate the Riches 
and Glories of the Place. 'Tis therefore that I 
have already wav'd the Subjeft of your Greatnefs, 
to refign my felf to the Contemplation of jvhat 

i* 



the Epiflk JDe&catory* 

15 more peculiarly yours* Greatneft H indeed* 
communicated to fome few of both Seles ; but 
Beauty is confin'd to a more narrow compafs : 
Tis only in your Sex, 'tis not fliar'd by many,, 
and its Supreme Perfection is in you alone. And 
here, Madam, I am proud that I cannot Flatter : 
You have reconcil'd the differing Judgments of 
Mankind : For all Men are equal in their Judg- 
ment of what fs eminently beft. " The Prize of 
Beauty was dffputed only till you were feen; but 
now all Pretenders have withdrawn their Claims : 
There is no Competition but for thefecondPlace^ 
Even the faireft of our Ifland (which is fam'd 
for Beauties) not daring^ to commit their Caufe 
againft you, to the Suffrage of thofe who moil 
partially adore thenu Fortune has, Indeed, but 
render'd Juftice to fo much Excellence^ in fet- 
ting it fbhieh to publick View : Or, ratherProvr* 
dence has done Juftice to it felf, in placing the 
moll perfe& Workmanfhip of Heaven, where it 
may be admir'd by all Beholders. Had the Sun 
and Stars been feated lower, their Glory "had hot 
been communicated to all at once; and the Crea- 
tor had wanted fp much of his Praife, as he had 
made your Condition more obfcure. But he has 
Plac'd you fb near a Crown, that you add' a 
Luftre to it by l your. Beauty. You are join'd to 
a Prince who only could deferve you : Whofe 
Condu&, Courage, and Succefs in War, whole 
Fidelity to his Koyal Brother,, whole Love for . 
his Country, whofe Conftancy to his Friends, 
whofe Bounty to his Servants, whofe Juftice to 
Merit, whofe inviolable Truth-, and: whofe Mfcgr 
Mnimity in alt his ASions, feem to have becir 
tewarded by Heav'n by the Gift of you. Voir 
^ never feen bm you are bleft : And lam furc 
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The Efiftle Dedicatory. 

you blcfi all thofe who fee you. We think not the 
Day is long enough when we behold you : And 
you are fo much the Bufmefs of our Souls, that ^ 
while you are in fight, we can neither look nor 
think on any elfe. There are no Eyes for other 
Beauties : You only are prefent, and the reft of 
your Sex are but the unregarded Parts that fill 
your Triumph. Our Sight is fo intent on the Ob- 
je£t of its Admiration, that our Tongues have ^ 
not leifure even to praife^you : Fbr language 
feems too low a thing ta exprefs your Excel* 
lence ; and our Souls are fpeaking fo much with* 
in, that they defpife all foreign Converfation. 
Every Man, even the Dulleft, is thinking more 
than the molt Eloquent can teach him now to 
utter* Thus, Madam* in the mid ft of Crouds 
you reign in Solkude ; and are ador'd with the 
deepeft veneration, that of Silence. 'Tis true* 
you are above all mortal Wifhfcs : No Man de- 
fires Impoffibilities, beq&ufe they are beyond the 
reach of Nature : Tahope to be a God, is Folly 
exalted into Madnefs: but by the Laws ot our 
Creation we are oblig'd to adore him ; and are 
permitted to love him too, at human Diftance* 
*Tis the Nature of Perfeftion to be attra&ive ; 
but the Excellency of the Objefi; refines the Na- 
ture of the Love. It Jlrikes an Impreffion of 
awful Reverence ; 'tis indeed that Love which is 
more properly a Zeal than Paffion. *Tfs the Rap- 
ture which Anchorets find in Prayer, when a 
Beam of th£ Divinity fliines upon them; That 
which makes them defpife all worldly Obje&s^ 
and yet ^is all but Contemplation. Tji^y are 
fcldom vifited from above; but a fincle Vifion fo / 
tranfportsahem, that it makes up the Happinefs 
of their Lives. Mortality cannot bear it often : 

It 



the Epiflk Dedicatory t 

It finds_them in the Eagernefs and Height of their 
Devotion-, they are fpeechlefs for the Time that 
it continues, and proftrate and dead when it de- 
parts. That Ecftafie had need be ftrone, which 
without any End, but that of Admiration, has 
Power enough to deftroy all other Paffions. You 
render Mankind infallible to other Beauties ; and 
have deftroy'd the Empire of Love, in a Court 
which was the Seat of his Dominion. You have 
lobverjed (may I dare to accufe you of it) even 
oor Fundamental Laws;*nd Reign abfolute o- 
Yer the Hearts of a ftubborn and free-born Peo- 
ple, tenacious almoft to Madnefs of their Liberty 
The bnghteft and rooft victorious of our Ladies 
make daily Complaints of revolted Subieas * If 
fhey may be faid to be revolted, whofe Servitude 
i»not accepted : For your Royal Highnefs is too 
Great, and too Joft a Monarch, either to want 
or to receive the Homage of Rebellious Fugi- 
tives. Yet if fome few among the Multitude 
continue ftedraft to their firft Pretentions, 'tis an 
Uhedience fo luke-Warm and languifting, that it 
merits not the Name of Paffion : Their Addrefles 
a^e fo faint, and their Vows fo hollow to their 
Sovereigns, that they feem only to maintain their 
Fath, out of a Senfe of Honour : They are a ! 
ftam'd to defift, and yet grow Carelefi to ob- 
tain. Like deipamng Combatants, they /hive a- 

^ VvlSa |f . thcy had ^ld unv e>'l'd the 
Magical Shield of your Arlofto, which dazled the 

Beholders with too much brightnefs : They can 
«. longer hold up their Arms, they have read 
mar Deftiny m your Eye*. - , 

Splende lo Semdo a gut/a it Piropo; ' 

£ Lute altranoH turn luctnte: 

Cadtr 



£bt Epiftle Dedicatoryi 

• €*&r mterfa a lo fplendor fu d'vopt. 
Con gk oft hi gbhacmat't, ejenza mente. 

And yet, Madam, if I could find in my felf the-. 
Power to leave this Argument of your incompa- 
rable Beauty, I might turn to one which would- 
equally oppte& me with its Greatnefs. For your 
Conjugal Virtue* have deferv'd to be (etas an 
Example, to a lefs-degenerate, lefs-tainted Age* 
They approach £u near to Singularity in ours, 
that I can fqarcefy make a Panegyric to your 
Royal Highnefs, without a Satyr on many others : 
But your Perfon is a Paradife, and vour Soul a 
Cherubin within to guard it if the Excellence of 
the Outiide invite the Beholders,, the Majefty of 
your Mind deters them from too bold Ap- 
proaches; and turns their Admiration into Reli- 
gion. Moral Perfections are rais'd higher by 
IQ&iq the foftet Sex : As if Men were of too 
coasfe *, Mould, for Heaven to work on, and' 
tjiat the linage of Divinity, could not be cad to 
likeaefe ig/fe harfe a Metal. Your Perfon is fo 
admirable* that it can fcarce receive Addition, 
when it ihall he glprify'd : And your Soul, which 
Urines thorough k y finds it of a Subftance fo near 
her own, that fte will be pleasM to pafs an Age- 
within it, an4>to beconfin'd to.fuch a Palace. 

I know not how I am hurried back to my 
former Theme ; I ough^ and purpostt to have 
celebrated thole Endowments and Qualities of 
your Mind, which were. fufficieni, even, without- 
tl>e Graces of your Perfon, to sender^ you, as you 
*re, the Ornament of the Court, and the Obje6k 
of Wonder to Three Kingdoms: But all my 
Praifes are but as a Bull-rufh cad upon a Stretm;^ 
if they Qp]t uot^ *ti$ bectufe they are born up- by" 



Vhe Epi/tte Dedicatory. 

the Strength of the Current, which fupports their 
Lightnefs ; bat they are carry'd round again, and 
return on the Eddy where they firft began. I caa 
proceed no farther than your Beauty : And even 
on that too, I have faid fo Itftle, confidering the 
Greatnefs of the Subjedt that, like him who 
would lodge .a Bowl upon a Precipice, either 
my Praife falls back, by the Weaknefc of the De- 
livery, or flays not on the Top, but rowte ove*, 
and is loft on the other Side.. I intended, this a. 
Dedication, but how can 1 consider what belongs 
~to my felf, when I have been. fi> long contempla- 
ting on you ! Be pleas'd then, Madam, to receive 
this Poem, without Intitling fo much Excellen* 
cy as yours, to the Faults and Imperfedions of 
fo mean a Writer : And inftead of being favour 
fable to the Piece, which Merits nothing, for- 
give the Prefumption of the Author ; who is, with 
*li poffible Veneration, 



Tour Royal Righjkess'* 



Moft Obedient^ moft Humble^ 



moft DevottdServanf* 



John D-ry-djbk* 



To Mr.® RrDEN, on his Poem 

of Paradise. 

FOrgive me, awful Poet, if a Mufi, 
Whom artlefs Nature did fir ptairmefs chufe, 
In loofe Attire Prefents her humble Thought, * 
Of this beft Poem, that you ever wrought. 
Thisfairefi Labour of your teeming Brat* 
I wou'd embrace, but not with Flattryftam; 
Something I wou'd to your vaft Virtue raife, 
But fcorn to dawb it with a fulfime Praije; 
That wetfd but blot the Work I wou*d commend, 
And /hew a Court-Admirer, not a Friend. 
7b the dead Bard, your Fame a little owes, > 

For Milton didthe wealthy Mne difcloje, > 

And rudely cafi what you cou'd well diffofe : *} 

He roughly drew, on an oldfajhion'd Ground, 
A Chaos, for no perftft World was found, 
Till through the Heap, your mighty Genius fhwtd; 
He was the Golden Ore which you refin'd. 
Hefirft beheld the Beauteous rufiic Maid, 
And to a Place of Strength the Prize conve/d-, 
leu took her thence: To Court this Virgin brought, 
T>reft her with Gemms, new weav'd her hard-fpun Jhought,\ 
And fifteft Language, fweetefi Manners taught: 
Till from a Comet fhe a Star did rife, 
N* to affright, but pleafe our wondring Eyes. 
Betwixt ye both is fram'd a nobler Piece, 
Than e're was drawn in Italy or Greece. 
Thou from his Source of Thoughts erfn Souls doft bring, 
As fmiling Gods, from fallen Saturn fpring. 
When Night's dull Mask the Face of Heav'n does wear, 
9 Tis doubtful Light, but here and there a Star, 
Which firves the dreadful Shadows to dijplay, 
That vanijh at the rijtng of the Day, 

Bui 



3*t4hm bright Robes the Meadows uH adorn, 
And the World looks as it were newly bom. 
So when your Senfe his my flick Reajon clear' d, 
The melancholy Scene all gay appear* d > 
JSfew Light leapt up, and a new Glory Jmil'd, 
And all throughout was mighty, all was mild. 
Before this Palace which thy Wh did build y 
Which various Fancy did fi gaway gild, 
And Judgment has withjoltd Riches filPd, 
My humbler Muft begs jbe may Gentry ftand, 
Amongft the reft that guard this Eden Land. 
But there's no need, for evn thy Foes confpire 
Thy fraifi, and hating thee, thy Work admire. 
On then, O mightieft oftW in/fired Men, 
Monarch of Verfe; new Jheams employ thy Pen. 
Jhe Troubles of Majeftick^ CbarlesJW down, 
Hot David vanquijb'd more to reach a Crown : 
Fraije him, as Cowley 4*4 that Hebrew King, 
Thy Theanis as great, do thou as greatly fing. 
Then thou may ft boldly to his Favour rife, 
Look down, and the baft Serpent's hifs dejpife, 
From thund'ring Envy fafe in Lawrelfit, 
While dam'rous Criticks their vile Heads fubmit, 
Qondenen'dferTreafinattheBarofWit. 
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The AUTHO R'i 

APOLOGY 

For Heroick Poetry, and Poetick 
Licence; 




jTO fitisfie the Curiofity of thofe who will 
1 give thcmfclves the trouble of reading the 
I enfuing Poem, I think my (elf obligM to 
I render them a Reafim, why I publifh an 
9 Optra which was never aeW. rn the firft 
U place I (Tiall not be aiham'd to own, that 
. - my cliiefcft Motive wi', the Ambition 

which I acknowledge in the Epiftle. I was defirous to 
kty at the Feet of fo Beautiful and Excellent a Princcfe, a- 
Work which I confefs was unworthy her, but which T 
hope fhe will have the Goodncft to forgive. I was alio-. 
indue'd to it in my own Defence-. Many hundred Copies 
of it being difperVd abroad' without my Knowledge or 
Content : So that every one gathering new Faults, it be- 
came at length a Libel againft me ; and I {aw, with' 
Come Difdain, more Noiiienfe than either I, or as bad a 
Poet, could have cram'd into it, at a Month's warning, 
in which time 'twas wholly Written, and not fince Re- 
xis'd. After this,, L cannot without Injury to the deceas'd: 
Author. 



PREFACE. 

Author of Taradsfe Left, but acknowledge that this Poem 
has received its entire Foundation, part of the Defign, 
and many of the Ornaments, from him. What I have 
borrowed, will J>e fb eafily difcern'd from my mean Pro-. 
du6tions, that I fhalf not need' to point the Reader to the 
places: And, truly, I mould be forry, for my own &ke, 
that any one mould take the Pains to compare them to- 
gether : The Original .being undoubtedly, one of the 
greateft, moft noble, and moft fublime Poems, which 
either this Age or Nation has produced. Ano 1 though I 
could not refufe the Partiality of my Friend, who is 
pleafed to commend me in his Verfcs, I hope they will 
rather be eftcerrrM the Effect of his Love to me, than of 
his deliberate and iober Judgment. His Genius is able to 
make beautiful what he pleafcs : Yet, as he has been too 
favourable to me, I doubt not but he will hear of his 
Kindncfs from many of our Contemporaries. For, we 
are fallen into an Age of illiterate, cenforious, and detract- 
ing Pccple, who thus qualified, fet up for Criticks. 

In the firft place I muft take leave to teH them, that 
they wholly miftake the Nature of Criticifm, who think 
its Bufinefs is principally to find Fault. Criticifm, as it 
was firft instituted by AriftotU^ was meant a Standard of 
judgir.g well. The chiefeft part of which is, to obferve 
thofc Excellencies, which mould delight a rcafonable Rea- 
der. If the Defign, the Conduct, the Thoughts, and the 
Exprcflions.of a Poem, be generally fuch as proceed from 
a true Genius of Poetry, the Cntick ought to pafs his 
Judgmentin favour of the Author. Tis malicious and 
unmanly to fnarlat the little lapfcs of a Pen, from which 
Vvgil himfelf ftands not exempted. Horace acknowledges 
that honcft Homer nodds fomctimes : He is not equally a- 
wakc in every Line : But he leaves it alfo as a ftanding 
Meafure for our Judgments, 

- 1 - r Nen, TfiifUtr* nitent m Carmine* fatuis 
OfferUi maculisf quas ant incttria fudit> 
&thWMMf*tum cmAt Nttura , ■ ■ ■ ■ m. 

And 
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PREFACE. 

Aad Longkus, who was undoubtedly, after Ariftotle, the 
greateft Critick amongft the Greeks* in his twenty fe^ 
Venth Chapter treei 34*** ^as judicioufly preferr'd the 
fublime Genius that fometimes errs, t<y the middling or 
indifferent one which makes few Faults, but feldom or 
never rifes to any Excellence. He compares the firft to a 
Man of large Pofleflions, who has not leifure to confider 
of every flight Expence, will not debafe himfelf to the 
management of every Trifle: Particular Sums are not 
kid out or fpar'd to the greateft Advantage in his Oeco- 
nomy : But are fometimes fuf&r'd to run t6 wafte, while 
he is only careful of the Main. On the other fide, he 
likens the Mediocrity of Wit, to one of a mean Fortune, 
who manages his Store with extream Frugality, or ra- 
ther Parfimony: But who with fear of running into Pro- 
fufenefs, never arrives to the magnificence of Living. This 
kind of Genius writes, indeed, correctly. A wary Man 
he is in Grammar; very nice as to Solceciim or Barbarifm, 
judges to a Hair of little Decencies, knows better than 
any Man what is not to be written: And never hazards 
himfelf fo far as to fall: But plods on deliberately, and, as 
a grave Man ought, is fore to put his Staff before him : 
in fhort, he fets his Heart upon it $ and with wonderful 
Care makes his Buflncfs fure : That is, in plain Englijh, 
neither to be blam'd, nor prais' d I could, fays my 

Author, find out fome Blemifhes in Homer : And am per* 
haps, as -naturally inclin'd to be difeufted at a Fault as a* 
nother Man : But, after all, to fpeak impartially, his Fail- 
ings are fuch, as are only Marks of Human Frailty: They 
are little Miftakcs, or rather Negligences, which have e- 
fcap'd his Pen in the fervor of his Writing $ the Sublimi- 
ty of his Spirit carries it with me againft his Carelefnefs j 
And though Afellonius his Argonautes, *and Theocritus his 
E/dullia, are more free from Errors, there is not any Man 
of fb falfe a Judgment, who would chufe rathe* to have 
been Afollonius or Theocritus, than Homer. 

*Tis worth our Confidcration, a little to examine how 
much thefc Hypercriticks of Eqglijh Poetry, differ, from the 

Opinion 
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P R R F A C E. 

Opinion of the Greek and Lstin Judges of Antiquity; 
From the Italians and French who have rocceeded them ; 
' and, indeed, from the general Tafte and Approbation of 
all Ages. Heroick Poetry, which they contemn, has ever 
been efteem'd,. and ever will be, the created Work of 
| human Nature : In that Rank has Arijmle plac'd it, and 
\ Uegaus is £o full of the like Expreflions, that he abun- 
dantly confirms the others Tcftimony. Horace as plainly 
delivers his Opinion, and particularly Praifcs Hemer in 
thefe Veries. 

Thjmu Belli Scripterem, Maxhne Lolli, 

mm tu declsmas Rom*, Trdnefte relegi: 

Bui quid fit pulchrum, quid turpe, quid utile, quid non* 

Vims ac melius Chryfippo & Crantore dicit. 

And in another Place modeftlv excluding himfelf from 
the Number of .Poets, becaufe he only writ Odes and 
Satyrs, he tells you a Poet is fuch an one, 



■■ Cut mens Dhinior, atque es 

llAgrM jemturum. 

Quotations are fuperfluous in an eftablifti'd Truth; O- 
therwife I could reckon up amongft the Moderns, all 
the Ittdim Commentators on ArifiotU's Book of Poetry % 
and amongft the Trench, the greateft of this Age, Boi- 
lm and Rapin : The latter of which is alone fufficient, 
were all other Criticks loft, to teach anew the Rules 
of Writing. Any Man who will ferioufly confider the 
Nature of an Epick Poem, how it agrees with that 
Poetry in general, which is to Inftru& and to Delight) * 
what Actions it defcribes, and what Perfons they are 
chiefly whom it informs, will find it a Work which 
indeed is foil of difficulty in the Attempt, but admirable 
when 'tis well performed. I write not this with the 
leaft Intention to undervalue the other Parts of Poetry: 
For Comedy is both excellently Inftruitive, and ex- 
frcamly Pkaiant: Satyr lafhes Vice into Reformation, 

and 



.PRE F A C E. 

and Humor represents Folly, (b as to render it ridicu- 
lous. Many of our preient Writert arc eminent in both 
thefe kindsj and particularly the Author of the Vlaik 
Dealer, whom I am proud to call -my Friend, has obhVd 
all honeft and virtuous Men, by one of the mod bold, 
moft general, and moil ufeful Satyrs which lias ever 
been preferred on the 'Englijh Theatre. I do not difputc 
the Preference of Tragedy 5 let everv Man enjoy his 
Tafte: But 'tis unjuft, Suit they who nave not the leaft 
Notion of Heroick Writing, fhould therefore condemn 
the Pleasure which -others receive from it, becaufe they 
-cannot comprehend it: . Ltf them pleafc their Appetites 
in eating what they like: But ht them not force, their 
Diftf on all the Table. They who would Cdmbat gene- 
ral Authority with "particulat Opinion, muft firft ILfta- 
blifh themfelves a Reputation of Understanding better 
than other Men/ Are all the Flights of Heroick Poctryy 
to be concluded BOmbaft, Unnatural, and meer Madneu, 
becaufe they are not affeded with their Excellencies? 
'Tisjuft'as reasonable, as to conclude there is no Day, 
becaufe a blind Man cannot diftinguifh of Light and Co- 
lours. Ought they not rather, in Modefty, to doubt of 
their owa Judgments, when they think this or that Ex- 
preffion in Homer, Vtr'gilrTdJfo, or Milton's ParaJife, to be 
too for ftrain'd, than pofitively to conclude, that 'tis all 
Ffiftian, and meer Nonfcnfc ? Tis true, there are Limits 
to be fet betwixt the Boldnefs and Rafhnefs of a Poet j 
•but he muft underftand thole Limits who pretends to 
judge, as well as he who undertakes to write: And he 
wboTias no liking to the whole, ought in reafon to be 
excluded irom centering of the Parts. He muft be a 
Lawyer before lie mounts the 4 Tribunal: And the Judi- 
cature of one Court too, does not quaJifie a Man to pre- 
fide in another.- He 1 may be an excellent Pleader in the 
Chancery, who is not fit to Rule the Common He as. But 
I will prefume for once to tell them, that the boldeft 
Strokes of Poetry, when they are managed Artfully, are 
tfcofe which moft Delight the Reader. 

Virgil 
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-Virgil and Horace, the fevereft Writers of the fevered 
'Age, have made frequent ufe of the hardeft Metaphors, 
tad of the ftrongeft Hyperboles: And in this cafe the 
beft Authority is the beft Argument. For generally to 
to have pleas'd, and through all Ages, mult bear the 
Force of univerfal Tradition. And if you would appeal 
from thence to right Reafbn, you will gain no more 
by it in effe£fc, than firft, to fet up your Reafbn againft 
thofc Authors j and ftcondly, againft all thofe who have 
admirVi them. You' muft prove why that ought not to 
have pleas'd, which has pleas'd the moil Learn'd, and ' 
the mofl Judicious : And to be thought knowing, you 
muft firft put the Fool upon all Mankind. If. you can 
enter more deeply, than they have done, into the Caufes 
and Refbrts of that which moves Pleafure in a Reader, 
the Field is open, you may be heard : But thofe Springs 
t>F human Nature are not fb eafily difcover'd by every fu- 
perficial Judge: It requires Phikubphy as well as Poetryi 
to found the Depth of all the FaHions; what they are in 
themfclvcs, and how they are to be provok'd : And in 
this Science the beft Poets have excelrd. Ariftotle rais'd 
the Fabrick of his Poetry, from obiervation of thofe 
things, in which l&m£ides % S9phocks 9 and Mfchylus pleas'd: 
He confidefd how they rais'd the Paflions, and thence 
has drawn Rules for our Imitation. From hence have 
iprung the Tropes and Figures, for which they wanted 
a Name, who firft practised them, and fucceeded in 
them, Thus I grant you, that the Knowledge of Na- 
ture was theOrigraal Rule; and that all Poets ought to 
Study her 5 as well as jiriftotle and Horace her Interpre- 
ters. But then this alfb undeniably follows, that thofe 
things which delight all Ages, muft have been an Imita- 
tion of Nature j .which is all I contend. Therefore is 
Rhetorick made an Art: Therefore the Names of £> 
many Tropes* and Figures were invented: Becaufe it 
was obferv'd they hadiuch and fuch an Efte£fc upon -the 
Audience. Therefore Catacbrefes and Hyfermes have 
"found their Place amongft them 5 not that they were to 
*U avoided, but to be uVd judicioufly, and plac'd in Poe- 
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try, as heightnings and fhadows are in Painting, to 
make the Figure bolder, and caufc it to ftand off to 
fight. 

Kec retia Cervis 

, UUa^lt4mr?^Mtmtm''yhjsVirgUvahk£cb^ues:At^d 
fpeaking of Lewder in his Georgich, 

9 

Qua no&e natat ferus freta, quern fuper, mgem 
Torta tonat Cult, &fafulis tilifa reaammt 
JEquor*: 

In both of thefc you fee he fears not to give Voice 
and Thought to things inanimate. 

Will 70a arraign your Mafter Huron, for his Hardnefi 
of Exprefli on, when he defcribes the Death of Cleefatr* f 
and itys (lie did Ajperos traftare fcrpentes, ut turum corpm 
eomb'xberet veneww? becauie the Body in that A&ion, 
performs what is proper to the Mouth? 

As for Hyperboles, I will neither quote jMam, nor 
Statius, Men of an unbounded Imagination, but who 
often wanted the Poyze of Judgment. The Divine Vsr- 
gil was not liable to that Exception 5 and yet he defcribes 
Polyphemus thus : 



•Graditurque per dquor 



./ 



Jam medium', nee dumfluftus later* arduk tingit. 

In Imitation of this Place, our admirable Qnfley tiny 
paints Goliah, 

The Valley, mm, this Mmfter fieri d tofiU\ 

And we, metbought, look'd up to him from our &%. 

Where the two Words fieri d, and metbottgki, tape 
molluyd the Figure: And yet if they had not been there, 
the fright of the Ifraelitts might km* exem'd their belief 
of the Gvmts Stature. 

la 
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In the 8th of the JEneids, Virgil paints the Swiftnefc 
<£ Camilla thus: 

Ula vet intacla fegetis perfimma voUref 
Gramma, nee tenerat curju Ufiffet ariftas' %t . 
Vel Mare per medium, jfuStu fujpenfa turner*!, 
Ferret iter, celeres nee tingeret aquere plant as. 

You are not obliged, as in Hi/lory, to a literal Belief 
of what the Poet fays 5 'but you are pleas'd with the 
Image, without being cozen'd by the Fi&ion. 

Yet even in Hiftory, Jjmginus quotes Herodotus on this 
occasion of Hyperboles. The Lacedemonians, fays he, at 
the Straights of ThermopyU, defended themfelves to the 
Jaft Extremity: And when their Arms fail'dthem, fought 
it out with their Nails and Teeth : Till at length, (the 
tajians (hooting continually upon them) they lay buried 
under the Arrows of their Enemies. It is not reafooa- 
ble, (continues the Oritick) to believe that Men could de- 
fend themfelves with their Nails and Teeth from an 
arm'd Multitude: nor that they lay buried under a Pile 
•f Darts and Arrows; and yet there wants not Probabi- 
lity for the Figure: Becaufe the Hyperbole feems not to 
feave been made for the fake of the Defcription* but ra- 
ther to have been produced from the Occauon. 

1 
Tis true, the boldneft of the Figures is to be hidden* 

(bmetimes by the Addrefs of the Poet j that they may 
work their Effect upon the Mind, without diicovering 
the Art which caus'd it. And therefore they are princi- 
pally to be us'd in Paflion , when we fpeak more warm- 
ly, and with more precipitation than at other times ; For 
wen, Si vis me fere % dokndum eft prirnum iffi tibi\ the 
Poet muft put on the Paffion he endeavours to reprefent : 
A Man in ruch an Occafion is not cool enough, either to 
wafon rightly, or to talk calmly. Aggravations are then., 
in their proper Places, Interrogations/fixclarnat k>ns a Hy- 
P&bata, or a difordcr'd Connection of Difcourfe, are 

graceful 
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graceful there, becatife they are natural. The Sum. of aB 
oepends on what before I hinted, that this Boldnefs of 
Exprcffion is not to be blam'd, if it be manag'd by the 
Coolnefs and Difcrction, which Is neceflary *o a Poet. 

. Yet before Heave this Subject I cannot but take no- 
tice how difingenuous our Adverfaries appear: All that 
is duU,infipid,languiftiing and without Sinews in a Poem, 
they call an Imitation of Nature: They onlv offend our 
moft equitable Judges, who think beyond them; and 
Evely Images and Elocution, arc never to be forgiven. 

What Fuftian, as they call it, have I heard thefe Gen- 
tlemen find out in Mr. Cowley's OJest I acknowledge my 
felf unworthy to defend fo excellent an Author, neither 
have I room to do it here; only in general I will lay, 
that nothing can appear more beautiful to me, than the> 
ftrength of thofe Images which they condemn. 

Imaging is, in it (elf, the very heighth and life of Poe- 
try. 'Tis, as Longirms defcribes it, a Dilcourfe, which, by 
a Kind of Enthufiafm, or extraordinary Emotion of the 
Soul, makes it fecm to us, that we behold thole things 
which the Poet paints, fo as to be pleas'd with them, and 
to admire them. 

If Poetry be Imitation, that part of it muft needs be 
bell, which defcribes moft lively our Actions and Pa£ 
fions; our Virtues and our Vices; our Follies and our 
Humours: For neither is Comedy without ks part of 
Imaging; And they who do it beft, are certainly the 
moft excellent in their Kind. Tfcis is too plainly provM 
to bedeny'd: But how are Poetical Fictions, how are 
Hippocentaures and Chimeras, or how are Angels and 
immaterial Subftances to be imagtf ? Which fome of 
them are things quite out of Nature; Others, fuch where- 
of we can have no Notion? This is the laft Refuge of 
our Adverfaries; and more than any of them have yet 
had the Wit to object againft us. The Anfwcr is cafie to 

the 
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tte firft part of it. The Fi&ion of fome Beings which 
are not in Nature, (fecond Notions, as the 'Logicians call 
them) has been founded on the Conjunction of two 
Natures, which have a real feparate Being. So Hippocen- 
tmres were imaged, by joining the Natures of a Matt 
aod Horie together j as Lucretius tells us, who has us'd 
this Word Image oftner than any of the Poets. 

flam certl ex vivo, Centaurs nonfit Imago, 
Nulla fuit cpwnkam talis natura animaii 
Verkm ubi equi atque bominis, caps, eonvemt image, 
Hirefcit facile extemflb, &c. 

The fame reafon may alio be aOedg'd for Chirrwrfs and 
Ae reft. And Poets may be allow'd the like liberty, for 
defcribing things which really exift not, if they arc found* 
ed on popular Belief: Of this Nature are Fairies, Pigmies, 
and the Extraordinary Effects of Magick : For 'tis ftill aa 
Imitation, though of other Mens Fancies: And thus are 
Shkeftear's Temfeft, his idsdfimmer Nights Dream, and Ben 
John/Ms Mafipe of Witches to be defended. For immate- 
rial Subftances we are authorized by Scripture in their ' 
Dcfcription: And herein the Text accommodates it fcif 
to vulgar Apprehenfion, in giving Angels the Likenefs of 
beautiful young Men. Thus, after the Pagan Divinity, 
has Homer drawn his Gods with human Faces : And thus 
we have Notions of things above us, by dcicribing 
them like other Beings more within our Knowledge. 

• 
I wifli I could produce any one Example of excellent 
imaging in all this. Poem: Perhaps I cannot: But that 
which comes neareft it, is in thefe four Lines, which hav« 
been foffickntly canvas'd by my well-natur'd Ccnfors. 

Seraph and Cherub, carelefs of their Charge, 
And wanton, in full eafe now live at large ; 
Vhguarded leave the fajfes of the Sky, 
And all dijfolv'd m hallelujahs lie. 

Vol. IV. B t 
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•1 have heard (fays one of them) of Anchovies difiblv*d 
in Sauce j but never of an Angel in Hallelujahs. A mighty 
Wittyc'tfm, (if you will pardon a new Word .') but there 
is fome difference between a Laugher and a Critick. He 
'might have Burlefqu'd Virgil too, from whom I took the 
Image. Irrvadunt wtbenh fimno vinoque fepultam. A City's 
being buried is juft as proper on Occafion, as an Angel's 
being diffolv'din Eafe, and Songs of Triumph. Mr.Gwfr- 
ley lies as open too in many places. 

Where their vaft Courts the Mother Waters keep, &c. 

For if the mafs of Waters be the Mothers, then their Daugh- 
ters, the little Streams, are bound in all good Manners, 
to make Court'iie to them, and ask them Bleflmg. How 
eafic 'tis to turn into ridicule the beft Defcriptiens, when 
once a Man is in the Humour of laughing, 'till he wheezes 
at his own dull J eft! but an Image which is ftrongly .and 
beautifully fet before the Eyes of the Reader, will frill be 
Pcetry, when the merry fa is over j and laft when the 
other is forgotten. 

I promis'd to fay fbmewhat of Peetick Licence, but have 
in part anticipated my Difcourfe already. Poetick Licence 
I take to be the Liberty, which Poets have afliim'd to 
themfelves in all Ages, of fpeakine things in Verie, which 
are beyond the feverity of Prole. 'Tis that particular 
Character, which diftinguiflies and fets the Bounds be- 
twixt Oratio Jbluta, and Poetry. This, as to what regards 
the Thought, or Imagination of a Poet, confifts in Ficti- 
on : But then thofe Thoughts muft be exprefs'd ; and 
here arife two other Branches of it: For if this Ucew* 
be included in a Tingle Word, it admits .of Tnppes : If 
in a Sentence or Proportion, of Figures; Both which are 
ot a much larger extent, and more forcibly to be us'd in 
Verfe than Profe. This is that Birthright whicji is de- 
rived to us frpm our great Forefathers, even from Homer 
down to Ben. and they who would deny it to us, have, 
in plain Terms, the Fox's quarrel to the Crapes j they 
cannot reach it. 

How 



PREFACE. 

How far thefe Liberties are to be extended, I will not 
wefuine to determine here, iincc Horace does not. But 
it is certain that they are to be varied* according to the 
Language and Age in which an Author writes. That 
which would be allowed to a Grefion Poet, Martial tells 
you, would not be auf&r/d in a'Pfimaa. And 'tis evident 
that the EngUfhdocs more nearly follow the ftri&nefs of 
the latter, than the freedoms of. the former. Connection 
of Epithets, or the Conjunclion of two Words in one, 
are frequent and elegant in the Greek, which yet Sir Thi- 
fy &Awy,aad'ti)C Translator of JD» Bart as, have unlucki- 
ly attempted in. the &iglijh\ though this I confeft, is not 
to proper an Inftance of foetick JJce&i> as it is of variety 
olhkm m Languages. 

Horace a little explains himicjf^n tjus Subject of I#- 
mtia Poetica; in theie Verfa, 



-Viftoribus atone Voetis 



Ghidlibet audendi, femfer fuit dqua feteftar; 

Se3 nm, ut flacidis coeant mmtia, nan ut 

Serpentes wiibus geminemw, Tfgribni Hcedi. 

<. 

He would have a Poem of a Piece : Not to begin witli 
one thing and end with another : He retrains it fo far, 
that Thoughts of an. unlike Nature, ought not to be join- 
ed together: That were indeed to make a Chaos. He 
tax'd not Homer, not the Divine Virgil, for interefting 
their Gods in the Wars of Iftv .and Italy \ neither, had he 
now liv'd, would he have tax'd Milton, as our fake Cri- 
ticks have prefum'd to do, for his Choice of a fuperna- 
tural Argument : But he would have blamed my Author, 
who was a Chriftian, had he introduced into his Poem 
Heathen Deities, as TaJJo is condemn'd by Bafm on the 
like Occafion : And as Canteens, the Author of the Z»- 
ftaJs, ought to be cenfur'd by all his Readers, when he 
brines in Bacchus and Chrift into the lame Adventure of his 
Eab£. From that which has been laid, it may be col- 
Jc&cd* that the definition of Wit (which has been fo often 

B 2 attempted J 



P R$ FJf C E. 

Attempted, and ere unfucceGfully by many Poets,) a 
only uiis; That it is a 'Propriety of Thoughts and Words; 
or in other Terms, Thought! and Words, elegantly adapt- 
ed to the Subject. If our Criticks will join ifltie on this 
" Definition, that we - may tmpmrt in afiauo ttrlio ; if they 
will take it ai a granted Principle, 'twill be eafie to put 
an end to this Dilpute : No Man will disagree from ano- 
ther's Judgement, concerning the dignity x>f "Style, in 
Heroick Poetry: But all reafonable Men will conclude it 
Decenary, that (iiblime Subjects ought to be adom'd with 
the fublimeft, and (confcquently often) with themoftfigu- 
rative Espreflions. In tie mean time 1 will not run into 
their Fault of imputing my Opinions on other Men, any 
more than I would my Writings on their Tafie: I have 
only laid down, and that fupcrficially enough, my prelent 
Thoughts ; and fhaB be glad to be taught better, by thole 
who prct.-nd to reform our Poetry. 



THE 
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State of Innocence* 
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FALL €f MAN, 



ACT I. S C EN E I. 

tikfaft Scene repre fonts a Chaos, or a confusi hlafs of Mat* 
ter-y the Stage is ahmfi wholly dark: A Symphony of war* 
like Muftck it beard for feme time\ then from the Heavens, 
{which are open'd) fall the rebellious Angels wheeling in 
the Air, and feem'mg transfix* d with Thunderbolts; The bot- 
torn of the Stage being open'd, receives the Angels, who 
fall out of fight. Tunes ofViBory aire flayed, and an Hymn 
f m %\ Angels difcover'd above, brandijhing their Swords; 
The Mufick ceafing, and the Heavens being, clos'd, the Scene 
fiifts, and on a fudden refrefents Hell:. Part of the Scene 
is a Lake of Brimfione or fowling Fire^ the Earth of * 
burnt colour : The falYn Angels appear* on the Lake, lying 
t^firate-y a Tune of Horror and Lamentation is heard. 

Lucifer rajfittg bimfelf on the Lake., 

Lucifer. 

S this the Seat our Conqueror has given * - 
" And this the Climate we muft change for Hea* 
' ven? [got; 

W Thefe Regions and this Realm my Wars have 
This mournful Empire is the Lofer's Lot ; 

Bj la 
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lh liquid Burnings, or on Dry to dwell, 

Is all the fad Variety of Hell. 

But fee, the Vi&or has recaH'd, from far, 

Th* avenging Storms, his Minifters of War: 

His Shafts are {pent, and his tir'd Thunders fleep* 

Nor longer btUow thro' the bbundlefs Deep. 

Beft take tti Occafion, and thefe Waves forfake, 

While time is giv'n. Ho, Afmodsy, awake, 

If thou art he: But ahl how changed from him, 

Companion of my Arms! how wan! how dim! 

How faded all thy Glories are ! I fee 

My fitlf too weB, and my own Change, in thee. 

Afmday* Prince of the Thrones, who, in the Fields of 
Led'ft forth th* imbatteTd Seraphim to fight, [Light, 
*Who ftiook the Pdw*r of Heavens eternal State, 
Had broke it too, if not upheld by Fate 5 
But now thofe Hopes arc fled: Thus low we lie, *> 
Shut from his Day, and that contended Sky, > 

And loft, as far* as heartily Forms can die* $ 

Yet; not all period; We defie him ftifc 
And yet wage War, with our unconquer'd WOW 

Lucif. Strength may return. 

Afm. Already of thy Virtue I partake, 
Bre&ed by thy Voice. 

Luejf. « ■■Sec on the Lake 

Our Troops like fcatter'd Leaves in Autumn Ik; 
Firft let us raife our fdves, and feek the dry,. 
Perhaps more eafie dwelling. *» 

jijjn. m , .-From the Beach* 

Thy well-known Voice the deeping Qods will reach, • 
And wake th? immortal Senfe which Thunders Noifc 
Had quell'd, and Lightning deep had driven within 'em. 

Lucif. With Wings expanded wide, our fdves we'll rear, 
And fly incumbent on the dusky Air ; 
Hcil, tny new Lord receive. 
Heaven' cannot envy me aa Empire here. 

[BttBftytrdrj L**d+ 

A[m. Thus far we have prevail'd; if that be Gain 
Which is but change of Place, nor change of Fain* 
Now fummoa we the* reft. 



Luc'tf. Dominions, Pow'rs, ye Chiefs of Heav'n's bright 
(Of Heav'n.once yours ; but now, in Battel, loft) [HA 
Wake from your Slumber : Are your Beds of Down ? 
Sleep you fo eafie there ? Or fear the Frown 
Of him who threw you thence, and joys to fee 
Your abjedt State confefs his Vi&ory ? 
Rife, rife, ere from his Battlements he view 
Your proftrate Poftures, and his Bolts renew, 
To ftrike you deeper down. 

Afin. -—They wake, they hear, 

Shake off their Slumber fir ft, and next their Fear; 
And only for th* appointed Signal ftay. * 

Lttcif. Rife from tie Flood, and hither wing your way, > 
Moloch from the Lake,'] Thine to command s our part > 
'tis to obey.. J 

[The refi of the Devils rife up, and fly to the Land. 
Lucif. So, now we are our felvel again, an Hoft 
Fit to tempt Fate, once more, for what we loft. 
T o'erleap th* Etherial Fence, or if fo high 
We cannot climb, to undermine his Sky, 
And blow him up, who juftly Rules us now, 
Becaufe more ftrong: Should he be'forc'd to bow, 
The Right were ours again : "Tis juft to win 
Thchighcft places t' attempt, and fail, is Sin. 

Mol. Changed as- we are, we're yet from Homage free \ 
We have, by Hell, at kaft, gain'd Liberty : 
Thar*, worth our Fall; thus low tho' we are driven, 
Better to rule in Hell, than ferve in Heaven. 
Lucif. There fpoke the better half of Lucifer ! 
Afm. *Tis fit in frequent Senate we confer, 
And then determine how to fleer our Courfe ; 
To wage new War by Fraud, or open Force. 
The Doom's now paftj Submifiion were in vain. 
MoL And, were it not, fuch Bafenefs I difdain. 
I would not ftoop, to purchafe all above; 
And fliould contemn a Pow'r whom Pray'r could move, 
As one unworthy to have conquered me. 

Beelzebub. Moloch, in that, all are refolv'd like thee. 
The means are unpropos'd ; but 'tis not fit 
Our dark Divan in publick view (hould fit : 

B ^ ' Or 
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Or what we plot agamft the Thunderer, 
Th* ignoble Crowd* of vulgar Devils hear. 

Lucif. A golden Palace let be rais'd on high; 
To imitate? No, to out-ihine the Sky I 
All Mines are ours, and Gold above the reft 5 
Let this be done ; and quick as 'twas expreft. 
[A Palace rifes, where fit, as in Council, Lucifer, Aftnoday, 

Moloch, Belial, Beelzebub and Sathan. 
Moft high and mighty Lords, who better fell 
From Heav'h, to rife States-General of Hel^ 
Nor yet repent, tho J ruin'd and undone, 
- Our upper Provinces already won, 
(Such Pride there is in Souls created free,. 

Juch hate of univerfal Monarchy ;)• • 

peak, (for we therefore mcetj 1 

* If Peace you chufe, your Suffrages declare j 

Or means propound, to carry on the War. 
Idol. My Sentence is for War 5 that open too: 

Unskili'd in Stratagems 5 plain Force I know; 

Treaties are vain to Lofers; nor would we, 

Should Heav'n grant Peace, fubmit to Sovereignty* 

We can no caution give we will adore $ 

And he above is warn'd to truft no more. 

What then remains but Battel ? 
Sathan. I agree, 

With this brave Vote; and if in Hell there be 

Ten more luch Spirits, Heav'n is our own again : 

We venture nothing, and may all obtain. 

Yet who can hope but well, fince cv'h Succefi • 
Makes Foes fecure, and makes our t)anger lefs. 
Seraph, and Cherub, carelefs of their Charge* 
And wanton, in full eafe now live at larj 
Unguarded leave the Pafles of the Sky,j 
And all diflblv d in Hallelujahs He. * 

MoL Grant that our hazardous attempt prove vautj 
^We feel the worft, fccur'd from greater Pam : 
Perhaps we may provoke the conqu'ring Foe 
To make us nothirfg; yet, cv'n then, we know 
That not to be, is not to be in Woe. 
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leM. That* Knowledge which, as Spirits, we obtain* 

Is to be valu'd in the midft of Pain : 

Annihilation were to lofc Heav'n more: 

We are not quite exil'd where thought can fbar. 

Then ceafe from Arms 5 — 

Tempt him not farther to purfue his Blow; 

And be content to bear thofe Pains we know. 

If what we had, we could not keep, much leji 

Can we regain what thofe above poflefs. 
Xeelubub. Heav'n deeps not j from one wink a Breach 

In the full Circle of Eternity. [would be " 

Long Pains, with ufe of bearing, arc half eas'dj 

Heav'n unprovok'd, at length may be appeas'd. 

B7 War, we cannot fcape our wretched Lot j 

And may, perhaps, not warring, be forgot. 
Jfin. Could we repent, or did not Heav'n well know * 

Reiellion once forgiven, would greater grow : 

I fliould, with Betsal, chufe ignoble EaS ; 

But neither will the Conqueror give Peace, 

Nor yet fo loft in this low State we are, 
As to defpair of a wcll-manag'd War. 

Nor need we tempt thofe Heights which Angels keep* 
Who fear no Force, or Ambufh from the Deep. 
What if we find fbme eaher Enterprise? 
There is a Place, if ancient Prophecies 
And Fame in Heav'n not err, tie bleft Abode' . 
Of Tome new Race, call'd Man, a Demy-God, 
Whom, near this timfl) th' Almighty muft create; 
Hefwore it,- ihook the Heavens, and made it Fate. 

lucif. I heard it$ thro* all Heav'n the Rumour ran* 
And much the talk of this intended Man : 
Of Form divine; but lefs in Excellence 
Than wc$ indu'd with Reafon lodg'd in Seafe: 
The Soul pure Firt, like ours, of equal Force j , 

But, pent in Fleih, muft iffue by Difcourle: , e ,) . 
We fee what is 5 to Man Truth muft be brought ,; > 
By Senfe, and drawn by a long Chain of Thought^ . , 
By that faint Light, to will and ULv^tfhuxU , « t , ' 

$& made lefs 'knowing, he's at me t comj»aiid; ' , • 

B; JjhH 
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Afm. Tho* Heav'n. be (hut> that World, if it berttlade* 
As neareft Heav'n, lies opea to invade: 
Man therefore mud be known, his Strength, his State, 
And by what Tenure he holds all of Fate. 
Him let us* then feduce, or overthrow : 
The firft is eaneftj and makes Heav'n his Foe. 
Adviie, if this Attempt be worth our Care. 

Belial. Great is th* Advantage, great the Haaards are, 
Some one (but who that Task xJares/Qndcrtake?) 
Of this new Creature muft Difcovexy make. , 

Hdl's. Brazen Gates he firft muft break, then far 
MutV wander thro* old Night, and thro* the War 
Of antique 'Chaos; and, when thefe are paft, 
Meet Heav'n's Out-guards who fcout upon the Wafte: 
At* every Station muft be bid to (rand, 
And forcM to anfwer every, ftricl: demand. 
JM. This glorious Enterprise— ■* [R'fi% *fr> 

Lmf. Rafli Angel, ftayj 

[Rljingy and laying, mi Sapttr on Moloch V Head* 
That Palm is rrfine, which none (hall take away. 
Hot Braves, like thee, may fight ; but know not well 
To manage this, the Jail great Stake of Hell. 
Why jrml rank'd in State above the reft, 
If while P ftand of Sovereign Pow'r polled, 
Another dares, in Danger, farther go? 
Kings are not made for Eafe, andPageant-fhow. 
Who would be* Conqueror, muft venture all: 
He merits not to Rife, who dares qpt Fall 
Amf. The Praife, and Danger, then, be all your own. 
Lncif: On' this Foundation I ere& my Throne*: 
Thro 1 Brazen Gates, vaft Chaos, and old Night, 
I'll force my Way 5 and upwards fleer my Fight; 
Difcover this new World, and newer Man j 
Make him my Foot-ftep to mount Heav'n again ; 
Then, in the Clemency of upward Air, 
We'll fcour.our Spots, and the dire Thunders fear, , 
With all the Remnants of th' unlucky War, 
And once again grow bright, and once again grow fair. 
Ajm. Meantime the Youth of Hell ftri& guard m*f 
Jud fet their Centrics to the utmoft Deep, [keep, 

•^ -- — - ~ - That 
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That so Etheriai Parafite may 1 come 

To fpy our Ills, and tell gfed Tales at home. 

Lucif Before yon' Brimftone Lake thrice ebb and flow, 
(A&s, that we muft meafure Time by Woe!) 
I (hall retain : (my. Mind pre&ges well,) 
And outward lead the Colonies of Hell. 
Your Care I much approve 5 what Time remains, 
Seek to forget, at leaft divert your Pains 
With Sports and Mufick, in the Vales and Fields, 
And whatever Joy fo fad a Climate yields. 

Betwixt the firfi AB and the ficond, while the Chiefs fit in 
the Palace, may be exfrejfkd the Sports of the Devils 5 as 
Blasts and dancmg in Grotefque Figures: And a Seng ex r 
frefpng the Change of their Conditio*-, what they enjofd 
before, and how they fell bravely in Battle, having defined 
Vtthry by their Valour, and what they would have done if 
they had conquer'd. 




ACT II. SCENE I, 

SCENE A Champaign Country. 

Adam, as newly created, laid en a Bed of Uofs and Flowers 

by a Bock. 

m 

4dm. TT7 HAT am I? or from whence? For that I 
VV am [*$«ig. 

I know, becaufe I think; but whence I came, • 
Or how this Frame of mine began to bey 
What other Being can difclofe to me? 
I move, I lee, I fpeak, difcourfe, and know, 
Though now I am ; I was not always fo. 
Then that from which I was, muft be before* ? 

Whom, as my Spring of Being, I adore. 
How full" of Ornament is all I view 
to all its Parts ! and feems as beautiful as new ; 
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goodly ordVd Work! O PowV Divine, 
OFthee I am, and what I am is thine! 

Raphael defends to Adam in a Chad. 

Raphael. Firft of Mankind, made o'er the World to Tdgnv 
Whole fruitful Loins an unborn Kind contain, 
Well haft thou reafon'd: Of himfclf is none 
But that Eternal Infinite, and One, 
Who never did begin, who ne'er can end; 
On Him all Beings, as their Source, depend* 
We firfr, who of his Image moft partake, 
Whom He all Spirit, Immortal, Pure did make. 
Man next 5 whole Race exalted, muflr fupply 
The Place of thpfe who, falling, loft the Sky; 

Mam, Bright Mkufter of Heav'n, lent here below 
To me, who but begin to think and know* 
If fuch could fall from Blift, who knew and fawv 
By near Admiflion, their Creator's Law, 
What Hopes have I, from Heav'n remote fb far, 
To keep thofe Laws, unknowing when I err ? 

Mfipkaeh Right Rcafbn's Law to every human Heart* 
Th' Eternal, as his Image, will impart: 
This teaches to adore Heaven's Majcfty ;■ 
In Pray'r and Praife does all Devotion lye: 
So doing, thou and all thy Race are bleft. 

M*m. Of every creeping thing, of Bird, and Beat* 

1 fee the Kinds: In Pairs diftin& they go* 

The Males their Loves, their Lovers Females know.. 

Thou nam'dft a Race which mud proceed from me* 

yet my whole Species in my felf I fee; 

A barren Sex, and Angle, of no ufej 

But full of Forms which I can ne'er produce. 

RAfbaeL Think not the Pow'r, who made thee thus> 
No way like theirs to propagate thy Kind : [can fifli 
Mean time, live happy in thy felf alone ; 
Like him who, Angle, fills th'Etherial Throne. 
,To ftudy Nature will thy Time employ > 
Knowledge and Innocence are perfect Joy. 

j&lam.i£ Solitude were beft, th* All- wife above- 
Had made so Creature for himfclf to Idvc* 
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I add not to the Pow'r he had before 5 

Yet to make me, extends his Goodnefs more;. 

He would not be alone, who all things can 5 

Bat peopled Heav'n with Angels, Earth with Man* 

Rjtphael. As Man and Angels to the Deity, 
So all inferior Creatures are to thee. 
Heav'n's Greatnefs no Society can bear; 
Servants he made, and thole thou wanttt not here. 

Mam. Why did he Reafon in my Soul implant*. 
And Speech, th* Effect of Reafon ? To the Mute 
My Speech is lofts rny Rcaibn, to-fche Brute. 
Love and Society more Blefiing/ bring 
To them, the Slaves, than Paw'r to me their King. 

Raphael. Thus far to try thee} but to Heav'n 'twas 
It was not beft for Man to be alone $ [known* 

An Equal, yet thy Subject, is deugrid • 
For thy fort Hours, and to unbend thy Mind. 
Thy ftronger Soul {hall her weak Reafon fway* 
And thou, through Love, her Beauty (halt obey: 
Thou (halt fccure her helplefs Sex from Harms, 
And flic thy Cares (hall fweeten with her Charms. 

Adam, What more can Heav'n beftow, or Man require) 

Rafhatl. Yes, he^ean give beyond thy awn Deure* 
A Manlion is provided thee, more fair 
Than this, and worthy Heav'n's peculiar Care : 
Notfram'd of common Earth, nor Fruits, nor FlowersJ 
Of vulgar Growth, but like Celeftial Bowers : 
The Soil luxuriant, and the Fruit divine, 
Where golden Apples on green Branches mine, 
And purple Grapes diflblve into immortal Wine* 
For Noon-day's Heat are clofcr Arbours made, 
And for frcfti Ev'ning Air the op'ner Glade* 
Afcendj and, as we go, 
More Wonders thou (halt know. 

Mam. And, as we go, let Earth and Heav'n above- 
Sound our great Maker's Pow'r and greater Love. 

p% tjfad tofift Mufick, md a Smgisfing^ 

IhScttie changes, and reprefents, a&ove, a Sm glorioufy ri+ . 
>£ mi mw'wg nbtintorlfr & 4 D$anct x bdm> is the 
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Moon ; the fart next the Sun enightened, the ether dar% 
A black Cloud comes whirling from the adverje Part of the 
Heavens, hearing Lucifer ink; dt his nearer Approach the 
Xody+f the* Stints darken**. 

Lucifer. Am I become Co monftrousr' fo disfigured, 
That Nature cannot fufler my Approach, 
Or look me in the Face? but ftands aghaft; 
And that fair Light which gilds this new-made Or&, 
Shorn of his Beams, fhrmfcs in ; accurft Ambition ! 
And thou, black Empire of the neather World, 
How dearly have I bought you! But, 'tis paft: 
I have already gone too far to ftdp, 
Arid muft pufh on my dire Revenge, in ruiti 
Of this gay Frame, and Man, my upftart Rival, 
In fcorn of me created. Down, my Pride, 
And all my fwdling Thoughts; I muft forget, 
Awhile, I am a Devil, and put on 
A finooth fubmiffive Face; eHe I, in vain 
Have paft through Night and Chaos, to discover 
Thofe envy *d Skies again which I have loft. 
Buf ftayj far ofF> Tfee a Chariot driv'n, 
Flaming with Beams, and in it TUrieh 
"One ofthe Seven, (I know his hated Face) 
Who ftands in Prefence of th' Eternal Throne, 
Aad feems the Regent of that glorious Light. 

&m that Tart of tie Heavens where the Sun appear?, a Cha- 
riot is difcoifcrld drawn Kith white Horfes, and m it Uriel 
ttge Regent of the Sun. The Chariot moves Jwiftfy towards 
Lucifer, and at XJricfs Approach the Sun recovers his Light. 

Uriel, Spirit, who art thou, and from whence arrivM ? 
(For I remember not thy Face in Heav'n) 
Or by Command, or liither led by Choice? 
Or wander*ft thou within this lucid Orb, 
And ftrayM from thofe fair FieTds of Light above, 
Amidft this new Creation want'ft a Guide, 
Te recondu& thy Stcfs ? 

Lucifer. 
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Lucifer. " ■ Bright CTwt, 

Chief of the Seven, th6d flaming Mmifter, 
Who guard'ft this new-created Orb of Light, 
(The World's* Eye that, and thou the Eye of ft) 
Thy Favour and high Office make theeknown: 
An humble Cherub I, and of lefs Note, 
tet, bold, by thy Permilfion, hither come, 
On hfeh Diiroveries bent. 

Uriel. . . Speak thy Defign. 

Lucifor. Ufgtt by Renown of what I heard abore, 
Divolg'd by Angels neareft Heav Vs high Khig> 
Concerning this new Worid, I came, to view 
(If worthy&ch a Favour) and admire 
This laft Eflfcft of oar great Maker's Pow*r : 
Thence, to my wond'ring Fellows I /hall turn. 
Full fraught with joyful Tidings of thefe Works, 
New Matter of his Prake, and of our Songs. 

Wei. Thy Biiflaeft is not what deferves my Blame, 
Nor thou thy felf unwelcome; fee, fair Spirit, 
Below von* Sphere {of Matter not unlike it) 
There hangs the Ball ©f Earth and Water mixc, 
Seff-ceoferVi and unmov'd* 

Lucifer. — But where dwefls Matt? 

Uriel. On yonder Moufttj thou fte*ft it fencM with 
And round th' Aicent a Theatre of Trees, [Rocks, 

A fylvan Scene, which rifing by Degrees, 
leads up the Eye below, nor gluts the Sight 
With oaefoM Pro4pe& but invite* by many, 
To view* at laft die whole: There his Abode, 
Thither direft thy Flight. 

Lucifer. ' O bkft be thotr, 

Who to my low Converie haft lent thy Ear, 
And favour'd my Requeft.- Hail, and farewel. 

[Flies downward out rf Sight. 

Uriel. Not u&ob&nrtl thou goeft, whoe'er thou art} 
Whether feme Spirit- on holy Purpofe bent, 
Or feme faffn Angel fronr below broke lobfe, 
Who com'ft with envious' Eye* and curft Intent, 
To view tU» Worfc and k* created Lord- , 
Hoe will I watch, and, while my Orb rouls on, 

* Purfue 
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Purfue from hence thy muchfufpeclred Flight, 
And, if difguis'd, pierce through with Beams of Light* 

[The Chariot drives forward out of Sight* 

. the S C E N E Paradsfc. 

Trees cut out on each Side, with fiver al Fruits upon them', * 
Fountain in the UUfii At the far End the Profpeft termi- 
nates in Walks* 

Adam. If this be dreaming, kt me never wakes 
But (till the Jots of that fweet Sleep partake. 
Methought — out why do I my Blife delay 
By thinking what I thought? Fair Vi&m flay* 
My better Half, thou fofter Part of me, 
To whom I yield my boafted Sovereignty, 
I feck my fclf, and find not, wanting thee, [&&•] 

Enter Eve# 

Eve. Tell me, ye Hills and Dales, and thou fair Suo> 
Who fhin'ft above, what am I ? whence begun B 
like my felf, I fee nothing: From each Tree 
The feather'd Kind peep down to look on me? 
And Beads with up-caft Eyes forfake their Shade, 
And -gaxe, as if I were to be obey'd. 
Sure I am fbmewhat which they wifh to be, 
And cannot j I my felf am proud of me. 
What's here? another Firmament below, 

[Looks into a Foumaiai 
Spead wide, and other Trees that .downward grow ? 
And now a Face peeps up, and now draws near, 
With failing Looks, as pleas'd to fee me here. 
As I advance, £6 that advances too, 
And feems to imitate wbate'er I do: 
When I begin to {peak, the Lips it moves; 
Streams drown the Voice, or it would fay it loves. 
Yet when I would embrace, it will not ftay: 

[Stoops down to ombraatt 
Loft e'er 'tis held^when neareft, far away. 
Ah, fair, yet falfe; ah Being form'd to cfceat, 
By fceming Kindncfs, mixt with deep Deceits 

'■ . . . . 
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Writer Adam. 

Adam. O Virgin, Heav'n begot, and born of Man, 
Thou faireft of thy great Creator's Works j 
Thee* Goddeis, thee th' Eternal did ordain- 
His fbfter Subfritute on Earth to reign :. 
And, whcrefbe'er thy happy Footfleps tread, 
Nature in triumph after rice is led. 
Angels with Pleaiure view thy matchlefs Grace, 
. And love their Maker's Image in thy Face. 

Eve, O, only like my (elfT (for nothing here 
So graceful, fo majeftick does appear :) 
Art thou the Form my longing; Eyes did fee, 
Loos'd from thy Fountain, and come out to me? 
Yet fore thou art not, -nor thy Face the fame, 
Nor thy Limbs moulded in fo ibft*a Frame $ 
Tiwn look'ft more fternly, doft more ftrongly move* 
And more of Awe thou bear'ft, and lefs of Love. 
Tet pleas'd I hear thee, and above the reft* 
I, next my (elf, admire and love thee beft. 

Adam. Made to command, thus freely I obey* 
And at thy Feet the whole Creation Jay, 
Pity that Love thy Beauty does beget $ 
4 What more I (hall defire, I know not yet. 
4 Firft let us lock'd in dofe Embraces be, 
Thence I, perhaps, may teach my (elf and thee. 

Eve'. Somewhat forbids me, which I cannot namef 
"For ignorant of Guilt, I fear not Shame: 
But fome refraining Thought, I know not why, 
Tells me you long fhould beg, I long deny. 

Adam. In vain ! my Right to thee is featd above; 
Look round and fee where thou canft place thy Love: 
All Creatures elfe are much unworthy thee; 
They match'd, and thou alone art left for me. 
If not to Love, we both were made in vain j 
I my new Empire would refign again, 
And change with my dumb S&ves my nobler Mind, 
Who, void of Reaibn* more of Pieauzre find. 
Methinks for me they beg, each filently 
Demands thy Grace, and' teems to watch thy Eye. 
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Eve. I well fore-fee, when e'er thy Suit I grant, 
That* I my mttch-loV'd Sovereignty {hall want: 
,Or like my felf, fome other may be made; 
And her new Beauty may thy Heart invade. 

Mam. Could Heav'n fome greater Matter-piece drvife, 
Set out With all the Glories of the Skies : 
That Beauty yet in vain he mould decree, 
Unlefi he made another Heart for me. 

Eve. With how much eafe I, whom I lore, believe J 
Giving myrfelf, my want of Worth I grieve. 
Here, my inviolable Faith I pKght, 
So, thou be my Defence, I, thy Delight. 

[Exemr> be fading h*. 




A C T III. SCENE!. 

SCENE Paradife. 

Imf.ljAir place; yet what is this to HeaVn* where I 
17 Sate next, fo almoft equatt'd the moft High? 
I doubted, i&ea&ring both, who war more ftrong* 
Then, willing to forget time fince fo long, . M 

Scarce thought I was created : Vain defire 
Of Empire, in my Thoughts (till mot me higher/ 
To mount above his (acred Head: Ah why, 
When he fo kind, was fo ungrateful I? 
He beuntcdofly beftow'd unenvy*d Good 
On me: In arbitrary Grace I flood: 
T acknowledge this, was all he did cxa& $ 
Small Tribute where the Will to pay was Adt 
I mourn it now, unable to^repent, 
As he, who knows my hatred to relent, 
Jealous of Pow*r once queftion'd .• Hope, farewel i 
And with Hope, Fear; no depth below my Hell 
Can be prepaid: Then, Ill.be thou my Goods 
And vaft Deftru&ion, be my Envy's Food. 

Thus 
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Thus t with Heav'n, divided Empire gain* 
Seducing Man, I make his Proje& vain. 
And, in one Hour, deftrov hk fix Day* pain* 
They come again $ I muft retire. 

, Emtr Adam **4 Eve. 

Mam. Thus (had we live in perre& BH&, and fte, 
Deathkfs our {elves, our num'rous Progeny. 
Thou young and beauteous, mv Defires to bkfi; 
I, (till deiiring* what I (till poflefs. 

ivi. Heav'n, from, whence Love (our grafted Neffing 
Can give so more, but fttll to be the fime. [came) 

Thou more of Pleafure rriay*ft with me partake \ ' 
I, more of Pride, because thy BMfs I make. 

<4fa*. When to my Arms thou^rought'ft. thy Virgin 
Fair Angels fung obj? Bridal Hymn above: [Love, 

W eternal, nodding, (hook the Firmament, 
And oDofcious Nature give her dad Con&nt* 
Rofe unbid* aad-evVy fragrant Flow'r, 
Tkw from their Stalks* to ftrow thy Nuptial Bower: 
The furr'd and feathered Kind the triumph did purfue, 
And Fifties kap'd above the Streams, tae paging Pomp 
to view. ■ 

Ive. When your kind Eyes look'd laaguiming on raises 
And wreathing Arms did fort Embraces join, 
A doubtful trembling feiz/d me firft all o'er* 
Thin, withes* and a warmth, unknown before: 
What followed,, was all Ecftafie and Trance 5 
Immortal Pleasures round my fwimmingEyes did dance; 
And fpeechlefs Joys, in whole fweet Tumult toft, 
I thought my Breath, and my new Being loft. 

Isctf. O Peath to hear 1 and a worie Hell on Earth: 

What mad Proru&m on this clod-born Birth : 
Abyfc of Joys, as if Heav'n meant to fliew 
What, in Dafe Matters, fuch a Hand could do: 
Or was his Virtue {pent, and he no more 
tyith Angels could lupply th* exhaufted Store 
Of which J ftirept the Sky ?< -.. 
And wanting Subje&s to his haughty Will, 
On this mean Work* employU fcts trifling Skill. 
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Eve. Bleft in our felves, all Pleafures elfe abound j 
Without our Care, behold th'unkbour'd Ground, 
Bounteous of Fruit, above our fhadv Bowers 
The creeping Jefs'min thrufts her fragrant Flowers y 
The Myrtle, Orange, and the blufhing Rofe, 
With bending heaps fo nigh their Blooms difcloft, ( 
Each feems to fmeU the Flavour which the other blows: 
By thefe the Peach, the Guava, and the Pine, 
And creeping *twixt 'em all, the mantling Vine, 
Does round their Trunks her purple Clutters twine. 

Adam, All thefe are ours* aU Nature*? Excellence 
Whofe Tafte or Smell can Uefs the reafted Senfe* 
One only Fruit, in the mid Garden pkc*d, 
(The Tree of Knowledge,) -is deny*d our Tafte* 
(Our proof of Duty to our Maker's 5 Will ;) ■■ j 

Of Difobediencc, Death's the thrcatned 111/ j 

Eve. Death is fome harm, which, tho' we know not 
Since threatned, we muft needs imagine great: [yet* 
And fure he merits it, whodifobcys 
That one command, -and one of fo much eafe. 
. Lucif. Muft they then die, if they attempt to knew } v 
He fees they would rebel, and keeps them low. . 
On this Foundation I their Ruin- ky-. 
Hope to know more ihall tempt to difobeyv " 
I fell by this, and, fince their Strength is lefe, 
Why lhould not equal Means give like Succefs? 

Adam. Come, my fair Love, , our Morning's Task we 
Some Labour ev'n the cafieft life would chufe : [bfcf 
Ours is not great; the dangling Boughs to crop, 
Whofe too luxuriant growth our Alley&ftop, * 
And choak the Paths: This our Delight requires, 
And Heav'n no more of daily Work defires. 

Eve. With thee to live, is Paradife alone: 
Without the pleafure of thy Sight, is none. 
Iiear fmall.Progreis will be made this Day* 
So much our Kifies will our Task -delay. [Exfetttf/ 

Lncif. Wby have not I like thefe* a Body too, 
Form'd for the lame Delights which they purfue? 
I could (Co varioufly.my Pafiions move) 
Enjoy and Waft her* in the A& of Love* 

UnwiH- 
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TJttwillingly I hate fuch Excellence; 

She wrong'd me not; but I revenge th' Offence 

Thro' her, on Heav'u, whole Thunder took away > 

My Birth-right Skies! Live happy whilft you may, > 

Blcft Pair, y'are not allowed another Day ! [Exit.} 

: Gabriel /owTIthuriel defcend, canted on bright Clouds -, and 
fifing crop each other t then light on the Ground. 

Gabriel. Ithuriel, finee we two ComrnUTion'd are 
From Heav'n the Guardians of this new-made Pair, 
Each mind his Charge; for,, fee, the Night draws on, 
And rifing Mifts purine the fetting Sun. 

Ithuriel. Bleft is our Lot to ferve ; our Task we "know: 
To watch, kaft any, from th' Abyfs below, 
Broke loofe, difturb their Sleep with Dreams; «r worf<v 
Aflault their Beings with fuperior Force. 

[Uriel //« down from the Sun. 

Uriel. Gabriel, if now the Watch be {jet, prepare 
With ftri&eft Guard, to fhow thy utmoft Care. 
This Morning came a Spirit, fair he feem'd, 
Whom, by his Face, I tame young Cherub deem'dj 
Of Man he much inquired, and where his place, 
With fliews of 7.eal to praifc his Maker's Grace j . 
But I, with watchful Eyes, obferv'd his Flight, 
And faw him on yon fteepy Mount alight 5 
There, as he thought unieen, he laid alide 
Hisborrow'd Mask, and re-aflTum'd his Pride: 
I mark'd his Looks, averfe to Heav'n and Good; 
Dusky he grew, and long revolving flood' 
Oa fbme deep, dark De&n; thence fhot with hafteV 
And o'er the Mounds of Paradife he pad : , 
By his proud Port, he feem*d the Prince of Hell; 
And here he lurks, in Shades, 'till Night : Search well 
Each Grove and Thicket, pry in ev'ry Shape, 
I«ft, hid in fbme, th* arch Hypocritecfcape. 

Gabriel. If any Spirit come t' invade, or fcout 
from HeU, what earthy Fence can keep him out? 
But reft fecure of this, he fhali be found, ^ 

And taken, or profcrib'd this happy Ground. > 

Mm. Thou to the Eaft,I weftward walk the round, j 

And 
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And meet we in the midft. Ww/, Heav*n your Defign 
Succeed; your Charge requires you, and me mine. 

[Uriel fites forward out of Sight; the two Angels exe- 
turn federally. 

A Night-piece of a pleajant Bower: Adam and Evcajleef 

in it. 

Enter Lucifer. 

Lucifer. So, sowthey lye fecure in Love, and fteep 
Their fated Senfes in full Draughts of Sleep. 
By what fure Means can I their Blifs invade? 
By Violence? No; for they're immortal made. 
Their Rcafbn.fleeps, but mimick Fancy wakes, 
Supplies Jber Parts, and wild Ideas takes 
From Words and Things, ill farted and mlsjoyn'd; 
The Anarchy of Thought, and Chaos of the Mind: 
Hence Dreams confus'd and various may arifcj 
Thefe will I fet before the Woman's Eyes* 
The weaker fhe, and made my eafier Prey; 
Vain Shows and Pomp the forter Sex betray. 

[Lucifer Jits down by Eve, and feemsto whtfier her i* 
her Ear. 

A Vifon, where a Tree rifes loaden with Fruit; four Spirits 
rife with h, and draw a Canopy out of the Tree ; ether Spi- 
rits dance about the Tree in deferred Shapes; after the 
Vance an Angel enters, with a Woman habited Uke%vc. 
Angel. [Singing] Look up, look up, and fee 

What Heav!n prepares for thee; 

Look up, and this fair Fruit behold, 

Ruddy it frmles, and rich with Streaks of Gold, 

The loaded Branches downward bend, 
Willing they fboop, and thy fair Hand attend* 
Fair Mother of Mankind, makehafte, 
And bids, and blejs thy Senfes with the Tafte. 

Woman. No, 'tis forbidden; I 
In tafHng it (haU dye. 

Angel. Say, who enjoyntt this harfli Comaia*d. 

Wmm* 'TwasJieav'jii andwho caaliw^khfowi? 

Angel. 
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Angel. Why was it nude £b fair, why pkcVi in Sight? 
Heav'n is too good to envy Man's Delight. 
See, we before thy Face will try 
What thou Co fear'ft, and will not dye. 

\The Angel takes the Fruit and lives to the Spirits, who 
dancd; they immediately put of their deform* dShapej, 
and appear Angels. [here ! 

Angels. [Singing:] Behold what a Change on a iuclienis 
.How glorious in Beauty, how bright they appear ! 
From Spirits deform'd they are Deities made, 
Their Pinions at pleafure the Clauds can invade, 

[The Angel gives, to the Woman, who eats. 
Till equal in Honour they rife 
-With him who commands in the Skksj 
Then tafte without Fear,, and be happy and wife. 

Woman. Ah, now I believe; inch a Pkaiute I find, 
As enlightens my Eyes, and enlivens my Mind. 

[Ibe Spirits who are tttru'd Angels, fiy up when they have 
tafted. 
I onlyrepent 
I defcrr*d my Content. 

Angel. Now wifer Experience has taught yon to prove 
What a FoDy it is, 

Out of Fear to.' Aura Elite . : / 

To the Joy .that's forbidden we eagerly move; 
It inhanccs the Price, and increafes the Love. 
Chorus j*f+eth. To the Joy, &c. 

T90 Angels de fiend; they take the, Woman, each by the Hand, 
Mdfy up with. her m of Sight. The Angel who fmg, 
and the Spirits who held the Canopy,, at the fame tyjlant 
fmkdnmwiththe.Tree* 

Enter Gabriel and Ithnriel to Lucifer, who remains. 
Gakiel. What art thou ?Jjseak thy Name and thy latent. 
Why here. alone? and on what Errand lent? 
Not from above; no, thy wan Looks betray 
Diminifh'd light, and JEyes unus'd to Day. 

Zflqfvr.'.Not to knowrne, argues thy (elf unknown; 
Time was when, .fhiping next ^InaperiaJ Throne, 

I 
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I fate in awful State j while fuch as thou 
Didinth'iRnobleCrowdat Diftancebow. 

Gabriel Think'ft thou, vain Spirit, thy Glories are the 
And feeft not Sin obfcures thy God-like Frame ? [&mc ? 
t know thee now by thy ungrateful Pride, 
That (hows me what thy faded Looks dd hide. 
Traytor to him who made, and fet thee high, _ 
•And, Fool, that PowV which forrn'd thee to defie. 

Lucifer. Go, Slaves, return, and fawntn Heavn agai&i 
Seek Thanks from him whofe <Juarrel you mamtaui. 
Vile Wretches! of your Servitude to boaftj 
You bafefy keep the Place I bravely lott, 

Itburtei Freedom is Choice of what we will and do; 1 
Then blame not Servants who are freely fo. > 

Tis bafe not to acknowledge what we owe. J 

Zucifer. Thanks, howe'er due, proclaim Subjection yet* 
I fought for Pow'r to-quit th^upbraided Debt. 
Who! er expe&s our Thanks, himfclf repays, 
And feems but little, who can want our Praife. 

Gabriel. What in us Duty, (hows not Want m him* 
Bleft in himfelf alone— — 
To whom no Praife we, by good Deeds, can add; 
Nor can his Glory fuffer from our bad. 
Made for his ufe; yet he has form'd us fo, 
We, unconftrain'd, what he commands us, do. 
So praife we him, and ferve him freely beftj 
Thus thou, by Choice-art faU'n, and we are bleft. 

Ithuriel. This, left thou think thy Plea unanfwer'd, goodj 
Our Queftion thou cvad'ft : How did'ft thou dare 
To break Hell Bounds, and near this human Pair 
In nightly Ambufh lye? 

Lxtifer. Lives there who would not feek to force his way 
From Pain to Eafc, from Darkneis to the Day ? 
Should I, who found the Means to 'icape, not dare 
To change my fulphrous Smoak for upper Air? 
When I, in Fight, fuftain'd your Thunderer, 
And Heav'n on me alone fpent half his War, 
Think'ft thou thofe Wounds were light? ftxroldliiotfcek 
. The Clemency of fomc more temp'rate. Clime 
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To purge my Glooms and by the Sun rcfin*d, 
Bask in his Beams, and bleach me in the Wind? 

Gabriel. If Pain to Thun be ail thy Bufinefs here, 
Mcthinks thy Fellows the fame Courfe fhould fteer* 
Is their Fain lefs who yet behind thee ftay ? 
► Or thou lefs hardy to endure than they ? 

Lucifer. Nor one, nor t'other; but, as Leaders ought,' 
I Ycntur'd firft alone; .firft Danger fought 5 
Aad.firft explor*d this new-created Frame, 
Which fili'd our. dusky Regions with its Fame; 
In hopes my fainting Troops to fettle .here, 
And to defend, againft your Thunderer, 
t This Spot of Earth j or nearer Heav*n repair, 
And forage to his Gates from middle Air. 

IthmeF. Fool, to believe thou any 'Part canft^ain 
From him, who coukftt not thy firft Ground maintain.] 

Gabriel. But whether that Defign, or one as rain, 
Tattempt the 'Lives of thefe, firft drew thee here^ 
Avoid the Place, and never more appear 
Upon this hallbw'd Earth, elfe prove our Might. 

Lucifer. Not that I fear, do I decline the Fight: 
You I diiaain 5 let me with him contend 
On whom ypur limitary Powers depend. 
More Honour from the Sender than the Sent: * 
Till thai, I haye accomph'uYd my Intent -> 
And leave this Place, which but augments my Pain, 4 
Gazing to wi<h> yet hopelefs to obtain. [Exit. 

\2bey fttommg him. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

SCENE P^radsfe. 

Adam and Eve. 
.QTrange was yourDream, and full of fad Portent; 
«3 Avert itJHcav'n (if it from Heav'n were fent:) 
on thy Foes the dire Pre&ges fall) 
is be good and eafy, when we call. 
fOL. IV C 2w. 
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'Eve. Behold from far a breaking Cloud appears 
Which, in it, many .winged -Warriors bears ; 
Their Glory (boots upon my aking Senfc; 
Thou ftronger may'ft^niure the Flood of Light, 
And while m Shades I chear my fainting Sight, 
Encounter the defending Excellence, - [P&* 

Thf Cloud dtfcendf with fix Angelt in hi and when its nem 
the Ground* breaks, and xm+ach Stderdt/cevers, fix mou: 
They defeend out of the Cloud. Raphael and Gabriel ^k 
fcourfo w/^.Adam, the reft ftand 4t»dtftanct. 

Raphael: Firftof Mankind, that we from He^v'n arc &n<^; 
Is from Heav'n's Care, thy Ruin to prevent. 
Th* Apoftate Angel has by Night been here* 
And whifper'd through thy deeping Cerent's, Ear, 
Delufivc Dreams. Thus warh'd by us, beware* 
And guide her Frailty by thy timely Care. u 

Gabriel. Thefe, as thy Guards from, outwarjd^Haqnf, 
Ills from within thy Reafon muft prevent. [are (eat* 

Adam. Natives of Heav'n, who in Companion deign, . 
To want that Place where Joys immortal reign, 
In care of me; what Praifcs can I pay ft 
Defended in Obedience; taught to obey ? 

Raphael, Praifc him alone who/ God-like^ fbtm'4 thee, 
With Will unbounded,, as a Deity j £frec, : 

Who gave thee Reafon, as thy Aid, to- chafe 
Apparent Good, and Evil to refufc. . 
Obedience is that Good; this Heav'n exacts, 
And Heav'n, aU-juft, from Man requires not A€ts 
Which Man wants Pow'r to do: Pow'r then is giv'a 
0£ doing.Good, but not compelTd by Heav*n. 

<> Gomel. Made good, that thou doit to thy Maker owe; 
But to thy (elf, it thou continue (b. 

Mam. Freedom of Will of all good things is beft, 
But can it be by finite Man poflcft? 
I know not how Heav'n can comrnunicate 
What equals Man to his Creator's State. 

kafhael. Heav'n cannot give his boundJefi Pow'r away, 
Bat boundlcfi Liberty of Cnaicc he may. 
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"So Orbs from thefirft Mover Motion take, 
Yet each their proper Resolutions make. 

AUm. Grant Heav'n could once havegiven us Liberty* 
Are we not bounded, now, byiiirm "Decree, 
Since whatfbe'er is r^eordaintt muftbe? 
Elfe Heav'n for Man Events might preordain, 
And Man's free Will might make thofe Orders vain. 

Gabriel. Th* Eternal, when he did the World create, 
'AH other Agents did neceffitate : 
So what he order'd, they by Nature do ; 
Thus light things mount, and heavy downward go, 
Man only boafts an arbitrary State. 

Mam. Yet Cv&s their Effects neceffitate , 
In willing Agents : Where is Freedom then ? 
Or who can break the Chain Which limits Men 
'-To ad what is unchangeably forecafr, 
Since the firft Caufe gives Motion to the laft ? 

Ktfhad; : Heav'n by fore-knowing what will iurelybe, 
Does only, firft, Efte&sin Cau&slee, 
Asd finds, but does, not make Necefiky. 
Creation is-of ?Pow*r and Will th'ErTe&, 
Foreknowledge only of his Intellect : 
Hjs Preference makes not, but fuppofcs things j 
Infers Neceffity to be* not brings. 
Thus thou art not conftrain'd to Good or 111; 
Caufe which work th' Effect, force not the Will. 

4d*mi The? Force unfeen, and diftant, I confers^ 
Bat the long Chain makes not the Bondage left. 
E/n Man himfelf may to himfelf feem free, 
And think that Choice which is Necemty. [State? 

€*6rit/.:And who but Man (hould judge of Man's free 

Mm*. I rind that I can chufe to love or hate, 
Obey or diibbey, do good or ill; 
Yet fuch a Choice is but Conlent, not Will. 
I cinbut chafe what he at firft defign'd, 
for he before that Choice my Will confin'd. 

QabrteliSudi impious Fancies, where they Entrance gaufc 
Wke Heav'n, all-pure, thy Crimes to preordain. 

Mm. Far, far from me be banrflrtl inch a Thought, 
4 argue only to be better taught-. 

- --- - Ci &fl 
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Can there be Freedom, when what now feems free 

Was founded on fome firft Ncccffity? 

Tor whatever Caufc can move the Will t'ek£t, 

Muft be fufficient to produce th' Effecl: : 

And what's fufficient muft effe&ual be 5 

Then how is Man, thus forcM by Caufes, free? 

Raphael. Sufficient Caufes only wark.th , Ef&d, 
When neceflary Agents they refpeifr. 
Such is not Man ; who, though the Caufe fuffice, 
Yet often he his free Aflfent denies. 

Adam. What caufes not, is not fufficient ftill. 

Gabriel. Sufficient in it felf ; not in thy Will. 

-Raphael. When we fee Caufes join'd t'Eflfe&s at M, 
. The Chain but (hews Neceffity that's paft. 
That what's done, is: (ridiculous proof of Fate !) 
Tell me which, partjt does neceflitate? 
M chufc the other ; there -I'll link th* Effecl:. 
Ochain, wbichTools, to catch themfelves, project! 
- Adam. Tho* no Conftraint from Heav% or Caufes, be* 
•Heav'n may prevent that 111 he does forefeee: 
And, not preventing, tho* he does. not -caule, 
He feems to will that Man'fhould break his Law* 

Gabriel, Heav'n may permit, but not to 111 conies t; . 
For hind'ring 111, he would all Choice prevent. 
'Twere to unmake, to take away thy Will. 

Adam. Better conftrain'd to Good, than free to Dl. 

Raphael, But what Reward or Punifhment could be, 
If Man tp neither Good nor 111 were free? 
Th' eternal Juftice could decree no Pain * 

'To him whofe Sins it felf did firft ordain; 
•And Good compelled, could no Reward exacV. 
His Pow'r would fhine in Goodnefs, not thy A6b. . 
Our Task is done: Obey; and, in that Choice, 
Thou fralt be bkft, *nd Angels ihall rejoice. 

[RaphaeLW Gabriel fy up mm Cloud: tbt #h* ) 
Angels go off. . j 

Adam. Hard State of Life ! fince Heav'n fore-knows mi] 

Why am I not ty'd up from doing Iil? ^ [Will 

Why am I traded with my felf at large,* 

When he's more able to fuftain the Charge? 

Since 
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Smce Angels fell, whole Strength was more than mine, 
"Twould (how more Grace my Frailty to confine. 
Fore-knowing the Succefs, to leave mi free, 
Excufes him, and yet fupports not me. 

2& him Eve. 

Ive. Behold, my Heart's dear Lord, how high the Sun' 
Is mounted,. yet our Labour not begun. 
The Ground, unhid* 'gives more than we can ask 5 
But Work is pleafure when we ehufe our Task. 
Nature, not bounteous now, but lavifh grows; 
Our Paths with Flowers (he prodigally ftrows ; 
With Pain we lift up our intangled Feet, 
While crofs our Walks the (hooting Branches meet. 

Mam. Well has thy Care advis'd; 'tis fit we hafle;. 
Nature's too kind, and foBows us too raft; 
Leaves us no room her Treasures to pofTeis, 
But mocks our Induftry with her Excels $ 
And wildly wanton wears by Night away 
The fign of all our Labours done by Day. [few, 

(Ive. Since, then, the Work's fo great, the Hands £0 
This Day let each a ieveral Task purliie. 
By thee,, my Hands to Labour will not move, 
Bat round thy Neck, employ themfelves in Love. 
When thou would'ft work, one tender Touch, one Smile 
(How can I hold?) will all thy Task beguile. 

Mam. $0 hard we are not to our Labour ty'd, 
That Smiles, and fofr Endearments are deny'd. 
Smiles, not allowed to Beads, from Reaibn mpve, 
And are the Privikdge of human Love : 
And if, fometimes, each others Eyes we meet^ 
Thofc little Vacancies from Toil, are fweet. 
But you, by abfence, would refxem your Joys, 
Became perhaps my Cooverfation cloys. 
Yet this, would Prudence grant, I could permit. 
Evt. What Reafon makes my fmall Requeft unfit? 
Mam. The falfn Archangel, envious of our State,. 
' Purfues our Beings with immortal Hate. 
Andhopelefs to^ prevail by open Force, 
Seeks hid Advantage to betray us worfe; 

C 3 Which 
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Which when afuader, will not prove ib hards 
For both together are each*others Guard. 

Eve. Since he, fty Force/ is hopcfcfs to prevail, 
He can l?y Fraud alone our Minds af&ii: 
And to believe his Wiles my Truth can move. 
Is to mifdoubt my'Rea&n, or my Love. 

Mam. Call it my Care, and not Miftruft of thee*. 
Yet thou art weak, and rail of Art is he $ 
Elfc how could he that Hoft feduce to Sin, 
Whofe Fall has left the heav'alv Nation thin ? 

Eve. I grant him arm'd witn SubrJky, and Hate* 
But why mould we fuipedV our happy State ? 
Is our Perre&ion of £o frail a Make, 
As ev*ry Plot can undermine or {hake? 
Think better both of Heaven, thy felf, and me:: 
Who always fears, at Eafe can never be.. 
Poor State of Blift, where ib much Caw isfliown,. 
As not to dare to truft our fehres alone* 

M*m. Such is our State, as not exempt from FaDv 
Yet firm, if Reafbn to our Aid we call: 
And that, in both, is ftronger than in onej 
I would not; why would'ftthou, then, be alone? 

Eve. Bccaufe thus warn'd, I know my ftlf fenae* 
And long my little Tryal to endure, 
T' approve my Faith; thy needkfs Fears remove y 
Gain thy Eftecm, and fo deferve thy Love. 
If all this (hake not thy obdurate Will, 
Knew that, ev'n- prefent, I am abfent (till: 
And then what Pleafure hopll thou in my ftay, * 
When Pm conftrain'd, and wifh my felf away ? 

Adam. Conflraint does ill with Love and Beauty fute£ 
I would perfuade j but not be abfblute. 
Better be much remifs than too fevere. 
If pleas'd in Wcnce thou wilt ftill be here, 
Go $ in thy native Innocence proceed, 
And fummon-aJl thy Reafbn at thy need. 

Eve. My Soul, mv Eyes delight; in this I find 
Thou lov ft $ became to Love is to be kind. 

[Emirtcmg him. 
Seekifig 
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Seeking my Tryal, I am ftill on Guard: 

Tryals lefs fought, would find us kfs prepartl. 

Our Foe's too proud the weaker to afiailj 

Or doubles his Difhonoor if he fail. [Exitl- 

Adam. In Love, what ufe of Prudence can there be ? 
More perfect I, and yet more pow'rful (he. 
Blame me not, Hcav'n, if thou Love's pow'rhad'ft tty'd, 
What could be ib unjuft to be deny'd ? 
One Look of hers my Resolution breaks 5 
Reafon it felf turns Folly when me fpeaks :- 
And aw'd by her whom it was made to fway, 
Flatters her Pow'r, and does its own betray. [Exfc. 

Tie middle Part of the Garden is reprefented, where four Ki* 
vers meet : On the right fide of the Scene, is flac'd the r tre% 
of Life, on the left, the Tree of Knowledge. 

Enter Lucifer. * * 

Lucif. MetHinks the Beauties of this Place mould mourn - 
TV immortal Fruits, and Flow'rs at my return 
Should hang their wither'd Heads $ for lure my Breath 
h now more pois*nous, and has gathered Death < 
Enough, to blaft the whole Creation's Frame : 
Swob wftfr Defpite, with Sorrow, and with Shame, 
Thrice have I beat the Wing, and rid with Night, 
About the World, behind the Globe of Light, 
To fhun the Watch of Heav'n$ fuch Care I ufe: 
(What Pains will Malice, nuYd like mine, refufe? 
Not the mod abjeel: Form of Brutes to take.) 
Hid in the foiry Volumes of the Snake, 
I hirk'd within the Covert of a Brake $ 
Not yet defcry'd. But, fee, the Woman here 
Alone ! beyond my Hopes ! no Guardian near. 
Good Omen that: I mull retire un&en, 
And, with my borroWd Shape, the work begin? 

[Retires: 
Enter Eve. 
Eft. Thus far, at leaft, with Leave; nor can it be 
A Sin to look on this cekftial Tree: 
I would not more* to touch, a Crime, may prove: 
Touching is a remoter Tafte in Love. 

C 4 Death 
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Death may be there, or Poifon in the Smell, 
(If Death in'any thing fo feir can dwell:) 
But Heav'n forbids: I could be fatisfy'd 
Were every Tree but this, but this dehy'd. 

A Serpent enters oh the Stage, and makes d'trettly to the Trer 
ef Knowledge, en which winding hbmfelf,he f lucks an AffU y 
then defcends and carries it away. 

Strange Sight! did then our great Creator grant 
That Privflcdge, which we their Matters want, 
To thefe inferior Beings? Or was it Chance? 
And was he bleft with bolder Ignorance? 
I {aw his curling Creft the Trunk infold : 
The ruddy Fruit, diftinguifli'd o'er with Gold,*. 
And fmiling in its native Wealth, was torn 
From the rich Bough r and then in Triumph bom v 
The vent'fous Victor march'd unpunith'd hence, 
And feem'd to boaft his fortunate Offences 
U> her Lucifer in a human Shafts 

Lucif. Hail, Sovereign of this Orb! form'd to poffefs* 
The World, and, with one Look, all Nature hkfs. 
Nature is thine 3 thou, Emt>refs, doftbeftow 
On Fruks, to'bloffoms and on Flower*, tobbw; 
They happy, yet infeniible to boaft . ' * 
Their Blifs : More happy they who know thee mot 
Then happieft I, to human Rcafon rais'd, v 
And Voice, with whofe firft Accents thou arrpraisU 

Eve. What artthou, or from whence ? For on this Ground, 
Befide my Lord's, ne'er heard I human Sound. 
Art thou fomc other Adam, form'd from Earth, 
And com'ft to claim an equal Share, by Birth, 
In this fair Field ? Or fprung of heav'nly Race? 

Lucif. An humble Native of this happy Place, 
Thy Vaflal born, and late of loweft Kind, 
. Whom Heav'n neglecting made, and fcarce defign'd, 
But threw me in, for number to the reft, 
Below the mounting Bird, and gracing Bcaft* 
By Chance, not Prudence, now fuperior grown. . * 

£ve. To make thee fuch, what Miracle was fhown?' 
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LHaf. Who would not tell what thou vouchfeP ft to hear 
Saw*ftthou not late a fpeckled Serpent Mr 
His gilded Spires to climb on yon* fair iSee? 
Before thishappy Minute I was he. 

Eve. Thoufpeak'ftof Wonders: Make thy Story plain; 

ludf. Not wifhing then, and thoughtlefs to obtain 
So great a Biifs ; but, led by Senfe of good, 
Inborn to all, I fought my needful Food : 
Then, on that Heav'nly Tree, my Sight I caft; 
The Colour urg'd my Eye, the Scent my Tafte. 
Not to detain thee long; I took, did eat : 
Scarce had my Pajate touch'd th r immortal Meat, 
fiat on a fudden, turn'd to what I am : 
God-like, and, next to thee, I fair became: 
Thought, fpake, and rcafon d) and, by Reafbn found 
Thee, Nature's Queen, with all her Graces crown'd: 

Eve. Happy thy Lot* but far unlike is mine: 
Forbid to eat, not daring to repine. 
Twas Heav'ns Command $ and fhc.uld we difbbey, 
What rais'd thy Being, ours muft take away. 

Ludf. Sure you miftake the. Precept, or the Tree: 
Heav'n cannot envious of his Bit- flings Be. 
fome chance-born~Plant he might forbid your Ufc 
As wild, ©r guilty of a deadly Juice : 
Not this, wnofe Colour, Scent divine, and Tafte, 
Proclaim the thoughtful Maker not in hafte: 

Eve. By all thefe figns, too well I know the Fruit* 
And dread a Pow'r fevcre and abfblute. 

Lucif. Severe, indeed} ev'n to Injuflice hard 5 
If Death, for knowing more, be your Reward: 
Knowledge of good, is good} and therefore fit 5 
And to know ill, is good ; for ftuinning it. 

'Eve, What, but our Good, could he deiign in thiSi 
Who gave us all, and plac'd in perfect Blifs? 

Lucif. Excuie myZeaJ, fair Sovereign, in your Carafe* 
"Which dares to tax hrs Arbitrary Laws. 
"Tis all his Aim to keep you blindly low, 
That fervilc Fear from Ignorance may flow: 
We fcora to Worihip whom too well we know. 
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He knows that eating, you Jhall god-like be j 

As wife, as fit to be ador'd, as he. 

For his own IntYeft he this Law has giv*n 5 

Such Beauty mar raife Fa&ions in his Heav'n. 

8y awing you, Kb does Pefiefiion keep, 

And is top wife to hazard Partnership. 
Eve. Alas, who dares difpute with him that Right? 

The Power which form'd us muft be infinite. 
Ludf. Who told you how your Form was fifft defigntf T 

The Sun and Earth produce of every kind j 

G~afs, Flow'rs, and Fruits $ nay, hvmg Creatures too: 
Their Mould was bafc j twas more refin'd in you : 
'Where vital Heat, in purer Organs wrought, 

Produced a nobler Kind rais'd up to Thought} 
And that perhaps, might his Beginning be: 
Something was Mjl queftion if'twere he. 
But grant him firft, yet (till fuppene him good, 
Not envying thole he -made, immortal Food. 
Eve. But Death, our Disobedience mull: purfoe. 
iMc'tf. Behold, in me, what fliall arrive to you*. 

' I taftcd j. yet I live: Nay, more; have got 
A State more perfeft than my native Lot. 
Nor fear this petty Fault his Wrath fhould raHe: 
Heav'n rather will your dauntkfs Virtue pratfe, 

. That fought, through threafned Death, immortal Good ^ 
Gods are immortal only by their Food.. 
Taftc and remove 

What difPicnce does 'twixt them and yon remain: 
As I gain'd Reafon, you (hall God-head gain. 

Bie. He eats, and fh'es, in Knowledge greater grown: 

Was Death invented then for us done? 

Is intelle&ual Food to Man deny'd 

Which Brutes have, with £b much Advantage try'd? 

Nor only try'd themfelves> but frankly, more, 

To me have offered theifunenvy'd Siore? 

Lmcjf. Be bold, and all your.needkfs Doubts remove: 

View well this Tree, (the Queen- of all the Grove,)' 

How vaft her Bole, how wwc her Arms are fprcad, 

How high above the reft (he (hoots her Head, 

~~ Pkfc« 
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Placed in the mi(Tft : would Heav'n his Works dilgrace*, 
By planting Poifon in the happieft Place? 
Haftej you lofc time and God-head by delay. • 

[Plucking the Fruit. 

Zve. Tis done$ I'll venture all and difobey. 

\Looking *fo*t ktr. 
Perhaps, far hid in Heav'n, he does not fpy, 
Am no£e of all his Hymning Guards are nigh. # 
To my dear Lord, the lovely Fruit I'll bear 5 
Me to partake my "Blifs, my Crime (hall fliare. (Exitha/Htyl 

hut}. She flew, and thank'd me not, for hafte : 'Twas hard 
With no return fuch Counfel to reward. 
My Work is done, or much the greater Part j 
jfe now the Tempter, to enfnare his Heart. 
He, whofe firm Faith no Reafbn could remove, 
Will melt before that foft Seducer, Love, [Exit. 




ACT V. SCENE I. 

SCENE Paradlfi. 

r 4 

Eve, with a Bough m her Band. 

MEthinks, I tread more lightly on the Ground; 
My nimble Feet, from unhurt Fk>w*rs rebound: - 
I walk in Air, and fcorn this Earthly Seat 5 
Heav'n is niy Palace j this my bafe Retreat. , 
Take me not Heav'n, too foonj twill be unkind' 
To leave the Partner of my Bed behind. 
I love the Wretch ; but flay, (hall I afford 
Him part ? already he's too much my Lord. 
*Tis in my Pow'r to be a Soveraign now > 
And, knowing more, to make his Manhood bow,. 
Empire is fweetj but how if Heav'n has fpy'd? 
If I fhould die, and he above provide 
Some other Ei/e, and place her in my (read? 

Shall {he poflefs his Love* when I am dead? 

Noj? 
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No j he fhall eat, and die with me, or lire: 
Our equal Crimes fhall equal Fortune give. 

'Enter Adam. 

Mam. What Joy, without y«ur Sight, has Earth in doref 
While you were abfent, Eden was no more. 
Winds murmur'd, through the Leaves, your long delay; 
And Fountains, o'er their Pebbles, chid your ftay, 
Bu> with your Prefence cheerM, they ceafe to mourn, 
AaA Walks wear freflier Green, at your Return. 

Eve. Henceforth you never fhall have caufe to chide j 
No future Abfence fhall our Joys divide: 
Twas a fhort Death my Love ne'er try'd before, 
And therefore Grange; but yet the Caufe was more. 

Adam. My trembling Heart forebodes fome 111 5 I fear 
To ask that Caufe which I defire to hear. 
What means that lovely Fruit? what means (alas \) 
That Blood, which flufhes guilty in your Face? 
Speak — do not yet, at laft, I muft be told. 

Eve. Have Courage then : ^is manly to be bold. 
This Fruit — why doft thou fhake? no Death is nigh: 
*Tis what I .rafted firft; yet do notdie. 

Mam. Is it (I dare not ask if all affirft*- 

Doubt is fome Eafe to thofe who. fear the worft :) 
Say, 'tis not. 

Eve. T is not what thou need!* to fear: 

What danger does in thi» fai* Fruit appear ? 
We have been cozen'dj and had ftill been fb, 
Had I not ventur'd boldly firft" to know. 
Yet, not I firft $ Talmoft blufh to fay 
The Serpent eating taught me firft the way. 
The Serpent tafted, and the god-like. Fruit 
Gave the Dumb Voice-} gave Reafbn to the Brute. 
' Mam. O faireft of all Creatures, laft, and beft, 
Of v* hat Heav'n made, how art thoii difpofTeft 
Of ati thy native Glories! fal'n! decay'd! 
(Pity fo rare a Frame fb frail was made) 
Wow Caufie of thy own Ruin 5 and- with thine, 
(Ah, who can live without thee !) Caufe of mine. . 

Eve. Refcrve thy Pity, till I want it more : 
I know my felf much happier than before;. 
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More wife, more perfect aU I wifh to be, 
Were I but Aire, alas! of pleating thee. 

Mam. Y'havc fhown how much you my Content defign ; 
Yet, ah! would Heav'n's Dhpleafure pafs like mine., 
Muft I without you, then, in wild Woods dwell? 
Think, and but think of what I lov'd fo well, 
Condemn'd to live with Subjects ever mute; 
A Salvage Prince, unpleas'd though abfolute. 

Ive. Pleafe then your fclf with me, and freely taite, 
Left I, without you, fliould to Godhead hafle: 
Left difiPring in degree, you claim too late 
Unequal Love, when 'tis deny'd by Fate. 

Adam. Cheat not your felf, with Dreams of Deity; 
Too well, but yet too late, your Crime I fee: 
Nor think the Fruit your Knowledge does improve; 
But you have Beauty ftill, and I have Love. 
Not coxen'd, Iwith choice, my Life reiign: 
Imprudence was your Fault, but Love is mine. 

[Takes the Fruit and eats it. 

Eve. O wond'rous Pow'r of matchlcfs Love expreft : 

| [Embracing him. 

Why was this Tryal thine, of loving belt ? 

I envy thee that lot; and could it be, 

Would venture fomething more than Death, for thee. 

Not that I fear, that Death tlf Event can prove; 

Ware both immortal, while fb well we love. 
Mam. What e'er (hall be the Event, the Lot is call: 

Where Appetites are giv n, what Sin to taftc? 

Or if a Sin, .'tis but by Precept fuch} 

Th'Ofrcncc fo fmall, the Punifhmcnt/S too much, 

To feck £o foon his new made World's decay : 

Nor we, nor that, were fafliion'd for a Day. 
"Eve. Give to the Winds thy Fear of Death, or IB; 

And think us made but for each others Will. 
Mam. I will, at leaft, defer that anxious Thought, 
i And Death, by- Fear, fhall not be nigher brought: 
f If he will come, let us to Joys make hafte; 

Then let him feize us when our Pleafure's paft.. 

We'll take up all before; and Death (hall find 

Wc have drain'd Life, and left a Void behind. [Exeunt, 
, --'"--,■ " " " - " - - - Ever 
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ZrUer Lucifer. 

Lucif. Tisdone: 
Sick "Nature, at that inffont, trembled round; 
And Mother Earth figh'd, as fhe felt the Wound. ' 
Of how- fliort durance was this new-made State! 
How far more mighty than Heav'n's Love, Hell's Hate! 
His Project ruuVd, and his King of Clay ; 
He form'd an Empire for his Foe to fway. 
Heav'ft let him Rule, which by his Arms he got} 
Fm pleas'd to have obtained the fecond Lot. 
This Earth is mine 5 whofe Lord I made my Thrall j 
Annexing to my Crown, his conquer'd Ball. 
Loosed from the Lakes, my Legions I will lead, 
And, o'er the darkned Air, black Banners fpread : 
Contagious Damps, from hence, (hall mount above, 
And force him to his mmoft Heav'ns remove. 

[A Clap of Thunder is beard* 
He hears already, and I boaft too foon ; 
I dread that Engine which facur'd his Throne. 
I'll dive below his Wrath, into the deep, * 
And wafte that Empire, which I cannot keep.[Swks Jam. 

Raphael and Gabriel de fiend. 

Raph. As much of Grief as Happiriefs admits 
' In Heav'n, on each Ccleftial Forehead fits : 
Kindnefs for Man, and Pity for his Fate, 
May mix with Ilifs, and yet not violate. 
Their Heav'nly Harps a lower Strain began 5 
And in foft Mufic, mourn the Fall of Man. 

Gab. I faw th* Angelic Guards, from Earth afcehd, 
(Griev'd they muft now no longlr Man attend :) 
The Beams about their Temples dimly fhonej 
One would have thought the Crime had been their own. 
Th'Etherial People flcck'd for News in hafte, 
Whom they, witn down caft Looks, and fcarce fluting paft : 
While each did, in his penfive Brcaft, prepare 
A fad Axompt of their £iccefslefs Care. . 

Raph. Th* Eternal yet, in Majefly fever** ♦ » * 

And ifri&efl: luitice; did mild Pity bear: , 
Their Deaths deferr'dj and Barrimment, (tiieir Doom). 
In Penitence Foreieen, leaves Mercy room.. '*" 



G*£.ThitMeflageisthy Charge: Mine leads me hence; . 
Pkc'd at the Garden's Gate, for its defence, 
Left, Man, returning, the bleft Place pollute, 
And fcape from Death, by Life's immortal Fruit:; 

{Another Clap efJhUnder. Exeunt, fever ally I 
'Enter Adam and Eve, affrighted. 
Adam, In what dark Cavern (hall I hide my Head ^ 
Where leek Retreat, now Innocence is fled ? 
Safe in that Guard, I durft cirti Hell defie 5 
Without it, tremble now, when Reav'ri is nigh. 

Eve. What (hall we do? or where direct our Flight ?> 
Eaftward as far as I could caft my Sight, S» 

from op'hing Heav'n>, I" few defcending Light. J 

Its glitfring tfirough the Trees, Iftill behold} 
The Cedar Tops feem all to burn with Gold. 

Adam. Some Shape divine, whofe Beams I cannot bear!; 
Would I were hid, where Light could not appear. . 
Deep into fome thick Covert would T run, 
Impenetrable to the Stars or Sun, 
And fene'd from Day, by Nig|t*s eternal Skreenj. 
Dnknown to HeaVn, and to my lelf unfeen. 

Eve. In vain: "What Hope to fhun his piercing Sight,- 
Who, from dark Chaos, (truck the Sparks of Light? 

Adam. Theft fhouM have been your Thoughts, when 
You trufkd to your guidclefs Innocence, [parting hence,. 
See now th'Eflt&s of your own wilful Mind: 
Guilt walks before us^ Death puriues behind*. 
So fatal 'twas to leek Temptations out; 
Moft Confidence has Hill moft Caufe to doubt. 

Evt. Such might have been thy hap, alone aflaU'dj, 
And fb, together, might we both have fail'd. 
Gurs'd Vaflallage of aS my future Kind : 
Firft IdohVd, tiHLove's hot Fire be o'er, 
Then Slaves to thole, who courted us before. 

Adam, I counfei'd you to (lay 5 your Pride refund:: 
By your own lawlefs Will you ftanc^accus'd. 

Eve. Have you that Privikdge of only wile,* 
And would you yield to her you £0 defpiie? 
You (hould have ftown th* Authority you boalr, 
And, Soveraign-like, my headlong WU1 have croffc: 

C0UflK 
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Counfel was not enough to fway my Heart $ 
An abfolute Rcftraint had been your Part. 

Adam. Evn fuch Returns do they deferve to fiiu£ 
When Force is lawful, who are fondly Kind. 
Unlike my Love; for when thy Guilt I knew, 
I (harM the Curfe which did that Grime tmrfue. 
Hard Fate of Love ! which Rigor did forbear, 
And now 'tis tax'd, becaufe 'twas not fevere. 

Ei*. You have, your felf, your Kindnefi overpaid; 
He ceafes to oblige, who can upbraid. 

Mam. On Womens Virtue, who too much rely,. 
To boundfcfs Will, give boundlefs Liberty. 
Rcftraint you will not brook ; but think it hard 
Your Prudence is not trufted as your Guard : 
And, to your felves fo left, if 111 enfiies, 
You firft our weak Indulgence will accufe. 

Curft be that Hour 

When, fated with my (ingle Happinefs, 

I chofe a Partner, to condole my Blifs, 

Who wants that Reafon which her Will mould (way,. 

And knows but juft enough to difobey. 

Eve. Better with Brutes my humble Lot had gone; 
Of Reafon void, accountable for none:. 
Th'Unhappieft of Creation is a Wife, 
Made loweft, in the higheft Rank of Life: 
Her Fellow's Slave* to know and not to chufe: 
Curft with that Reafon (he muft never ufe. 

Mam. Add, thatihe's proud, fantafHck> apt to change} 
Reftlefs at homej and ever prone to range: 
With Shows delighted, and fo vain is {he, 
She'll meet the Devil; rather than not fee. 
Our wife Creator, for his Choirs div'ne, 
Peopled his Heav'n with Souls all mafculine. 
Ah! Why muft Man from Woman take his Birth? 
Why was this Sin of Nature made on Earth? 
This fair Defec*} this hclplefs Aid call'd Wife*. 
The bending Crutch of a decrepit Life. 
Pofteritjr no Pairs from you mail find, 
But fuci as by miftake of Love are join'd:. 
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The worthicft Men, their Wifhes ne'er fhall gain* 
But fee the Slaves, they fcorn, their Loves obtain. 
Blind Appetite fhall your wild Fancies rule* 
Falfe to Defert, and faithful to a Fool. 

\TUrns in Anger from her, tind is going of. 
Eve. Unkind! wilt thou forfake me, in Diftrefs, 

[Kneeling. 

Tor that which now is pad me to rcdrcfi ? 

I have miSone; and I endure the Smart: 

Loath to acknowledge^ but more, loath to part. 

The Blame be mine; you warn'd, and I rerWd: 

What would you more? I have my fclf accus'd; 

Was plighted Faith fo weakly feaTd above, 

That, for one Error, I muft lofe your Love? 

Had you fo err'd, I fhould have been moreskind, 

Than to add Pain to an afflicted Mind, [forer 

Mam. Y'are grown much humbler, than you wcrebe* 

I Pardon you 5 but fee my Face no more. 
Eve. Vain Pardon, which includes a greater 111: 

Be ftill difpleas'd; but let me fee you raS, 

Without your much-lov'd Sight, I cannot Hveu 

You more than kill me if you fo forgive.. 

The Bcafts, finee we. are fali'n, their Lords defpifej 
I And, pafling, look at me, with glaring Eyes : 

Muft I then wander helpfefs, and alone ? 
\ You'll pity me, too late, when I am gone. 

Mam, Your Penitence docs my CompafTion move^- 

As you deferve it, I may give my Love. 
f %ie. On me, alone, let Heav'n's Difpleafuxe fall: 

You merit none, and I deferve it all. [Party 

Msm. You all Heav'n's Wrath! how could youbear a 

Who bore no^t mine, but with a bleeding Heart ? 
i I was too fhibborn, thus to make you fuc : 

Forgive me j I am more in fault, than you*. 
1 Return to me, and to my Love return 5 
\ And, both offending, for each other mourn. 
I Enter Raphael. 

R*pk. Of Sin to warn thee, I before was fent} 
[ Cor Sin, 1 now pronounce thy Puniihment; 

--■-*• Yet 
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Yet that much lighter than thy Grime* require j 
Th' AU-tgoocHoes not his Creatures Death defire: 
JuftJce muft punifh the rebellious Deed : 
Yet punifh fo, as Phy (hall exceed. 

uidam. I neither can difpute his Will,, nor dare: 
Death will difmifs me from my future Care, 
And lay me foftly in my Native Duft, 
To pay the Forfeit of ill-manag'd Truft. 

Eve. Why feek you Death ? consider eVe you (peak:- 
The Laws were hard $ the Pow'r to keep nem, weak. 
Did we fblidte Heav'n to mould cue Clay ? 
From Darknefs, to produce us to the Day ? 
Did we concur to Life, or chufe to be ? 
Was it our Will which form'd, or was it he ? 
Since 'twas his- Choice, not ours, which plac'd us here*, 
the Laws we did not chufe, why fliould we bear? 

Adam. Seek not, in vain, our Maker to accuie: 
Terms were propos'd; Pow'r left us to refine. 
The Good we have enjoy *d from Heav'n'afree WiB$\ 
And (hall we murmur to endure the 111? 
Should we a Rebel-fon's Excufe receive, . 
Becaufe he was begot without his Leave ?* 
HeavVs Right, in us, is more: Firft form*d to fervcji, 
The Good, we merit not j the III, deferve. 

Rfiph. Death is deferr'd, and Penitence harroom 
To mitigate, if not reverie the Doom : 
But, for your Crime, th? Eternal does ordain . 
In Eden you no longer (hall remain.- 
Hence, to the tower World, vouare cxil*d: 
This Place, with Crimes (half be no more dehTd, 

Eve. Muft we this blifsful Paradife forego? [crow,, 

EAfh. Your Lot muft be where Thorns and Taffies 
Unbid, as Balm and' Spices did at firft* 
For Man, the Earth, of which he was, f $ curft. 
By thy own Toil procurM, thou Food (bait eat 5 pfoAdanv 
And know no Pfenty, but from painful Sweat. 
She, by a Curfe, of future Wives abhorred, 
Shall pay Obedience to her lawful Lord : 
And he fhallRule, and (he m Thraldom fivej . 
' fteiiring. more.of Love than Man can givft. 

Jdtm 



1 

***/JFali, of Man. &j . j 

4fa». Hea^n is all Mercy; Labour I would chafe* . I 

And could fuftain this Paradife to lofe : 
The Blifis but not the Place: Here could I fay 
HeavVs winged Meflenger did pais the Day* 
Under this Pine the glorious Angel (laid : 
Then, (how my wondrmg Progeny the Shade. 
In Woods and Lawns, where e'er thou didft appear, 
Each Place fbme Monument of thee ihoukl bear. 
I, with- green Turfs, would grateful Altars raife, 
And Heav'n, with Gums, and oflfer'd Incenfe praife. 
Raph. Where-e'er thou art, He is 5 th* eternal Mind 
4 A&s through all Places 5 is to none confin'd ; 
Fills Ocean, Earth, and Air, and all above, 
And through the univerfal Mate does move. 
Thou canft be no where difhnt*. Yet this pbee 
Had been thy Kingly Seat, and here thy Race, 
From all the Ends of peopled Earth, had come 
To rev'rence thee, and fee their Native home. 
Immortal, then 5 now Sicknefs, Care, and Age, 
And War, and Luxury's more direful Rage, 
"Thy Crimes have brought, to fhorten mortal Breath, 
'With all the numerous Family of Death. 

Bve. My Spirits faint, while I theft Ills foreknow: 
And find my felf the lad Occafion too. 
But what is Death? 

Rdfh. In Vifion, thou (halt fee his griefly Face, 
The King of Terrors, raging in thy Race. 
That, while in future* Fate thou ftiar'ft thy Part, 
A kind Remorfe, for Sin, may feize thy Heart. 

Tie S C E N£ pifts, and difiovert Deaths rf 
feveral Sorts. A Battel at La*d % and a Naval 
F$ht. 

Adam. O wretched Offspring! O unhappy State 
Of all Mankind, by me betray'dto Fate ! 
Bom, through my Crime, to be Offenders firftj. 
And, for thofe Sms they could not fhun, accurft.. 

Evet. 
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£tw: Why is life ibrc'd oiwMan; who, might he ehufe, 
Would not accept, what he, with Pain, muft lofe? 
Unknowing,- he receives it j and, when known, 
He thinks it his, and values it, 'tis gone. 

Raph. Behold of ev'rv Age-; ripe Manhood fee, 
Decrepit Years, and helplefs Infancy : 
Thofe who, by lingring Sickncfs, lofe their Breath j 1 
And thofe who, by defpair, fuborn their Death : | 

See yon* mad Fools, who lor fome trivial Right, 
For Love, oj fox miftaken Honour, fight: 
See thofe, more mad, who throw their Lives away 
In needlcfs Wars; the Stakes which Monarchs Jay, 
When for each others Provinces they play. 
Then as -if Earth too narrow were for Fate, 
On open Seas their. Quarrels they debate j 
In hollow Wood they floating Armies bear; ~ 
And force imprifbn'd Winds to bring 'em near. 

Eve. Who would the Miferies of Man foreknow? ' 
Not knowing, we but lhare our Part of Woe: 
Now, we the Fate of future Ages bear j 
And, e'er their Birth, behold our Dead appear. [Strife 

Adam. The Deaths, thou Ihow'ft, are forcM and full of 
Cad headlong from the Precipice of Life. 
Is there no lrnooth Defcent? no painlefs Way 
Of kindly mixing with our Native Clay ? 

&**£. There is; but rarely (hall that Path -be trod> 
Which, without horror, leads to Death's abode. 
Some few,- by temp'rance taught, approaching flow* 
To diltant Fate, by cafie Journeys, go : 
Gently they lay *em down, as ev'ning Sheep 
On their own Woolly Fleeces, fbftly deep. 

Adam. So noifelefs would I live, fuch Death to find, 
Like timely Fruit, not (haken by the Wind, 
But ripely dropping from the faplefs Bough, • 
And, dying, nothing to my felt would owe. 

Eve. Thus daily changing, with a duller Tafte 
Of lefs'ning Joys, I, by degrees, would waftc : 
Still quitting. Ground, by unperceiv'd Dceay, 
And (teal my felf from life, and- melt away. 
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ftt$&. Death you have feen: Now fee your Race revive, 
How happy they in deathlefs Pleafures live. 
Far more than I can (how, or you can fee, 
Shaft crown the Bleft with Immortality. 

l&rt m HiAvm defcends, full of Angels and blejfed Spirit*, 
with /oft Mufick, * Song and Chorus. 

Jtfum. O Goodnefs Infinite! whole Heavenly Will 
Can fo much Good produce, from £o much 111! 
Happy their State! 

Pttrc, and unchanged, and needing no defence 
From Sins, as did my frailer Innocence. 
Their Joy fincere, aad with no Sorrow mixt: 
Eternity Hands permanent and fixt, 
And wheels no longer on the Poles of Time: 1 
Secure from Fate, and more fecure from Crime. 

Eve. RaviftYd with Joy, I can but half repent 
The Sin which Heav'n makes happy in th' Event. 

&tpb. Thus arm'd, meet firmly your approaching lit 
For, fee, the Guards, from yon 9 far Eaftern Hill, 
Already move, nor longer Stay afford; 
High, in the. Air, they wave the flaming Sword, 
Yonr Signal to depart : Now, down amain 
They drive/ and glide, like Meteors through the Plain. 

Adam, Then farewel all; I will indulgent be 
To my own Eafe, and not look back to fee. 
When what we love* we ne'er muft meet again, 
To lofe the Thought, is to remove the Pain. 

Eve. Farewe], you happy Shades ! 
Where Angels firft fhould praclrife Hymns, arid ftrmg . 
Their tuncrol Harps, when they to Heav'n wou'd fing, 
farcwel, you Flow*rs, whofe Buds, with early Care, 
I watch'd, and to the chcarful Sun did rear: 
Who now (hall bind your Stems? or, when you fall 
With Fountain Streams, your fainting Souls recal? 
A long farewel to thee, my nuptial Bow*r, 
Adorn d with ev'ry fair and fragrant Flow*r. 
And laft, farewel, farewel my Place of Birth; 
* goto wander in the lower Earth, 

As 
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Ai diftant aj I can; for, difpofleit, 
Faitheft from what I once enjoy"*!, is bell. 

R«;>A. The riling Wiiwb urge the teinpeftaous Air; 
And on their Wipgs, deformed Winter Dear: 
The Beafts already feel the Change; and hence 
Theyflj", to deeper Coverts, for defence: .... 

The fencer Heidi, before the irrooger runt 
Tor now the War of Nature ii begun : 
Sut, part you hence ia Peace,- aadlawag moum'cl >y«ur 

Sin, 
Tor.outward Zdtn loft, find Bartjife within. 



JUR ENG-ZEBE: 



TRACED Y, 



As it is Aflcd at the 

THE ATE R -ROY A L, 

B Y 

His M a j e s t ?' s Servants, 






m. SeJ, cum fregit fubfellia verfu^ 

Efitritj intaHam Paridi wfivendat Agave*. 

Jot* 



Printed in the Year M DCC XVIL 



To the Right Honourable 

7 H N, 

Earl gf Mulgrave, 

Gentleman of his Majefttfs Bed-Cham* 
ber t and Knight of the mofi Nobk 
Order of the Garter, 
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' SIS a fevcre Reflexion which Mon- 

S taign has made on Princes, That 

3 we ought not, in reafon, to hare 

any Expectations of Favour from 

2 them; and that 'thKindnefs enough, 

if they leave us in Pofleffion of our 

jwd. The boldnefs of the Cenfure fliows the 

.free Spirit of the Author: And the Subjects of 

England may juftly congratulate to tnemfelves, 

that both the Nature of our Government, and the 

Clemency of our 'King* fecure us from any fuch 

Vol. IV. D .Com- 



fie Epifile Dedicatory 

Complaint. I, fn particular, who fubfift whblfy 
by his Bounty, am.oblig'd to eive Pufterity a fix 
other Account of my Royal Maftcc, than what 
* Montaign has left of his. Thofe Accufations had 
been oiore s f eafonabte, if they had been plac'd oa 
inferior Perfons. Forin all Courts, there are too 
many, who make it their Bufinefs to ruin Wit * 
And Montaig *, in other places, tells us, what Ef- 
feds he found of their good Natures. He defcribes 
them fuch, whofe Ambition, Luft, or private In- 
$ereft, feem to be the only end of their Creation. 
If good accrue to any from them # *tfs only tn order 
to their own Defigns : Conferred mod common- j 
ly on the bafe and infamous; and never given, 
but only hapning fometimes to Well-defervers; 
Dulnefs has brought them to what they :are ;*and 
Malice fecures themla their Fortunes. But fome- * 
what of Specious they muft have, to recommend \ 
themfelves to Princes, (for Folly will not fafily \ 
^ go down in its own natural Form with difcern- ^ 
ing Judges.)* And diligence in waiting, Is their , 
gilding of the Pill; for that looks like Love, tho* j 
'tis only Intereft. 'Tis that which gains 'em their j 
Advantage over witty Men ; whofe love of Liber- j 
ty and Eafe, makes them willing too often todif* | 
charge theft burden of Attendance on thefe offici- j 
' ous Gentlemen. *Tis true, that the naufeoufneifs j 
of fuch Company is enough to difguft a reafona- ! 
ble Man; when he fees, he can hardly approach I 
Greatnefs, but as a moated Caftle; he muft firft. ( 
pafs throueh the Mud and Filth with which it is 
encompafs* d. Thefe are they, who wanting Wit, 
affeft Gravity, and, go by the name of folid Men: 
And a fofid Man is,Jn plain EngUfo, a folid, fo-i 
lemnFpbl. Another Difguife they have,(forFool$t 
as well as Knives, take other Names, aud pafi by 
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sn Alias) and that is, the Title of honeft Fellows. 
Bat this Honefty ot theirs ought to have many 
Grams for its Allowance ; for certainly they are no 
farther honeft, than they are filly: They are natu- 
rally mifchievous to their Power ; and if they 
feeak not malicioufly, or Oiarply, of witty Men, 
Yis only becanfe God has not beftow'd on them 
the Gift of Utterance. They fawn and crouch 
to Men of Parts, whom they cannot ruin : Quote 
their Wit when they are prefgpt, and when they 
areabfcnt, fteal their Jcfts : But to thofe who are 
under 'em, and whom they can cruih with eafe f 
they ihew themfelves in their natural Antipathy; 
there they treat Wit like the common Enemy, and 
give it no more Quarter, than a Dutchman would 
to an Englt/h Veffel in the Indies ; they ftrike Sail 
where they know they ftiatl be mafter'd, and mur- 
der where they can with Safety. 

This, my Lord, is the Charadler of % Courtier 
without Wit; and therefore that which is a Satyr 
to other Men, muft be a Panegyrick to your Lord* 
fliip, who are a Mafter of it. If the leaft of theft 
Reflexions could have reached your Perfon, no 
aeceffity of mine could have made me to have 
fought lb eameftly, and fo long to have cultiyated 
your Kindnefs. As a Poet, 1 cannot but have 
made fome Obfervations on Mankind : The low- 
nefs of my Fortune has not yet brought me to 
flatter Vice ; and 'tis my Duty to give tetttmony to 
Virtue. , Tis true, your Lordftup is not of that 
Nature, which either feeks a Commendation, or 
warns it. Your Mind has always been above the 
wretched afFefiation of Popularity. A popular 
Man is, in truth, no better than a Proftitute to 
common Fame, and to the People. He lies down 
to every one he meets for the hire of Praife ; and 
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bom. my worft of Enemies, my own Modefty 
and Lafcinefs. Which Favour had it been em- 
ployed on a more deferring Subjefi, had been an 
Effefl: of Juftice in your Nature; but, as plac'd 
on me, is only Charity, Yet, withal, 'tis confer- 
red on fach a Mao, as prefers your Kindnefs it 
felf, before any of its Confequences ; and who 
values, as the greateft of your Favours, thofe of 
your Love, and of your Conversion. From 
this Conftancy to your Friends, I might reafona- 
Wy affume, that your Refentments would t>e as 
ftrong and lafiihg, if they were not reftrain'd by 
a nobler Pxtociple of good Nature and Generality. 
For certainly, 'tis the fame Compoiition of Mind, 
Che feme Resolution and Courage, which makes 
the greateft Friendships, and the greateft Emm-' 
ties^ And he who is too lightly reconcil'd, after 
high Provocations, may recommend himfelf to 
the World for a Chriftian, but I fliould hardly 
truft him for*a Friend. Toe Italiams have a Pro- 
verb to that Purpofe,5fi forgive the firfi time Jhows 
me a goad Catbotick, the jecovd time a Fool. To 
ihis firmnefi in all your Anions (though you are 
wanting in nD other Ornaments of Mind and 
Body, yet to this) I principally afcribe the Intereft 
your Merits have acqnk'd you in the Royal Fa- 
mily. A Prince, who is conftant to himfelf, and 
fteady in all his Undertakings; one with whom 
that Chara&er of Horace will agree, 

Si fraftus illabatar orbis, 
Imfavidnm ferient ruin*. 

Such an one cannot but place an Eftcem, and re- 
pofe a Confidence on him, whom no Adverfity, 
no Change of Courts, no Bribery of Interefts, or 
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his Humility is only a dHguisM Ambition* t Evca 
Cicero himfelf, whole Efoquencc defcrv'd the Ad- 
miration of Mankind ; yet by his infatiable thirft 
of Famc r he has leflen'd his Chara&er r with fuc* 
ceeding Ages : His Afiion againft Catiline may be 
faid to have ruin'd the Coniul, when it fev'd the 
City ; For it fo fwelPd his Soul, which was not 
truly great, that ever afterwards it was apt to be 
tiver-let with Vanity. And this made his Virtue 
fo fufpe&ed by his Friends, that Brutus, whom 
of all Men he ador'd, refus'd him a place ia his 
Confpiracy. A modern Wit has made this Ob* 
ftrvation on him. That coveting to xecomaie&d 
himfelf to Pofterity, he begg'd it as an Alms of 
all his Friends, the Hiftorians, to remember his 
Confulfliip: And obferve, if youpleafe, the Odd- 
Hefs of the Event ; all their Hiftories are loft, and 
the vanity of his JRequeft ftands yet recorded ia 
his own Writings. -Hbw much more great and 
manly in your Lordihip, is your Contempt of po- 
pular Applaule, and your retir'd Virtue, which 
fliines only to a few ; with whom you live fo ea- 
fily arid freely, that you make it evident, you have 
a Soul which is capable of all the Tendernefs of 
Friendship , and that you only retire your fclf from 
thofe, who are not capable of returning it. Your 
Kindnefs, where you have once plac'd, it, is invic 
lable : And 'tis to that only I attribute my Hap| 
iiefs in your Love. Thi* makes me more eanly 
forlake an Argument, on which I could other- 
wife delight to dwell : I mean, your Judgment fa 
your choice of Friends ; becaufe I have the Ho- 
nour to be one. After which, I am ihre you will 
more eafily permit me to be filent, in the care you 
h?ve taken of my Fortune; which you have re- 
icuM, not only from the Powar of others, but 
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from my word of Enemies, my own Modefty* 
tad Laziness. Which Favour had it been em- 
ploy'd on a more deferring Subjedi, had been an 
Effed of Juftice in your Nature; but, as plac'd 
on me, is only Charity^ Yet, withal, 'tis confer- 
red on fuch a Mao, as prefers your Kindnefs it 
felf, before any of its Confequences ; and who 
values, as the greateft of your Favours, thofe of 
your Love, and of your Conversion. From 
this Conftancy to your Friends, I might reafona- 
My affumc, that your Refcntments would be as 
ftrong and lading, if they were not reftrain'd by 
a nobler Principle of good Nature and Generality.. 
For certainly, 'tis the feme Compoiition of Mind, 
tbe lame Refolution and Courage, which makes 
the greateft Friendfhips, and the greateft Enmi-' 
ties. And he who is too lightly reconcil'd, after 
high Provocations, may recommend himfelf to 
the World for a Chriftian, but I fliould hardly 
troft him for*a Friend. Toe Italians have a Pro- 
verb to that Purpofe, 5fi forgive the fir ft time Jhows 
me a good Catbohck, the fecovd time a Fool. To 
this fimmefi in all your A&ions (though you are 
wanting in no other Ornaments of Mind and 
Body, yet to this) I principally afcribe the Intereft 
your Merits have acquired you in the Royal Fa- 
mily. A Prince, who is conftant to himfelf, and 
fteady in all his Undertakings ; one with whom 
that Chara&er of Horace will agree, 

Si fraftus illabatttr orbis, 
Impavidnm ferient ruin*, 

Such an one cannot hut place an Efteem, and re- 
pofe a Confidence on him, whom no Adverfity, 
ao Change of Courts, no Bribery of Interefts, or 
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Cabals of Fa&ions, or Advantages of Fortune, 
cao remove from the, folid Foundations of Ho- 
nour and Fidelity. 

We meojj primus qui mc fib't junx'tt , amtres 
Abftulit \ tile babeat fecttm, fervctque fep*lcro. 

How well your Lordfhip will deftrve that praife, 
I need no Infpfration to foretel. You have al* 
ready left no room for Prophecy : Your early 
Undertakings have been fuch, in the Service of \ 
your King and Country, when you offered. your 

. felf to the moil dangerous Employment, that of 
the Sea; when you. chofe to abandon thofe De- 
lights, to which your Youth and Fortune did in- 
vite you, to undergo the Hazards, and, which I 
was worfe, the Company of common Seamen, j 
that you have made it evident, you will refufe no 
Opportunity of rendring your felf ufeful to the \ 
Nation, when either your Courage or Coiktoft j 
fhall be requir'd. The fame Zeal and Faithfulnefs | 
continues in your Blood, which animated one of ; 
your noble Anceftors to ficrifice his Life in die j 
Quarrel of his Sovereign ; Tho\ I hope, both for j 
your fake, and for the publick Tranquillity, the 
lame Occafion wHl never be offered to your Lord- 
fliip, and that a better Deftiny will attend yoo. 
But I make hade to coniider you as abftrafied 
from a Court, which (if you will give me leave 
to ufe a term of Logick) is only an Adjund, 
not a Propriety of Happinefs. The Acadeinicks, 
I confefs, were willing to admit the Goods of 
Fortune into their Notion of Felicity; but I do 
not remember, that. any of the St&s of old Phi- \ 

. lofophers did ever leave a room for Grcatnefs. 
Neither am I form'd to praife a Court, who ad- 
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mire and covet nothing, but the eafinefs and quiet 
of Retirement. I naturally withdraw my sight 
from a Precipice ; and admit the ProfpeS be ne- 
ver fo large and goodly, can take no pleafure even 
in looking On the Downfaf, tho* I am fecure from 
the Danger. Methinks there's fomething of a ma- 
lignant Joy in that excellent Defcription of La- 

iXtUUS^ 

•Suave mart magna turbantibus aquora veni't$ y 
E terra magnum alterius fpettare lab or em ; 
Non quia vexari quenquam eftjucunda voluptas, 
Scdqmitus ipfe malls careas, quia centre fitave eft. 

lam fare his Matter Epicurus ,'and my better Ma- 
ftcr Cowley, preferred the Solitude of a Garden, 
■and the Convention of a Friend to any Confi- 
deration, fo much as a regard, of thofe unhappy 
.People, whom in our own wrong, we call the 
Great. True Greatnefs, if it be any where on 
Earth, is in a private Virtue; remov'd from the 
Notion of Pomp and Vanity, confin'd to -a Con- 
templation of it felf, and centring on it felf : 

Omnis enimperfe Divum Hatura, necejfe eft 
Immortali avofumma cum pace fruatur; \ 

Curd femota, me tuque y 

Ipfafuis pollens opitu S" ■ ■ ■ ■ 

If this be not the Life of a Deity, becaufe it can* 
notconfift with Providence; 'tis^atleaft a godlike 
Life : I can be contented, (and I am fure I have 
your Lordfhip of my Opinion) with an humbler 
Station in the Temple of Virtue, than to be fet on 
the Pinnacle of it. 
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DefpUere tmde que as sites, paflimf** viJer* . 
. Errart) atfmt vtam fdmtis quarere viue* 

The truth is, the consideration of fo vain a Crea- 
ture as Man, is not worth our pains. I have Fool 
enough at home, without looking for it abroad; 
And am a fufficient Theater to my felf of ridicu- 
lous A&ions, .without expe&ing Company, either 
in a Court, a Town, or Play-houfe. 'Tis on thfe 
account that I am weary with drawing the De- 
formities of Life, and Lazars of the People, where 
every Figure of Imperfection more reftmhks me 
than it can do others. If I muflbe condemned to 
Rhyme, I ftould find fome Eafc in my. change of 
Puniihment. I defire to be no longer the Sijy* 
fhus of the St^e ; to rowl up a Stone with e£d- 
Jefs Labour (which, to follow the Proverb, £*- 
thers.no Mofs) and which is perpetually falling 
down again. I never thought my felf very fit for 
An Employment, where many of my Predeceflbrs 
have excelled me in all kinds; and fome of my 
Contemporaries, even in my own partial Jadg<- 
ment, have out-done me in Comedy. Some little 
hopes I have yet remaining, and thofe too, confi- 
dering my Abilities, may be vain, that I may make 
the World forrje part of amends, for many ill 
Plays, by an Heroick Poem., Your Lordfliip has 
been long acquainted with my Defign ; the Sub- 
ject of Which you know is jgreat, tKc Story E»g- 
tijhi and neither too far dittant from the prefer* 
Age, nor too near approaching it. Such it is in 
my Opinion, that I could not have wifli'd a nobler 
Occafion to do Honour by it to my King, my 
Country, and my Friends ; moft of our ancient 
Nobility being concerned in the Adtion. And 

your 
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your Lordfliip has one, particular Reafon to pro- 
mote this Undertaking, becaufe you were the firft 
who gave me the Opportunity of difcourfing it to 
his Majefty, and his Royal Highnefs : They were 
then pleas'd, both to commend the Defign, and 
to encourage ft by their Commands. But the Un- 
ftttTdnefs of my Condition has hitherto put a flop 
to my Thoughts concerning it. As I am no Suc- 
cdTor to Homer in his Wit, fo neither dd I defire 
to be in his Poverty. I can make no Rhapfodies, 
nor go a begging at the Grtcian Doors, while I 
fiiigthe Praifcs of their Anceftors. The Times 
t&Vhrgil pleafe me better, becaufe he had an Atl- 
gnfiMs for his Patron. And to draw the Allego- 
ry nearer you, I am fure I (hall not want a Mt- 
**nas with him. *Tis for your Lordfliip to ftir 
ap rhat Remembrance in his Majefty, which his 
inany Avocations of Bufinefi have causM him, fc 
fear, to lay afide. And, (as himfelf and his Royal 
Brother are the Heroes of the Poem) to reprefcnt 
to them the Images of their Warlike Predeceffors : j;. 
cs Achilles tsTaidtobe rouxM to Glory, with the 
%ht of the Combat before the Ships. For my 
own part, I am iatjsfy'a to have offered the De- 
.%n, and it may be to the advantage of my Repu- 
tation to have it refus'd me. 

In the mean time, my Lord, I taKe the Confix 
dence to prefent you wijth a Tragedy ;. theChara* 
&crs of which are the fteareft to thofe of an He- 
roick Poem. 'Twas dedicated to you fn my 
Heart, before T twas prefented on the Stage. Some 
things in it have, pafs'd your Approbation,, and 
taany your Amendment. You were Iikewife plea- 
fed to recommend it to the King's periifal, before 
the.laft hand was added to it, When I receive the 
Fayour from him, to have the moft confidetable. 

D jy Event . 
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Event of it model I'd by his Royal Pleafure. It 
may be fome Vanity in mc to add his Teftimony 
then, and which he gracioufly confirm'd after* 
wards, that it^was the beft of all my Tragedies; 
in which he has made Authentick -my private O- 

Einion of it; at lead, he has given it a Value by 
is Commendation, which it had not by my Wri- 
ting- 

That which was not pleafing to fome of the 
fair Ladies in the laft A& of it, as I 3are not vin- 
dicate, fo neither can I wholiy condemn, ^till I 
find moreReafon for their Cenfures. The Proccs- 
dure of Indamora and Melefwda, feems yet, in my 
Judgment, natural, and not unbecoming of their 
.Characters. If they who arraign them, fail not 
more, the World will never blame their Conduct : 
"And I (hall be glad, for the Honour of my Coun- 
try, to find better Images of Virtue drawn to the 
Life in their Behaviour, than any J could feign to 
adorn the Theatre.* I confefs, I have only repre- 
fented a practical Virtue, mix'd with the Frailties 
and Imperfections of human Life. I have made 
my Heroine fearful of Death, which neither Cafi 
fandra nor Cleopatra would have been ; and they 
themfelves, I doubt it not, would have outdone 
Romance in that particular. Yet their Maudon* 
(and the Cyrus was written by a Lady) was not 
altogether fo hard-hearted : For £be fate down on 
the cold Ground by the King of AJfyria^ and not 
* only pity'd him, who dyM in her Defence; but 
mllow'd him fome Favours, fuch, perhaps, as they 
would think, ihould only be permitted to her Cy- 
rm. ' I have made my Melefinda y in opposition to 
Nourmabal) a Woman paffionately loving of her 
Husband, patient of Injuries and Contempt, and 
content in her Kindncft, to the lad : And in 

"that, 
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that, perhaps, I may have err'd, becaufe ft is not 
a Virtue much in ufe. Thofe Indian Wives are 
loving Fools, and may do ^vell to keep themfelvea 
in their own Country, or, at lcaft, to keep Com* 
pany with the Arrids ana Portia* s of old Rome : 
Some of our Ladies know better things. But, 
it may be, I am partial to my own W ritings : 
Yet I have laboured as much as any Man, to di- 
vert my felf of the Self-opinion of an Author ; 
and am too well fetisfyM of my own Weaknefs, 
to be pleas 'd with any thing I have written. But 
on the other fide; my Realon tells me, that, in 
probabflfty, what I have ferioufly and long confi- 
der'd, may be as likely to be juft and natural, as 
what an ordinary Judge (tf there be any fuch a- 
mongft thole Ladies) will think fit, in a tranficnt 
Prefentation* to be plas'd in the room of that which 
they condemn. The mpft judicious Writer if 
fometimes miftaken, after all his Care: But the 
hafty Gritick, Who judges oil a View, is full as 
liable to be deceived. Let him fir ft coniider all the 
Arguments, which the Author had, to write this, 
t>r to defign the other, before he arraigns htm of 
a Fault : And then, perhaps, on fecond Thoughts, 
h« will find his Reafbn oblige him to revoke hii 
Cenfer*. Yet, after all ? I will not be too pofi» 
tive. Homofum, bumani a me nihil aiicnumputo. 
As I am a Man, I mud be changeable : And fome- 
times the graved of tis all are fo, even upon ridi- 
culous Accidents. Our Minds arc perpetually 
wrought on by the temperament of our Bodies : 
Which makes me fufpecfc, they are nearer ally'd, 
than either our Philofophers or ScHool-Divines 
will allow them to be. I have obftnr'd, fays 
Montaign^ that vvhen the Body is out of Order, 
ty Companion if feldom at his mc, An ill Dream* 

ox 



fbe Epiftk Dedicatory* 

or a cloudy Day, has Power to change tttf 
wretched Creature, who is fo proud of a reafona- 
blc Soul, and make him think what he thought 
not Yeftecday. An& Homer wis of this Opinion, , 
as Cucro is pleas'd to translate him for us : 

Tales funt hominum menus, quail pater iff* 
Jup'ster 9 #u ft if era luftravit. lampade terras. . 

Ori as the fame Author,, in his Tufculane Que- ' 

ftf 6ns, fpeaks with more Modefty than ufiial of 

tiimfelf : Nos in diem vrvbnus j_ quodcunque am- 

mos nojlros, probabilitate percuffk, id dicimus. 'Ti$ 

iiot:therefore imposffible r ,hnt that I msiy alter the 

Gonclufion of my Play,, to rcftore my felf into 

"the good Graces of my*£ar Criticks; Andyoac 

lord (hip, who is fo well with them, may do me 

the Office of a Friend and Patron, to intercede 

with them? on ray Promife of Amendment. The 

Impotent Lover in fetranius^ tho* his was a very 

unpardonable Crime, yet was received to Mercy 

on the Terms I offer. Summa tjecufatioms me* 

tac eft:. Placebo tibi^fi culpam emendate perm* 

feris. . 

; Bui I am confcious to my felf of offering at • 

S rater Boldnelk^n prefenting to your view what my 
earinefi can produce, than in any other Error] of 
my Play. And therefore make hade to break off' 
this tedious Addrefs v which has, J know. not how, 
already run it felf into Pedantry,, with an excuft 
of Tully% which he.fent with his43ook$ De Ftm* 
but, to his Friend Brutus: D? ipfis rebus autem,, 
fapenumerb Brut* vereor ue reprebendar 9 cum hee 
ad te firibam, qui turn in Poefi, (I change it from 
Pbilojbphia) turn in optima genere Poejeos tawtum 

proeejferis.. Quad fi font ttru ffqftM trudUuSy }*** 
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npnhenderer. Sed ab to flurim&m alfitm i Ne^ 
xt ea cognofias qua. tibi notljjiwa Junt, ad\ te 
mitto\ fed quia facillimi iu nomine tuo acquiefco y . 
y quia *e hakeo *quijfim*m tornm fiudiorum % . 
ox* mibi communia tecum funt, aftimatorem {j? 
ju&cem. . Which you may pleaft, my Lord, to 
apply to your, felf, from him, who is, 
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| VR Authog by Experience finds H true, 
*IU much more hard to pleafi himfilf than you: 
And ontofne feigrtd Modefiy, this Day 
Damns his laborious Trifle of a Play: 
Hot that it's worfe than what before he writ. 
But he htumo another Tafie of Wit-, 
And to conjtf* a. Utah, (though out of time) 
Grows weary of his kng4ov*d Miftrefi, thyme* 
Psflm's too fierce to be in Tetters bound, 
And mature flies him like Enchanted Ground. 
Wh* Verfican do, he has perform *d in this, 
Which he prefitmes the mofi Coned of his: 
Butfpite of all his Pride, aficret Shame 
tornados Ins Breafi at Shakefpeart facred Name: 
jfm'd when he hoars his Godlike Romans Rage-, 
He, in ayifi Dejpair, would quit the Stage. 
And to an Age lefs polijtid, more unskitfd, 
Bees, with difdam the fbremefi Honours yield. 
As with the greater Dead be dares not fir rue, 

He would not match his Verfe with thofewha Bvo: 

Let him retire, betwixt two Ages caft, 

Ihefirft of this, and hindmoft of the Ufi, 

A lofing Gamefter, let Urn fneak away\ 

Httears no teadj Money from the PUy. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Thtftte winch governs Torts, .thought it fit, 
HtflmUnot raifi his Fortunes by his Wit: 
The Clergy thrive, and the litigious Bar ; 
Dull Heroes fatten with the Spoils of War i 
AH Southern Vices, Heav'n be prais'd, are here y 
Mat WWs a Luxury ye* think too dear. 
When. you to cultivate the flam are loath, 
*Jk*jhrewd Sign 'twas never of your Growth: 
Ad Wit m northern Climates will nee Mew* 
Ixcefty like Orange-trees, 'tis housed from Snow. 
There needs no Care to put a Tlay-hpuje down, 
*Bs the moft Defirt Place of all the Town. 
We and our Neighbours, to fpeak proudly, an - 
like Monarchs, ruirCd with expenfive War. 
While, like wife Englifli, unconcerned, pi fa 
Aid fie us flay the Tragedy of W*. 
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Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



Men, 

The old Emperor- Mr. Mob**. 

Aureng-Zebi his Son. Mr. Hart. 

Morat^ his younger Son.- Mr. Ky**fh*. K 

Arimant^Govemot Of Agra. Mr- WimtrpA 

Dianct. 
v Solyman. /&<&** Lords* or 

Mir Bah a. V Omrabs , of 

yfta/. f feveral Fa&k 

AfapbCha*. \ tons. 
Fszel Chan. 

w 6 m e n. 

Nourmabal, the Emprcfs. Mrs. MarfiaH 

Indamora, a Captive Queen. Mrs. Cox. 

Melefi»da, Wife to Morat. . Mrs. CW*tf. 

29^ Favourite. Slave to the? ^ ^ 
Emprcfs* 5 



SCENE, Agra, intfie Year itffo. 
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ACT J. SCENE I. 



Emir Aliment, Afapli Chan and Faiel Chan. 

Arimakt. 
B Eay'n ftems the Empire of the Eaft to hj 
S On the SucccG of this important Day: 
9 Their Arms are to the fall Deciflon bent,'] 
K And Fortune labours with the vaft Event: 
9 She now has in her Hand the gratcft 
» Stake, 
Which -for contending Monarchs (he can make. 
What e'er can urge ambitious Youth to fight, 
She pompoufly difolaysjiefore their Sight: 
Laws, Empire, All permitted to the Sword, 
And Fate could ne'er an ampler Scene afford. 

Aftth. Four feveral Armies to the Field are led, 
Which, high in equal Hopes font Princes head: 
fadu and Ganges, our wide Empire's Bounds, 
Swell iheir dy'd Currents with their Native's Wounds ; 
Each puiple River winding, as he runs, 
Hit bloody Arms about his fl.i ughrer'd Sons. 

faati. I well remember you foretold the Storm, 
When firft the Brothers did their Faftions forta ; 

When. 
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When each, by curs'd Cabals of Wbmca, ftrove \ 

To draw th'indulgent King to partial Love. 

jtrim. What Heav'n decrees, no Prudence can p rey eat j 
, To cure their mad Ambition, they were fent .j 

To rule a diflanr Province each alone 7 . j 

What could a careful Father more have done?' i 

He made Provision againft all, but Fate; ] 

While, by his Health, wc held our Pesce of State. j 

The weight of fevenry-. Winters preft him* down*,. 
He bent beneath the Burthen of a Crown : ' 

Sicknefs, at laft, did his fpent Body feize, 
And Lr'fe almoft funk under the Difeafe: 
Mortal 'twas thought, at leaft by them dehYd, 
Who, impioufly, into his Years inquir'd : 
As at a Signal, (freight the Sons prepare 
For open Force, and rum to fudden Wan 
Meeting, like. Winds broke loofe upon the Maiir, 
To prove, by Arms, whofc Fate it was to reign, 
* Afaph. Rebels and Parricides ! 

Arim. Brand not their Actions with fb foul a Name: 
Pity, at leaft, what we are fore'd to blame. 
When Death's cold Hand has clos'd the Father's Eye, 
You know the younger Sons are dbom'd to die, 
Lefs Ills are chofen greater to avoid, 
And Nature's Laws are by the State's deftroy*d* 
What Courage tamely could to Death confent* . 
And not, by ffriking firft, the Blow prevent?. 
Who falls in fight, cannot himfelf accufe, 
And he dies greatly who a Crown purfues: 

To them Solyman Agah. 

Solym. A new Exprefs all Agr* does afright: 
Earth and Aureng-Zeb* are join'd in Fight; 
The Prefs of People thickens to the Court, 
Th'impatient Crowd devouring the Report. [bring* 

Arim. T'cach changing News they cnang*d Affe&ion* 
And fervilely from Fate expect a King. 

Solym. The Minifters of State, who gave us Law, 
In Corners, with fck&ed Friends, withdraw ; 
There, in deaf murmurs, folemnlyare wife; 
Whtfp'ring, like Winds, e'er Hurricanes arife. * 

Thft 
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The ffloft Corrupt arc moit Obfequious grown, 
And thofe they icorn'd, officioufly they own. 

Afapb. In change of Government, 
The Rabble rule their great Opprcilbr's Fate: 
Do. Sovereign Juftice, and Revenge the State. 

Solym. The little Courtiers, who ne'er come to know 
The Depth of Factions, as in Mazes go, 
Where Int'refts meet and crofs fb 6ft, that they 
With too much care are wilder'd in their Way. 

Arm. What of the Emperor ? 

Sdym. Unmov'd, and brave, he like himfelf appears, 
And, meriting no 111, no Danger fears: 
Yet mourns his former Vigour loft fb far, 
To make him now Spectator of a War : 
Repining that he muft preferve his Crown 
By any Help or. Courage but his own : 
Wiflic?, each Minute, he could unbeget 
Thofe Rebel-Sons, who dare t'ufurp his Seat: 
To fway his Empire with unequal Skill, 
And mount a Throne, which none but he can fill. 

Arm, Oh I had he (till that Character maintained, 
Of Valour, which in blooming Youth he gain'dl 
He promis'd in his Eaft a glonous Race; 
Now, £mk from his Meridian, fets apace. 
But as the Sun, when he from Noon declines, 
And with abated Heat, lefs fiercely mines, _ 
Seems to grow Milder as. he goes away, 
Pkafing himfelf with the Remains of Day : 
So he who, in his Youth, for Glory ftrovc, 
Would recompence his Age with Eafe and Love. 

Afafh. The Name of Father hateful to him grows, 
Which, for one Son, produces him three Foes. 

Tazel. Darah, the Eldcft, bears a generous Mind 5 
But to implacable Revenge inclin'd, 
Too openly does Love and Hatred {how : 

bounteous Waiter, but a deadly Foe. 

Sdm. From Sujah's Valour I mould much, expect, 

t he's a Biget of the Ftrfim Sedfc : 

d, by a Foreign InrVcft fecks to Reign, 

•pcleis by L*»vc the Sceptre to obtain. 
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Ajkph. Mnrfs too fhfoknt, too much a Brave, 
His Courage to his Envy is a Slave. 
What he attempts, if his Endeavours fail 
T'cfipa, he is rdfblv'd no other (hall. 

Artm. But Ammg-Zebe, by no ftrong PaiTion fwayVt 
Except his Love, more template is, and weigh r di 
This -4f/<w rauft our finking State uphold ; 
In Council cool, but in Performance bold ; 
He (urns their Virtues in himfelf alone, 
And adds the greatefr, of a Loyal Son: 
His Father's Caufe upon his Sword he wears; 
And with his Arms, we hope, his Fortune bears; 

Sojym. Two vaft Rewards may well his Courage mere* 
A Parent's Blefling, and a Miftrcfs 1 Love. 
If he fiicceed, his Recompence, we hear, 
Mull be the Captive Queen, of Cajjtmere. 

To them, Abas. *„ . 

Abas, Mifchiefs on Mrfchiefs, greater ftiU, and more; 
The neighb'ring Plain with Arms is cover'd o^cr : 
The Vale an Iron-Harvefr feems to yield 
Gf thick-fprung Lances in a waving Field. 
The potifiYd StreL gleams terribly front far* . 
And every moment nearer fhows the War. 
The Hories neighing by the Wind is blown, 
And Caffl'd-Elephants o'er-look the Town. 

Arim. If, as I fear, Momt thefe Fbv/rs command 
Our Empire on the Brink of Ruin ftaads: 
Th* ambitious Emprefs wkh her Son is join'd, 
And, in his Brother's Abfence, has deiign'd 
The unprovided Town to take with eaTe, 
And then, the Perfbn of the King to feize. 

Solym. To all his former Iflue ihe has fhown 
Long hate,, and laboured to advance her own. 

Abas. Thefe Troops are his. 
Sur*t he took; and thence, preventing Fame, 
By quick and painful Marches hither came. 
Since his Approach, he to his Mother fent, 
And two long Hours in ctofe Debate were fpentj" 

Arim. I'll to my. Charge, the Cktadel repair, 
/Lnd (how my Duty by say jimck -Cape* . 
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9 £tt» ffe Emperor with a Letttr m his Htmdt Afttr him* 
m Ambtjbdmr, with a Tmn frlbwing. > 

Ajaph. But fee, the Emperor! a fiery red 
His Brows, and glowing Temples does o'er-fpreao* 
Herat has fome dupleaiuig Meftage fait. 

Amb. Do not. great Sir, mttconftrue his Intent* 
Nor tail Rebellion what was prudent Care, 
To gaard himfelf by rieceflary War : 
Whje he believM you living, he obey'd : 
His Governments but as your Vice-Roy fway"d: 
But, when he thought you gone 
Taogment the Number of the Blefs'd above* 
He dcem'd *em Legacies of Royal Love: 
Nor arm'd his Brothers Portions to invade, 
Bat to defend the Prefent you had made. 

Imp. By frequent Meflages, and ftri€t Commands, 
He knew my Pleafure to difcharge his Bands : 
Proof of my Life my Royal Signet made; 
Yet fall he arm'd, came on, and difobey'd. [ceaTds 

Amb. He thought the Mandat fbrg'd, your Death con- 
And but delayU till Truth ihould be rcveaTd. * 
Zmp . News of my D||& from Rumor he recciVd j 

And what he wiih'd, he«|iy believ'd : 

But long demurr'd, thoutfb from my Hand he knew 

I hYd, To loath he was SShink it true. 

Since he pleads Igaor^Mfto that Command, 

Now let him {how bMSuty, and disband. 
Amb. His Hbaour f ^fe, will fufifer in the Caufej 

He yields his Arms unjuft, if he withdraws : 

And begs his Loyalty may be dedar'd, , 

By owning thofe he leads to be your Guard. 
Bmp. I, in my felf, have all the Guard I needs 

Bid the prefumptuous Boy draw off with ipecd : ' 

If his audacious Troops one Hour remain, 

My Cannon from the Fort fhaH Fcour tie Plain; ] 

Amb, Since you deny him Entrance, he demands 

His Wife, whom cruelly you hold in Bands; 

Her, if unjufUy you from him detain, 

|2e juitiy will by force of Axms regain. 
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Itnp. O'er him, and his, a Right from Heav'n I hirer. 
Subject, and Son, he's doubly born my Slave, 
But whatfoe'er his own Demerits are, 
Tel] kirn, I (hall not make on Women, War. 
And yet I'll do her Innocence the Grace, 
To keep her here, as m the fafer Place. 
But thou, who dar'ft this bold Defiance bring, 
May'ft feel the Rage of an offended King. 
Hence from my Sight, without the lead Reply: N 
One Woxdj nay, one Look more, and thou (halt die. 

[Exit Amb*ff*J*r. 
JU-mutr Arimant. 
Arhn. May Heav'n, great Monarch, (till augment your 
With length of Days, and every Day like this. [BiiJ 
For, from the Banks, of Germa news is brought, 
Your Army has a bloody Battel fought: 
T>arab from Loyal Attreng-Zebe is fled; 
And forty thouland of his Men lye dead. 
To Sujah next your conquering Army drew ; 
Him they-furpris'd, and eafily o'er-threw. 
Emp. 'Tis well. [done, 

Arim, But well! what more could at your Wifh be 
Than two fuch.Conquefts gain'd by fuch a Son? 
Your Pardon, mighty Sirj 
You feem not high .enough your Joys to rate; 
You Hand indebted a raft Sum to Fate : 
And fhould larga Thanks for the great Blcfling pay. 

Emf. My Fortune owes me greater egery Day. 
And fhould my Joy more high for this appear. 
It would hare argu'd me before of Fear. 
How is Heav'n kind, where I have nothing woo* 
And Fortune only pays me with my own ? 

Arim. Great Aureng-Zebe did duteous Care exprefi; 
And durft not pufh too far his good Succeis. 
But left Morat the City fhould attack, 
" Commanded his victorious Army back $ 
Which, left to march as fwiftly as they may* 
Himielf comes firft, and will be here this Day, 
Before a clofe-form'd Siege fhut up his way. 
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Effrt. Prevent his Purpofe, hence, with all thy fpecd. 
Stop nimj his*Entrance to the Town fjrbid. 

Arm. How, Sir? your Loyal, your Victorious Son? 

'Bmf. Him would I, more than all the Rebels, ^hun. 

Arim. Whom with your Pow*r and Fortune, Sir, you 
Now to fufpe& is vain, as 'tis unjuft, [truftf 

He comes not with a Train to move your Fear, 
Bat trufts himfelf, to be a Pris'ner here. 
You knew him Brave, you know him Faithful now: 
He* aims at Fame, but Fame from ferving you, 
Tis {aid, Ambition in his Breaft does rage : 
Who would not be the Heroe of an Age? 
AH grant him prudent; Prudence Intereft weigh?, 
Andlntcreft bids him feck your Love and Praite. 
I know you grateful j when he march'd from hence, 
You bad him hope an ample Recompence : 
He conquerM in that Hope; and from your Hands, 
His Love, the precious Pledge he left, demands. / 

Imp. No more; you fearch too deep my wounded 
And (how me what I fear, and would not find. [Mind i 
My Son has all the Debts of Duty paid ; 
Our Prophet fends him to my preient Aid. 

Such Virtue to diftruft were bale and low: 

I'm not ungrateful-—- or I was not fo ! 

Inquire no farther, flop his coming on: 

I will not, cannot, dare not fee my Son. 
Arim. 'Tis now too late his Entrance to prevent: 

Nor muft I to your Ruin give confent. 

At once your Peoples Heart, and Son s you lofe: 

And give him all, when vou juft things rerufe. 
Mmf. Thou lov'ft me fure; thy Faith has oft been tryM, 

In ten pitch'd Fields, not fhrinking from my Side, 

Yet giv'ft me no advice to bring me cafe. 
Arm. Can you be cur'd, and tell not your Difeafe? _ 

I ask'd you, Sir. 
tmf. T hou (hould'ft have ask*d again : 

There hangs a fecret Shame on guilty Men. 

Thou (hould'ft have pulTd the Secret from my Breaft, 

Torn out the bearded Steel to give me Reft; 
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At leaft, thou ifhould'ft have gucfs'd ■■ ■ ■ ■ ■■ 

Yet thou art honeft, thou coukTft ne'er have guefs'd. 

Haft thou been never bafe? did Love ne'er bend 

Thy frailer Virtue, to betray thy Friend f 

Flatter me, make thy Court, and fay, It did: 

Kings in a Crowd would have their Vices hM. 

We would be kept in Countenance, fav'd from Shame? 

And own'd by others who commit the fame. 

Nay, now I nave confefsM. ■ 

Thou feeft me naked, and without difguife: 

I look on Ameng-Zekt with Rival's Eyes. 

He has abroad my Enemies o'ercome, 

And I have fought to ruin him at home. 

Arm. This free Confeftion (hows you long did ftrfftj 
And Virtue, though opprcft, is ftill alive. 
But what Succefi did your InjufHce find ? 

Emp. What it deferv d, and not what I deflgn'd. " .. 

Pnmov'd (he flood, and deaf to all my Prayers, 
As Seas and Winds to finking Mariners. 
But Seas grow cajm, and Winds are reconciled : 
Her Tyrant Beauty never grows more mild. 

PrayYs, Promifcs, and Threats were all in vain. 
Arm. Then cure your felf by generous Difdafn; 
D»p % Virtue, Difcfein, Defpair, I oft have try'd. 

And foil'd, have with new Arms my Foe defy*d. 

This made me with Co little Joy to hear l 

The Victory, when I the Victor fear. 

Arim % Something you fwiitly muft refblve to do, 

Left Aureng-Zebe your fccret Love fhould know. 

Morat without does for your Ruin wait; 

And would youlofc the Buckler of your State I 

A jealous Emprefs lyes within your Arms, 

Too haughty to endure negle&ed Charms. 

Your Son is duteous, but (as Man) he's frail, 

And juft Revenge o!er Virtue may prevail. 
Emp. Go then to IndamorA, fay from me. 

Two Lives depend upon her Seprefie. 

Bid her conceal my Paffion from my Son.* 

Tho* Aureng-Zebe return a Conqueror, K 

Both he and (he are ftill within, my Fow'r. 

Siy» 
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Say, I'm a Father, but a Lover too: 
Much to my Son, more to my felf I owe. 
When (he receives him, to her words give Law. 
And even the Kindnefs of her Glances awe. 
See, he appears! [After afhert whijper, Arimant departs. 
Eater Aureng-Zebe, Dianet, and Attendants. Aureng- 
Zebe kneels to his lather, and kips his Hand. 

Am. My Vows have been fuccefsful as my Sword: 
My Pray*rs are heard, you have your Health rcftor'd. 
Once more 'tis given me to behold your Face : 
The beft of Kings and Fathers to embrace. 
Pardon my Tears j 'Tis Joy which bids 'em flow, 
A Joy which never was fincere till now. 
That which my Conqueft gave, I could not prize \ 
Or 'twas imperfect till I Taw your Eyes. 

Imp. Turn the Difcourfe: I have a Reaftn why 
f would not have you fpeak fo tenderly. 
Knew you what Sname your kind Expreflions bring, 
You would in pity fpare a wretched King. 

Am. A King! you rob me, Sir, of halt my due; 
You have a dearer Name, a Father top. 

Imp. I had that Name. 

Am. ■ u- What have I (aid or done, 
That I no longer mud be cali'd your Son ? 
Ti$ in that name, HeaVn knows, I glory more, 
Than that of Prince, or that of Conqueror. 

Imp. Thai you upbraid mcj I am pleas'd to fee 
You're not Co perfect, but can fail, like me. 
I have no God to deal with. 

jtj tr% . Now I find 

Some fly Court Devil has feducM your Mind: 
Fifl'd it with black Suspicions, not your own: 
And all my Actions through ralfc Opticks frown.' 
I ne'er did Crowns ambitioufly regad: 
Honour I fought, the generous Mind's Reward. 
Long may you live ! while you the Sceptre fway, 
I fh3l be ftill moft happy to, obey. 

Imp. Q\Atireng-Ztbe\ thy Virtues fliine too bright, f* 
They flaih too fierce : I, like the Bird of Night, > 

Shut my dull Eyes, and fickea at the£ight. S 

^ol. IV. E Thou 
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Thou- haft defervM more Love than I can (howj 

But tis thy Fate to jgive, and mine to owe. .] 

Thou ieeft me much diftemper'd in my Mind : \ 

Puli'd back, and then pum'd forward to be kind. 

Virtue, and— -~ fain I would my Silence break, 

But have not yet die Confidence to fpeak. 

Leave me, and to thjr needful Reft repair. | 

Xur. Reft is not fuiting with a Lover's Care. " ! 

I have not yet my Indanar* feea. [It g&i 

Emp. Somewhat I had forgot ; come back again: i 

So weary of a Fathers Company? 

Aftr. Sir, you were pleased your fclf to Licenfe me.i i 

Emp. You made me no relation of the Fight. 
Bcfides, a Rebel's Army is in fight. i 

Advife me firft : Yet go— 1 

He goes to InJamora-, I mould take 141**' 

A kind of envious Joy to keep him back. 
Yet to detain him makes my Love appear: 
I hate his Prefence, and his Abfence fear. [Beit, 

Aur* To fome new Clime, or to thy native Sky, 
Oh friendlefs and forteken Virtue fly. 
Thy Indian Air is deadly to thee grown: 
Deceit and canker'd Malice rule thy Throne. 
Why did my Arms in Battel profp'fous prove, 
To gain the barren Praifc of filial Love ? 
The belt of Kings by Women is mif-led, 
Charm'd by the Witchcraft of a fecond Bed, 
Againft my felf'I Victories have won, 
And by my fatal Abfence am undone. 

lb him> lndamora, with Arimant.. 
But here (he comes! 

In the calm Harbour of whole gentle Breaft, 
My Tempeft-beaten Soul may fifely reft. 
Oh, my Heart's Joy! what e'er my Sorrows be, 
They ceafe and vaniih, in beholding thee! 
Care (huns thy Walks ; as at the chearful Light, 
The. groaning Ghofts, and Birds obfeene take flight 
By this one View, all my paft Pains are paid : 
And ail I have to come more cafxe made, 

•Jtf 
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Jnd. Such (ulkn Planets at my Birth did fhine, 
They threaten every Fortune mixt with mine. 
Fly the Purfuit of my difkftrous Love, 
And from- unhappy Neighbourhood remove. 

Aw. Bid the laborious Hind, 
Whole hardned Hands did long in Tillage toil, 
Neglect the promis'd Harveft of the Soil. " * 

Should I, who cultivated Love with Blmod, 
Refufe Pofleflion of approaching Good? 

hd % Love is an Airy Good, Opinion make?: 
Which he who only thinks he has, partakes. 
Seen by a ftrong Imagination's Beam ; 
That tricks and drefles up the gaudy Dream, 
Prcfcnted fo, with Rapture 'tis enjoyed: 
Rais'd by high Fancy, and by low deftroy'd., 
. Aht. If Love be Vifion, mine has all tie Fire 
Which, in firft Dreams, young Prophets does infpiref 
I Dream, in you, our promis'd Paradite : 
Aa Age's Tumult of continued Bliis. 
But you have (till your Happinefs in doubt: 
Or elfe 'tis paft, and you haee dreamt it out. 

InJ. Perhaps not fo. 

Jmr. ——Can Indamora prove 
Soaker'd? Is it but, Pevjiaps you Love? 
Then farewel all! I thought in you to find 
A Balm, to cure my much diftemper'd Mind. 
I came to grieve a Father's Heart eflxang'd ; 
But little thought to find a Miftreis changed. 
Nature her felt is chang'd to punim me : * 
Virtue turn'd Vice, and Faith Incoaftancy. 

Ind. You heard me not Inconftancy confefs: 
Twas but a Friend's Advice to love me kfs. 
Who knows what adverfc Fortune may befel? 
Arm well your Mind: Hope little, and fear all. 
Hope, witn a goodly Profpe6fc, feeds your Eye: 
Shows, from a rifing Ground, PofTciliqn nigh : 
Shottens the Diftance, or o'er-looks it quite : 
So eafie 'tis to travel with the Sight. 

Aur. Then to Deipair you would my Love betray. 
By taking Hope, its kit £ind Friend, away. 

E a Yoa 
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You hold the Glafc, .but rcrn the Pcrfpc&ive.$ 

And father off the 'efTen'd Objcft drive. 

You bid me fear: In that your Change I know: 

You would prepare me for the coming Blow. 

But, to prevent you, take my l^tft Adieu j 

Til fadly tell my felf you are untrue, § - 

Rather than ftay to hear it told by you. \Gmg. 

Ind. Stay, Aurmg-Ztbt, I muft not let you go. 
And yet believe your felf, your own worft Foe, 
Think I -am true, and fcek no more to know. 
Let in my Breaft the fatal Secret lye, 
•Tis a fad Riddle, which, if known, we die. j 

[Seeming to }wje< j 

jfur. Fair Hypocrite, you leek to cheat in vain* 
Your Silence argues you ask time to feign.. 
Once more, farcwek The Snare in Sight is laid, . 
*Tis my own Fault if I am now betrayU \Gnng tgm* 
" Ind. Yet once more ftay \ you (hall believe me true, 
Though in one Fate I wrap my felf and you. 
Your Abfcnce- - - 

jtrim. Hold; you knew die hard. Comjnani 

I muft obey : You only can withftand 
Your own Mifhap. I beg you on my Knee, 
Be not unhappy by your own Decree. 

Aiw. Speak, Madam, by (if that be yet an Oath) 
Your Love, I'm pkas'd we (hould be oiin'd both. 
Both is a found of Joy. 

In Death's dark Bow*rs our Bridals we will keep: 
And his cold Hand 
Shall draw the Curtain when we go to fleep. * 

Ind. Know then, that Man whom both of us did tnw» 
Has been to you unkind, to me unjuft. 
The Guardian of my Faith fo fake did prove, 
As to follicitc me with lawlefs Love: 
Pray'd, promised, threaten'd, all that Man could do^ 
Baile as he's great j and need I tell you who? 

jlur. Yes 3 for I'll not believe my Father meant: 
Speak quickly, and my impious Thought* prevent. 
Ind. You've faidj I wi(h I could fome other name! 
4xm. My Duty muft excufe me, Sir, from blame 
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4 Guard there. 

"Enter Guards* 

jnr t S lave, for me ? 

Arm. ■ My Orders are 

To feire thk Princefs, whom the Laws of War 
Loog fince made Prlfoner. . 

Aur. —-—villain. 

Arim. Sir, I know" 

four Birth, nor dnr" ft another call me fb. 

Anr. I have redeem'd her 5 and as mine (he's free; 

Arm. You may have Right to give her Liberty: 
But with your Father, Sir, that Right difpute* 
For his Commands to me were abfolute; 
ff Jho di&ios'd Jus Love, to ufe the Right 
Of War, and to fccure her from your Sight.- 

Aur. I'll refcue her, or die. [Drawr; 

And you, my Friends, though-few, are yet too brave 
To tee your Gen'ral's Miftrefs made a Slave. {M draw. 

hd. Hold, my dear Love! if fo muchPow'r there lyes, 
As once you own'd, in Indamora's Eyes, 
Lofe not the Honour you have early won j 
Bat ftand the bkmelds Patten* of a Son. 
My Love your Claim inviolate fecurcs: 
*Tis writ in Fate, I can be only yours. 
My SufPrings for you make your HcartTny Due: 
Be worthy me, as I am worthy you. 

Aur. Fve thought, and blcfs\j be you who gave me 
time : [Putting up hit Sword. 

My Virtue was (brprisM into a Crime. 
Strong Virtue, like ftrong Nature, (buggies ftill : 
Exerts it felf, and then throws off the Si. 
I to a Son's and Lover's Praife afpire : ^ 
And muft fulfil the Parts which both require. 
How dear the Cure of Jealouhe has coft ! 
With too much Care and Tendernefs y'are \oUt. 
So the fond Youth from Hell redeem'd his Prize, 
Till looking back, fhe vanifh'd from his Eyes! 

lExem fivtralfy. 

E j ACT 
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A C T II. SCENE I. 

Setvixt the A&s, a warlik* Tm$ is flout, footing of Guns* 
and Shouts tfSMiers are heard, us 'm an AJ/auk. 

' Jtarcng-Zebe, Arimant, Aiaph Chan, Fazel Chan, 

and Solyman. 

Ar.TT7Hat Man could do, was by Mra/perform'd: , 

W The Fortrcis thrice himfelf in Pcffoaft«nnU 
Tour Valour bravely did th* Aflault fuftain 5 i 

And fill'd the Moats and Dkchetf with the Skin* \ 

Till, mad wkh Rage, into the Breach he nVd : 
Slew Friends and Foes, and in the Smoak retirU j 

Arim. To us yoo give what Praifei arc not duet j 

WLorat was thrice repuVd, but thrice by you. j 

High, over all, wis your great Conduct fhown-: ♦ j 

4 You fought our Safety, but forgot your own, 

Afafh. Their Standard, planted on the Battlement, i 

Defpair and Death, among the Soldiers lent: 1 

You, the bold Omrah tumbled from the Wall 5 
And Scouts of Victory purfu'd his Fall 

FazeL To you, alone, we owe this profp'rou* Day: 
Our Wives and Children refcu'd from the Prey : 
Know your own Int'reft, Sir> where-e%r you lead, 
v We jointly Vow to own no other Head. [mancb; 

Solym. Your Wrongs are known. Impofe but your Conv 
This Hour ihaU bring you- twenty thoufend Hands.' 

Aur. Let them who truly would appear my Friend** 
Employ their Swords, like mine, for noble Ends. 
No more: Remember you have bravely done: 
Shall Trcafbn end, what Loyalty begun? 
I own no Wrongs j fomc Grievance I confeis, ^ 

But Kings, like Gods, at their own Time redrefi. 
Yet, fome becoming Boldncfs I may ufe : 
I've well deferv'd, nor will he now refufc, \Aftfr~ 

n 
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IB ftrike my Fortunes with him at a Heat : 
And give him not the leifure to forget. 

[Exit, attended by tip Omrahs. 

Mm. Oh! Tndnmora, hide thefe fatal Eyes 5 
Too deep they wound whom they too fbon furprife : 
M7 Virtue,. Prudence, Honour, Intereft, all 
Before this Universal Monarch fall. 
Beauty, like Ice, our Footing does betray j t 

Who can tread fare on the fmooth flippcry Wayf 
Pkas'd with the Pauage, we Hide fwiftly on: 
Aod fee the Dangers which we cannot rhun. 

2b him, Indamora. 

M. I hope siy Liberty may reach thus far : 
Thefe Terras Walks within my Limits are. . 
I came to feck you', and to let you know, 
How much I to your generous Pity owe; 
The King, when he defign'd you for my Guard,- 
Refoiv'd he would not make my Bondage hard : 
IF otherwise, you have deceiv'd his End$ .- 
And whom he meant a Guardian; made a Friend. 

At'm. A Guardian's Title I muft own with ihame.: 
But fhould be prouder of another Name. 

hid. And therefore 'twas I changed that Name before; 
I caQ'd you Friend,' and could you wiih for more ? 

Afim. I dare, not ask for what you would not grant : 
But Wiflies, Madam, are extravagant. 
They are not bounded with things poflible: 
I may wiih more than I prefume to tell : 
Defoe's the vaft Extent of humane Mind, 
It mounts above, and leaves poor Hope behind. 
I could wiih- ■ ■■■ 

bd. What? 

Arm. Why did you {peak ? you've dafh'd myFancy quite ; 
Ev*n in th' approaching. Minute of Delight. 

I muft take breath- 

E're I the Rapture of my Wifh renew, 
And tell you then, It terminates in you. 

hul. Have you confider'd what th J Event would'be? - 
Or know you, Arimm, your felf, ormc? 

1 4 Were 
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Were I no Queen, did you my Beauty weigh/ * 
My Youth in bloom, your Age in its decay ? 

Arim< I my own Judge, condemn'd my (elf before: 
For pity aggravate my Crime no more. 
So weak 1 am, I with a Frown am flain : 
You need have us'd but half Co much Difdain. 

Ind. I am not cruel vet to that degree : 
Have better Thoughts both of your felf, and me. 
Beauty a Monarch is, 

"Whicn Kingly Power magnificently proves, 
By Crouds of Slaves, and peopled Empire loves. 
And fuch a Slave as you, what Queen would lofe? 
Above the reft, I Annum* would chufe: 
For Counfel, Valour, Truth, and Kindnefs too, J 

All I could wifh in Man, I find in you. j 

Arm. What Lover could to greater Joy be rais'd! 
I am, methinks, a God, by you thus prais'd. j 

, Ind. To what may not defcrt, like yours, pretend? j 
You have all Qualities — that fit a Friend. 

Arm. So Mariners miftake the promis'd Coaft : 
And, with full Sails, on the blind Rocks are loft. 
Think you my aged Veins fo faintly beat, 
They rue no higher than to Friendship's heat? 
So weak your Charms, that, like a Winter's Night, 
Twinkling with Staj&they freeze me while they light! 

Ind. Miftake me nc$$good Arimant, I know 
My Beauty's PowV, and what my Charms can do. 
You your own Talent have not fcarn'd fb wtU j 
But pra&ife one, where you can ne'er excel. 
You can at rhoft, 

To an indifPrent Lover's Praife pretend : 
But you would fpoil an admirable Friend. 

Aran. Never was Amity fb highly priz/dj 
Nor ever any Love fo much de(pis*d. 
Ev'n to my felf ridiculous I grow; 
And would be angry, if I knew but how. 




I'll ufe it j for I need juft fuch a Friend. 
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You muft perform, not what you think is fit: 
But, to what ever I propofe, fubmit. 
* Artm. Madam, you hare a ftrange Afcendant gain'cTj 
You ufe me like a Courfer, fpurx'dand rein'd; 
If I fly out, my Fiercenefs you command,, 
Then foethy and gently (broke me with your Hand* 
Impofe; but ufe your Pow'r of taxing well: 
When Subjects cannot Pay, they foon Rebel. t . ^ 
Enter the Emperor, mfeen by them, 

lad. My Rebels funiihment would eafie prove: 
You know y'are in my Pow'r by making Love. . 

Jrim. Would I, without diipute, tour Will obey, \ 
And could you, in return, my Life Betray ? 

Imp. What danger, Arimant, is this you fear ? 
Or what.Love-fecret which I mud not hear?" - k 

Thefe^dterM Looks fome inward Morion fbow. 
His Cheeks are pale, and yours with Blu flies glow. 

[To her. 

hd. Tis what, with Juftice, may my Anger move : 
He has been bold, and talk'd tome of Love. 

Arm. I am betray *d, and (hall be doom'd to dklTAjule. 

Imp. Did he, my Slave, pre&rne to look fo high.? 
That crawling Infccfc, who from Mud began, 
Warm'd by my Beams, and kindled into Man? 
Durft' he, who does but for my Pkt&re live, 
Intrench on Love, my great Preap^tive ? 
Print his bale Image oh his Sovereign's Coin? 
Tis Treafon if he ftamp his Love with mine. 

Arm. 'Tis true, I have been bold, but if it be 
A Crim e ■ 

InA. — —He means, 'tis only lb to me. 
You, Sir, Ihould praifc, what I muft difapprove: 
He imolentiy talk'd to me of Love : 
Bat, Sir, 'twas yours, he made it in your Name: 
You, if you pleafe, may all he (aid dilclaim.- 

Emp. I muft difclaim what e'er he can exprefs : 
His groveling Senfe will fliow my Paffion kfs. 
But ftay, if what he faid, my Meflage be, 
What Fear, what' Danger could arrive from me r* 
He (aid, he fear'd you would his Life betray. 
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Jnd. Should he prefume again, perhaps I may, 
Tho' in your Hands he hazard not his Life 
Remember, Sir, your fury of a Wife* 
"Who, not content to be reveng'd on you, 
The Agents of your Paflion will purfue. | 

Emp. If T but hear her namtt, I'm fick that Dafji I 

The Sound is mortal, and frights Life away. j 

Forgive me, Annum* my jealous Thought ; ! 

Diftruft in Lovers is the tender'fr. Fault. 
Leave rne, and tell thy felf in my Excufe, 
Love, and a Crown, no Rivalfhip can bear; 
And precious things are fKll pofleis'd with Fear. 

[Exh Arimant bwhfr 
This, Madam, my Excufe to you may plead} 
Love (hould forgive the Faults which Love has made. j 
rrlnd. From me, what Pardon can you hope to have, 
Robb'd of my Love, and treated as a Slave? 

Emp. Force is the laft Relief which Lovers find: i 

And 'tis the beft Excufc of Woman-kind. ' 

Ind. Force never yet a generous Heart did gain: 
We yield on parley, but are ftarm'd in vain. 
Conftraint, in all things, makes the Pleafure lefsj 
Sweet is the Love which comes with Willi ngnefs* 

Emp. No j 'tis Refinance that inflames Defire: 
Sharpens the Darts of Love, and blows his Fire. 
Love is difarm'd that meets with too much Eaic: 
He Languifhes, and docs not care to pleafe/ 
And therefore 'tis your golden Fruit you guard 
With fo much carer to make Poflefiion hard. 

Ind. Was't not enough you took my Crown away, 
But cruelly you muft my Love betray? 
I was well pleased to have transferr'd my Right, 
And better chang'd your Claim of lawleis Might, 
By taking him, whom you cftcem'd above 
,Your other Sons, and taught me firfi to Love. 

Emp. My Son by my Command his Courft muft Iter: 
I bad him Love, I bid him now forbear. 
If you have any Kindnefs for him fHll, 
Adviie him not to fhock a Father's Will. 
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tni. Muft I advifc? 
Then let mc fee him, and I'll try t'obey. 

Emp. I had forgot, and dare not truft your way.' 
But fend him word, 

He has riot here an Army to command: 
Remember, he and you are in my Hand. 

Ind. Yes, in a Father's Hand, whom he has ferv*d* 
And, with the hazard of his Life, prefcrv'd. 
Bat Piety to* you, unhappy Prince, 
Becomes a Crime, and Duty an Offence: 
Againft your felf, you with your Foes combine,' 
And feem your own Definition to defign. 

Emp. You may be pleaVd your Politicks to fpare*. 
I'm old enough, and can my felf take care. 

Ind: Advice from me was, I confefs, too bold; 
Y'are old enough; it may be, Sir, too old. 

Emp. You 'pleafe. your felf with your Contempt of Age; 
- But Love, neglected, will convert to Rage. 
' If on your Head my Fury docs not turn, 

Thank that fond Dotage which fo much you Icon*. 
But, in another's Perfon, you may prove, 
There's warmtii for Vengeaicc left, tho* not for Love* 

Re-enter Arimant. 

Arm. The Emprcis has the Anti-chambers paft, 
And this way moves, with a diforder'd hafte: 
Her Brows, the ftormy Marks of Anger bear. 

imp. Madam, retire: She muft not fjnd you here. 

[Exit Indamor-a *'ttk Arimant). 
"Eater Nourmahal haftfy. 

Now. What have I done, that Nourm*k*l muft prove 
The Scorn and Triumph of a Rival's Love ? 
My Eyes are ftill the &me, each Glance, each Grace 
Keep their fir& Luftre, and' maintain their Place $ 
Not fecond yet to any other Face. 

Emf, What Rsge tranfports you ? Are you well awake? 
Such Dreams diftra&ed Minds in Feavers make. 

Hour. Thofc Feavers you have giv'fljthofe Dreams have 
By broken Faith, and an abandon'd Beit. [bred. 

Such Virions hourly pafs before my Sight j f 

VThich from my Eyes their^balmy Slumbers fright, > 
la the fevereft Silence of the Night. S 

. yifion, 
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Vifions, which in .this Cittadel arc feea* 
Bright, glorious Vifions of a Rival Queen, 

Emf. Have patience, my firft Flames can ne'er decay: 
Thefe are but Dreams, and ibon will pafs away. 
Thou knoy/il, my Heart, my Empire, all is thine : 
In thy own Heav*n of Love lcrenely mine: 
Fair as the Face of Nature did appear. 
When Flowers firft peep'd, and Trees did Blofbms bear,] 
And Winter had not yet deform'd th' inverted Year. 
Calm as the fireath which fans our Eaftern Groves, • 
And bright as when thy Eves firft lighted up our Lover/ 
Let our eternal Peace be feal'd by this, 
t With the firft Ardour of a Nuptial Kifs. [Offirs to kifs bit, 
Nour. Me would you have, me your Tarn t Kifies prove 
The Dregs and Droppings of enervate Love? 

Muft I your cold long-labouring Age fuftain, 

And be to empty Joys provok'd in vain ? 

Receive you ugning after other Charms, { 

And take an abient Husband in my Arms? 
Enrt>. Even thefe Reproaches I can bear from yon: 

You doubted of my Love, believe it true. 

Nothing but Love this Patience could predict; i 

And I allow your Rage that kind Excufe. 

Kour. Call it not Patience; 'tis your Guift ftands mote: 

You have a Caufe too foul to bear difputc. 

You wrong me firft, and urge my Rage to rife, 

Then I muft pais for mad; you, meek and wilt: 

Good Man, plead Merit hy your (oft Replies. 

Vain Priviledge poor Women have of Tongue : 

Men can ftand fitent, and refolve on Wrong. 

Emp. What can I more? My Friendflup you refute. 

'And even my Mildnefs, as my Crime, accuie. 

Nour. Your fullen Silence cheats not me, falfe Man; 

I know you think the bloodieft things you can. 

Could you accuie me, you would raife your Voice: 

Watch for my Crimes, and in my Guilt rejoice. 

But my known Virtue is from Scandal free, 

And leaves no fhadow for your Calumny. 
Emp. £uch Virtue is the Plague of human Life 

A virtuous Woman, but a curled Wife. 

to 
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la vain of pompous Chaftity y*are proud : 
Virtues Adulter y of the Tongue, when loud 
I, with left pain, a Proftitutc could bear, 
Than the thrill Sound of Virtue, Virtue hear. 
.In unchafte Wires 

There's jet a kind of recompenfing Eafe: 
Vice keeps "em humble, gives *em care to plcafe: 
lut againft clamorous Virtue, what Defence? 
ft flops our Mouths, and gives your Noifc Pretence; 

Nwr. Since Virtue does your Indignation raife, 
Tis pity but you had that Wife you praife. 
Tour own wild Appetites are prone to range; 
And then you tax our Humours with your Change*! 

Imf. What can be fweeter than our native Home! 
Thither for Eafe, and loft Repofe, we come: N 
Home is the facred Refuge of our Life: 
Sccur'd from all Approaches but a Wife. 
If thence we fly, the Caufc admits no Doubt: 
None but an Inmate Foe could force us our. 
Clamours, our Privacies uneafie make: ffbrfakeC 

Birds leave their Neils difturb'd, and Beafts their Haunts 

Nour. Honour's my Crime, that has your loathing bred : 
You take no Pkafure in a virtuous Bed. 

Mm. What Pkafure can there be in that Eftate, 
Which your Unquietncfs has made me hate ? 

iflirink far off— — 
iflembHhg Sleep, but wakeful with the Fright, 
•the Day takes off the Pleafurc of the Nighr. 

Nour. My Thoughts no other Joys but Pow'r purfiie; 
Or, if they did, they muft be loft in you. • ! 

And yet the Fault's not min e 
Tho' Youth and Beauty cannot Warmth command} 
The Sun in vairi fhines on the barren Sand. 

Mmp. Tis true, of Marriage-bands I'm weary grown? 
Love fcprns all Ties, but thofe that are his own. 
Chains that are dragg'd, muft needs uneafie prove: 
Por there's a God-Eke Liberty in Love. 

Nour. What's Love to you ? 
The Bloom of Beauty other Years demands $ 
Nor will be gather'd by fuch wither'd Hands : 

Yoa 



You importune it with a falfe*Defirc: ,. ; 

Which fyaxlfiks out, and makes no folid Fire^ 

This Impudence of Age, whence canit^grljj^ 

All you expecVand yet you nothing bnu|^ 

Eager to ask, when you are paft a Gran£j 

Nice in providing what you cannot wan£. ^ - 

Have Confciencej give not her you love this Pain;. ^ 

Sollicite not your faf, and her, in vain. 

All other Debts may Compeniation find : 

But Love is ftri&, and will be paid in kind. 

&nf. Sure of all Ills, DomeHick are the worfl> 
When moil fecure of Bleflings, we are curfh 
When we lay next us what we hold moft dear, • 
Like Hercules, invenonVd Shirts we wcaij. 
And' cleaving Mifchiefs. ^ - ' 

Spur. What you merit, have": 

Andiharc, at leaft, the Miferies you gave. ^ 
Your Days I will alarm, I'll haunt your Nights; 
And, worfe than Age, difable your Delights. 
May your fick Fame ftill languifli, 'till ic die: n 

All Offices of Pow'r negle&ed lie, L 

And you grow cheap in every Subject's Eye. j - 

Then, as the greatcft Curie that I can give j 
Unpity'd, be depps'd; and after live. [Gokg eff. . 

Emp. Stay 5 and now learn, 
How ciiminal foe'er we Husbands are, 
'Tis not fpr Wives to pufh our Crimes too far. 
Had you ftill Miftrefs of your Temper, been, 
I had been modeft, and not own'd my Sin. 
Your Fury hardens me : And what e'er Wrong 
You fufter, you have canceled by your Tongue. 
A Guard there; feize her: /She rtiall know this Hour,' 
What is a Husband's and a Monarch's Pow'r. 

[Guard feisus bet. 
Enter Aureng-fcebe. 

Ktur. I fee for whom your Charter you maintain: > 
I mufl be fetter\}> and my Son be (lain, £» 

That Zelymtts ambitious Race may reign. * 

Not fo you promis'd, when my Beauty drew 
AH Jtfia's Vows $ when Ve rjia left for you 

The 
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The Realm of Gmdahv for Dow'x I brought : 
That Jong contended Prize for which you fought. 

Am. The Name of Step-mother, yourpra&is'd Art* 
By which you have eftrang'd mv Father's Heart, 
All you hare done againft me, or defign, 
Shows your Averfion, but begets not mine. 
Long may my Father Inditts Empire guide* 
And may- no Breach your Nuptial Vows divide. 

Ewp. Since Love obliges not, I from this Hour, 
Affiune the Right of Man's defpotick Pow'r: 
Man is by Nature form'd your Sexes Head: 
And is hunfelf the Canon of his Bed. 
In Bands of Iron fetter'd you fhall be: 
An ether Toke than what you put on me. 

Jttr. Though much I fear my Int/refl-.is not great, 

Let me your Royal Clemency intreat. 
Secrets of Marriage ftill are Sacred held : 
There fweet and bitter by the wife conceal'd. 
Eirors of Wives refled* on Husbands Aill : 
And, whtn dirulg'd, proclaim you've chofen 01/ 
And tht myfterious Pow'r of Bed and Throne, 
Should always be maintained, but rarely mown. 
Emf. To (6 perverfe a Sex all Grace is vain: 
It gives 'em Courage to offend again : 
For with feign'd Tears they Penitence pretend: 
Again are pardon'd, and again offend. 
Fathom our Pity when they feem to grieve j 
Only to try how far we can forgive. 
Till knehing out into a Sea of ftrife, 
They feorn aU Pardon, and, appear alj Wife. 
But be it as you pleafe: For your lov'd fake, 
This laft and fruitless Tryal I will make. 
In all Requefts, your Right of Merit ufe: 
And know, There is but one I can refufe. 
[Hefigns f theGutris, mdtheyremrve froto the Emprefsl 
Now*. You've done enough, for you dciign'd my Chains; 
The Grace is vanifh'd, but th' Affront remains. 
Nor is*t a Grace, or for his Merit donej 
You durft no farther, for you fear'd my Son. 

. ThU 
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'This you have gain'd by the rough Courfe yoaprovef ; ^ 
I'm pad Repentance, and you paft my Love. - [Bxfr; 

Mmp. A Spirit fo untam'd the World ne'er bore. 

^r.^nd yet worfe Uiage had incensed her more. 
But fincc by no Obligement fhe is ty'd, 
You muft berimes for your Defence provide. 
I cannot idle in your Danger ftand; 
But beg orice more T may your Arms command: 
Two Battels your aufpicious Caufe hi? won j 
My Sword can perfect what it has begun, 
And,' from your Walls, diflodge that haughty Son; 

Etnf . My Son, your Valour has, this Day, been fiich, 
None can enough admire, o%$wife too much. 
But now, with Reafbn* Voir Succefs I doubt: 
Her Faction's ftrong within, tyr Arms without. 

Am. I left the City in a Pariick Fright: 
Lions they are in Council, Lambs in Fight. 
But my own Troops, by Wrxjth' led,arc;iiear * 
I, by to-morrow's dawn, expect 'cm here. 
To favour 'enV 1*11 Sally out i'reJDayi, 
And through our flaugktcf 'd Foes enjarg^their Way; 

Emp. Age has not yet . "^ 

So flirunk my Sinews, or fo chilPd my Veins, 
But confeious Virtue in my Breaft remains. 
But Jiad I now 

ThatSrrength,with which my boiling Youth was fraught, 
When in the Vale of Bdhforf fpxigtiu 
And from Bengali their Captive Monarch brought) 
When Elephant 'gainft Elephant did rear • 
His Trunk, and Caftlcs juftl'd in the Air; . 
My Sword thy way to Victory had fhown: 
And ow'd the Conqueft to it felf alone. 

jiur, Thofc fair Idea's to my Aid I'll call, 
And emulate my great Original. 
Or, if they fail, I will invoke in Arms, 
The Pow*r of Love, and Indamora's Charms. 

Emp, I doubt the happy Influence of your Star: 
T' invoke a Captive's Name bodes ill in War. 

Aur. Sir, give me leave to lay, Whatever now 
The Omen prove, it boded well to you. 

Your 
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I Your Royal Promife, whem I went to fight, 
ObHg'd mc to rdign a Vi&or's Right. 
.Her Liberty I fought for, and I won: 
And claim it as your General, and your Son. 

Imp. My lars ftiUrmg with noile, I'm vext to Death: 
i Tongue-kill'd, anil have not yet recover/d Breath. 
[ Nor wiH I be prefcrib'd my Time by you: 
Firft end the War, -.and then your Claim renew. 
VQak to your Conduct I my Fortune truft, 
Tq keep this Pledge of Duty is but jufh 

.fir. Someliidden Caufe your Jealouiie 'does moye»] 
Or you could ne'er fufpedt my Loyal Love. 

Smp. What Love fbever b^ an Heir is fhown» 
He waits but time to ftep into the Throne. 
You're neither juftify'd, nor yet accus'd: 
Mean while, the Prisoner with Refpe& is us'd. 

Aur. I know the Kindnefs of her Guardian fuch^ 
I need not fear too little, but too much. 
But how, Sir, how have you from Virtue fwerv'df 
Or what fo ill Return have I deftrv'd ? 
You doubt not me, nor have I {pent my Blood, 
To have my Faith no better understood i 
Your Soul's atiovc the Baftnefs of Diftruft: 
Nothing but Love could make you fo unjuft. 

Emp. You know your Rival then $ and know 'tis fit, ) 
tte Son's fhould to the Father's Claim fubmit. > 

4ur. Sons may have right, which they can never quit, j 
Your {elf Hid made that Title which I claim: 
Firft bid me Love, and authoris'd my Flame. 

imp. The Value of my Gift I did not know: 
If I could give, I can relume it too. 

Awr. Rccal your Gift, for I your Power confcfs: j 

But firft, take back my Life, a Gift that's Ids. \ 

Long life would now but a long Burthen prove: t 
You're grown unkind, and I have loft your Love. 
My Grief lets unbecoming Speeches fall : 
I fhoukl have dy'd, and not complain'd at all. 

*mp. W jtnefs ye Powers, 
How much I fuffer'd, and how long I ftrove 
Agaiaft th' Aflaults of this imperious Love! 
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I reprefented to my felf the Shame 

Of perjurYl Faith, and violated Fame. 

Tour great Deferts, how ill they were repaid;. [ 

All Arguments, in vain, I urg'd and weigh <d : 

For mighty Love, who Prudence does deipiie, 

F*r Reafoa, fhow'd me InJtmoras Eyes. 

What would you more, my Crime I fitdly view, ' * 

Acknowledge, am alham'd, and yet purfue. 

Aur. Since you can Love, and yet your Error fee,. 
The fame refiftleft Pow'r may plead for me. 
With no left Ardor, I my Claim purfue: 
I love, and cannot yield her even to you; 

Emp. Your elder Brothers, though o'ercome, have Right r 
The youngeft yet in Arms prepared to fight. 
Bnt, yielding her, I firmly nave decreed, 
That you alone to Empire (hall faceted. s 

Aur. To after-Ages let me ftand a Shame,' 
When I exchange for Crowns my Love or Fame, 
You might have found a mercenary Son, - 
Te vprofit of the Battels he had won^ 
Had I been fiich, what hindcr'd me to take 
The Crown? nor had th' Exchange been yours, to XKttfc 
While you are living, I no Right pretend; 
Wear it, and let it where you pleafe defcend. 
But from my. Love, 'tis Sacrilege to part: 
There, there's my Throne in Indatfort'sH&tt. 

Emp. 'Tis in her Heart alone that yon muft Reigns 
You'll find her Perfbn difficult to gain. , 
Give willingly what I can take by Force: 
And know, Obedience is your fafeft Course. 

-4w\ I'm taught, by Honour's' Precepts, to ol 
Fear to Obedience is a flavifh Way. 
If ought my Want of Duty could beget; 
You take the moil prevailing Means, to threat. 
Pardon your Blood that boils within my V^int; . 
It rifes high, and menacing difdains. 
Even Death's become to me no dreadful Name: 
I've often met him, and have made him tame: 



In fighting Fields, where our Acquaintance grew* 
\ } Lfaw him, ao4 contemnUhim fcrft fox you,. 
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Imf, Of formal Duty make no more thy boaft; 
Thou dtibbcy'ft where it concerns me moil. 
' Fool, with botji Hands thus to pufli back a Crown: 
And headlong call' thy felf from Empire down. 
Though Nmrmahal I hate, her Son (hall reign: 
, Inglorious thou, by thy own Fault remain. 
, Thy younger Brother 1*11 admit this Hour r 
So mine {hall be thy Miftrefs, his thy Pow*r. [Exi$+ 

Jtor. How vain is Virtue which directs our Ways 
Through certain Danger to uncertain Praife! 
Barren, and airy Name ! thee Fortune flies \ 
With thy lean Train,, the Pious and the Wife. 
Heav'n takes thee at thy Word, without regards 
And lets thee poorly be thy own Reward. 
The World is made for the bold impious Man* 
Who flops at nothing, icizes all he can. 
Jaftice to Merit does weak Aid afford** 
She trails her Ballance, and neglects her Sword. 
Virtue is nice to take" what's not her own j 
And, while fhe long confults, the Prize is gone. 

To him, Dianet. 

Di*. Forgive the Bearer of unhappy News: 
Your altered Father" openly purfiics 
Your Rain j and, to compafs his Intent, 
For violent Umu in hafte has fent 
The Gates he order*d all to be unbarr'd: * " 

And from the Market-place to draw the Guard. 

u&r. How look the People in this turn of State ? 

2>w. They mourn your Ruin as their proper Fate* 
Curfing the Emprefi: For they think it done 
By her Procurement, to advance her Son.' 
Him too, though aw'd, they fcarccly can forbear: 
His Pride they hate, his Violence they fear. 
All bent to rife, would you appear their Chief, 
Till your ovva Troops come up to your Relief. 

4w. Dl treated, and forfaken, as I am, 
J U not betray the Glory of my Name : 
Tis not for me, who We prefcrv'd a State, 
To buy. an Empire at fq bate a. Rate. ^ 



ti6 . Aurjnc-Zebl • 

Bis. The Points of Honour Poets may produce; 
Trappings of Life, for Ornament, .not Ufe : 
Honour, which only does the Name advance* 
Is the meer raving Madnefs of Romance. 
Pleas'd with a Word, you may fit tamely down^ 
And fee your younger Brother force the Crown* 

*Aur. I know my Fortune in Ettreams does Iyer. 
The Sons ofhultfim muft reign, or die* 
That defperate hazard Courage does create;. 
As he plays frankly, who has leaft Effete^ 
And that the World the Coward will dcipife, 
When Life's a Blank, who pulls not for a Prize? 

Dia. Of all your Knowledge, this vain Fruit you hav§ 
To walk with Eyes broad open to your Grave. 

Aur. From what I've {aid, conclude, without reply, 
I neither would Ufurp, nor tamely die.' 
Th' attempt to fly, would Guilt betray, or Fear: 
Befides, 'twere rain ; the Fort's our Prifon here* 
Somewhat I have rclblv'd 
Morat, perhaps, has Honour in his Brea£: 
And, in cxtreams, bold Counfels are the beft. 
Like Emp'ric Remedies, they laft are try'd;. 
And by ti' Event condemn'd, or juftify'cL * 
Prefcnce of Mind and Courage in Diftrcfi, 
Are more than Armies to procure Succcfs. p5&\ 
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Arimaat, with a Litter bis Hand: ladamora- 

Arm. AND I the Meflfenger to him from you? 

x\ Your Empire you to Tyranny puriuc* 

Tou lay Commands, both cruel and unjuft, 

To ferve my Rival, and betray my Truft. 

Jnd. You firft betraya your Truft in kmng flic* 

And fhould not I my own Advantage fee? 

- Smog 
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Irving my Lo^e, you may my FriendJhip gain; 
You know the reft of your Pretences vain. 
You mull, my Ar'tmmt* you muft be kind: 
*Tis m your Nature, and your noble Mind. 

Ar'tm. Ill to the King, and ftreight my Truft rehgn.| 
. Jnd. His Truft you may, but you fhatf never mine. 
Heav*n made jou love me for no other end, 
But to become my Confident and Friend : 
1 As fact, I keep mo Secret from your Sight, 
And therefore make you judge how ill I write: 
Read it, and tell me freely then your Mind: 
If 'tis inditeoVas I meant it, kind. 

Arim. I ask mt Heav'n my Freedom H rejhre, [Reading; 
Mitt only fir your fak e Fll read no more :, 

And yet I mu ft 

Ufsf* tm own, tbm for y<m Sorrow, J*d-~ [Reading^ 
Another Line, like this, would make me mad ■ 
Beafn! Ike goes on— yet more— and yet more kind ! 

[As JR*«ttg.' 
Each Sentence is a Dagger to my Mind. 
Set me this Nig ht ' [Reading* 

Thmk fortune, who didfuch a Wriend provide, 
lorfmhful AxiTmntJhal! bo your Guide. 
Not only to be made an Initrumcnt, 
But preingag'd. without my own Confent! 

Ind, Unknown fingage you ftill augments my Score, 
And gives you fcope ofmeriting the more. 

Jhrtm. The beft of Men 
Some int'reft in their Actions muft confefc; 
None merit but in hope they may poflels. 
The fatal Paper rather let me tear, 
Than, like Bellerophon, my own Sentence bear. 

hd. You majj but 'twill not be your beft Advice: 
Twill only give me Pains of Writing Twice. 
You know you muft obey me, foon or late : 
]Why fhould you vainly ftruggle with your Fate? 
Jrim. I thank thee, Heav'n, thou haft been won-' 
drous kind! 
Why am I thus to Slavery defign'd, 
And yet am cheated with a freebora Mind? 

Or 
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Or make thy Orders with my Reafbn fate, 
Or let me live by Senfe a glorious Brut 

[Shefimil 
You frown, and I obey with (peed, before 
That dreadful Sentence comes, See me no mere: 
See me no more! that Sound, methinks, I hear 
Like the laft Trumpet thund'ring in my Ear. • ' 

Enter Solymaa.- * 

Sotym. The Princefs Melefinda, bath'd in Tears 3 * 
And tofs'd alternately with Hopes and Fears, 
If your Afiairs fuchleifure can afford, \ 

Would learn from you the Fortunes of her Lord.' i 

Arm. Tell her, that I foine Certainty may brings 
I go this Minute to attend the King. J 

Ind. This lonely Turtle I defire to fee: : 

Grief, tho* not cur'd, is cas'd by Company. , 

Arm. to, Solym. S*y> if (he pkafe, (he hither may n> 
pair, • 
And breathe the frefhnefs of the open Air. [Exit S0I7QL 

Ind. Poor Princefs/ how I pity her Eftate, 
Wrapt in the Ruins of her Husband's Fate ! 
She mourn'd bier fit (hould in Rebellion rife \ 
Yet he offends, and (he's the Sacrifice. 

■ jfrim. Not knowing his Defign, at Court (he fbud; 
Till,* by Command, dofe Pris'ner (he was made. 
.Since when, 

Her Chains with Rman Confiancy (he bores 
But that, perhaps, an Indian Wife's is more. 

Ind. Go, bring her Comforts leave me here alone. 

Arim. My Love muft Hill be in Obedience (hewn. 

{ Exit Ariffl. 

Enter Melefinda, led by Solyman, who retires afterwards* 

Ind. When graceful Sorrow in her Pomp appears, 
Sure (he is drefs'd in Melejtnda's Tears. 
Your Head rcclin'd, (as hiding Grief from view,) 
Droops, like a Rofe furcharg'd with Morning Dew. 

Met. Can Flowers but droop in abfence of the San, 
Which -wak'd their Sweets? And mine, alas! is gone, 
But you the noblcft Charity exprefs: 
For they who tone in Courts, dill (hun Diflre&J 
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W. Diftrefs*d my felf, like you, confin'd I live: 
And therefore can Compaflion take, and give. 
We're both Love's Captives, but with Fate fo crofc 
One mull be happy by the others lofi. 
Idorat, or Aureng-Zebe muft fall this Day. 

Mel. Too truly Tmerlahts Succeflbrs they, 
Each thinks a World too little for his Sway, 
Could you and I the fame Pretences bring, * 
Mankind mould with more eafe receive a King: 
I would to you the narrow World refign. 
And want no*Empire while Mora* was mine 

hid. Wifh'd Freedom I prefage you foon will find*} 
If Heav*n be juft, and be to Virtue kind. 

Mel. Quite otherwifc my Mind foreteis my Fate- 
Short is my Life and that Unfortunate. 
Yet fhould I not complain, would Heav'a afford 
Some fittte time, e'er Death, to fee my Lord 

&/. Thefe Thoughts are but your Melancholy's Food* 
Kais'd from a lonely Life, and dark Abode; 
But whadbe'er our jarring Fortunes prove,* 

^^ °T r , Lords hate '- rethinks we two may love. 

Mel. Such be our Loves as may not yield to Fate- 
J bring a Heart more true than fortunate. ' 

^ , a . lGhing their Hands; 

To them, Anmant. 

Aim. I come with hafte furpriiing News to bring- 
In two Hours time, fince laft I j&w the King, 
Th' Affairs of Court have wholly chang'd their Face: 
Unhappy Jtureng-Zebe is in diferace : 
And your Mar*t 9 (proclaim y d the SucceiTor) 
i« call'd, to awe the City with his Power. 
Thole Trumpets his triumphant Entry tell. 
And now the Shouts waft near the CittadcJ. 

Ind. See, Madam, fee th* Event by me forefhown: 
I envy not your Chance, but grieve my own. - 

Mel. A Change fo unexpected muft iurprife:. 
And more, becaufe I am unus'd to Joys. 

W. May all your Wiihes ever profp'rous be, 
But Tm too much conccrnM th' Event to &e 
My £ycs too tender are > ■ , - \ 

1> 
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To view my Lord become the publick Scorn. 4 

I came to comfort, and I go to mourn. {TgkingherUmi, 

Mel. Stcy, I'll not fee my Lord, 
Before I give your Sorrow fome Relief 5 • 
And pay the Charity you lent my Grief. 
Here he fhall fee me firft with you conhVd: 
And, if your Virtue fail to move his Mind, 
I'll ufe my IntVeft that he may be kind. 
Fear not, I never mov'd him yet in vain. 
hid. So fair a Pleader any Caufe may gain. 
Idel. I have no tafte, methinks, of coming Joy; 
For black Prefages all my Hopes deflroy. 
Die, iomething whifpers, Metefinda, die; 
Fulfil, fulfil thy mournful Deftiny. 
Mine is a Gleam of Blifs, too hot to laft, . . 

L Watry it (bines* and will be fbon o'er-caft. 
Indamora md Mekfinda re-enter, *s into the Chamber, 
Arm*. Fortune feems weary grown of Atireng-Ztbe, 
While to her new-made Favourite, Morat, 
Her lavifh Hand is waftefully profufe : 
With Fame and flowing Honours tided in, 
Bom on a fwelling Current fmooth beneath him. 
• The King and haughty Emprefs, to our Wonder, 
If not atton'd, yet feemingly at peace, 
As Fate for him that Miracle refervU 

Eater in Triumph, Emperor y Morat, end Thai*. 
' lEmp. I have confe&d I love. 
As I interpret fairly your Defign, 
So look not with icverer Eyes on mine. 
Tour Fate has call'd you to th* Imperial Seat: 
In Duty be, as you in Arms are, great. 
For Attreng-Zebe a iutcd Name is grown/ 
And Love lefs bears a Rival than the Throne. ' ' ■{ 
Mar. To me, the Cries of righting Fields are Charms: , 
Keen be mv Sable, and of Proof my Arms, 
I ask no other Blefling of my Stars : 
No Prize but Fame, nor Minrefs but the Wars. 
I fcarce am pleas'd I tamely mount the Throne: 
Would A*eng-Ztbt had all their Souls in one : 

With 
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"With all my elder Brothers I would fight, 
And fo from partial Nature force my Right.' 

Imp. Had we but lading Youth, and Time to {pare,' 
Some might be thrown away on Fame and War: 
Bdt Youth, the perifhing Good, runs on too fad: % 
And unenjoy'd will fpend it felf to wafte ; p 

ftw knew the Ufe of life before 'tis paft. ^ 

rtad I once more thj Vigour to Command, 
I would not let it die upon my Hand : 
No Hour of PJeafure fhould pafs empty by, 
Youth fhould watch Joys, and fhoot *em as they fly; 

Mor. Methinks all Plcafiire is in Greatnefs found. 
KingSjlikeHeavVs Eye, thould frread their Beams around, 
Pkas'd to be teen, while Glory ? s Race they run : 
Reft is not for the Chariot or the Sun. 
Sabje&s are ftiff-necYd Animals,, they foon 
Peel flacken'd Reins, and pitch their Rider down. 

Bwf. To thee that Drudgery of Pow'r I give: 
Cares be thy Lot : Reign thou, and let me live. 
Tte Fort 131 keep for my Security j 
Buniefi, and publiek State refign to thee. 

Mbt. Luxurious Kings are to their People loft: 
. They live, like Drones, upon the pubiick Coft. 
My Arms, from Pole to Pole, the World (hall ihake: 
A«J, with my felf, keep all Mankind awake. 

&»$. Believe mei Son, and needlefs Trouble fparej - 
^l^s a bafe World, and is not worth .our Care. 
The Vulgar, a fcarce animated. Clod, * 
Ne'er pkas'd with ought above 'em, Prince or God; 
Were I a God, the drunken Globe ftiould roul : 
The little Emmets with the human Soul 
Or* for themselves, while at my feafe I fat, • - r 
' And lecond Caufes did the Work of Fate. 
Or, if r would take Care, that Care ihpuld be 
R>r WH^hat fcorn'd the World, and JiVd like me." • 
Tbthtm, Nourmahal, 2,ayda, and Attendants. 

N«r. My dear iforau [Embracing her Sm. 

This Day propitious to us all has been : 
* You're now a Monarch's Heir, asd I a Queen. * 

' Vol, IV. F Tour 



Your youthful Father now may quit the Stated 

.And fiad tnc E a ^ ne & u gkt> indulg'd by Fate. 
Cares (hall not keep him on the Throne awake, 
Nor break the golden Slumbers he would take, 

Emp. In vain I ftruggPd to the Goal of JLife, 
While RebeLSons, andari imperious Wife 
Still dragg'd me backward into Noife and Strife. 

„.M«r. Be that remembrance loftV and be*t my Pride 
To he your Pledge of Peace on either fide.; \ 

. T0 them, Aureng-fcebe. 

Mrz With all th'affiirance Innocence can bring, 
Tearlefs without, becaufefecure within, . 
Arm'd with my Courage, unconcern'd I fee 
This Pomp j a Shame to you, a Pride to me. N 
Shame is but where with Wickednefi 'tis jouTdj . } | 
And, while no Bafenefs in this Breaft I find, > 

I have not loft the Birth-right of my Mind, } 

Bmp: Children (the. blind Eflcft or I^ve and Chance, ' 
Form'd by their fportive Parents ignorance) , 
Bear from their Birth th' Impreflions of a Slave: 
WhomHeav n for Piay-rgames firft,and thenforServicegtre. 
One then may be dilplac'd, and one may reign: 
And want of Merit, render Birth-right vain. 

Mor. Comes he t/upbraid us with his Innocence? 
Seize him, and take the preaching Brackmm hence. 

Aur. Stay, Sir j I, from my Years, no Merit plead: < 

AH my Defigns and Afts to Duty lead. 
Your Life and Glory are my only End* 
And for that Prize I with Merat contend. 

Idor. Not him alone j I all Mankind defie. 
Who dares Adventure more for both than I ? 

A>tr. I know you brave, and take you at your^Pard; 
That prefent Service which you vaunt, afford. 
Our two Rebellious Brothers are not dead ; w . 
Though vanquhVd, yet again they gather HcabV 
I dare you, as your Rival in Renown, 
March out your Army from th' Imperial Tawn:^ 
Chufe whom you pkafe, the other leave to nic: 
And fct our Father abioktclv free. 
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This, if you do, to end all future Strife* 
1 am content to lead a private Life: 
Disband my Army td Secure the State, 
Nor arm at more, but feave the reft to Fate. 

Uor. TU do't. Draw out my Army on the Plain; 
War is to me a Paftime, Peace a Pain. 

Eart. Think better firft. pb MofJ 

Tou ice your felf indosU beyond Efcape, {To Aur. 

^nd therefore, Prottks-]Skc> you change your Shape. . 
Of Promile prodigal, while Pow'r you want 
And preaching in the felf-denying Cant. 

Afer. Plot better; for fhcfe Arts too obvious are. 
Of gaining Time, the Matter-piece of War; 
Is Jurtng-ZtU (6 known? 

Jur. I f A&s Kke mine, 

fo far from Inr*reft, M>fit, or Defign, 
(Can (how vnfy Heart, by thofe I would be known : 
I^ft ton could as well defend your own.- 
My abient Army for my Father fought : 
Yours, fcrtliefe Walls, is to inflavc him brought, 
ttj^m* fingly, you an armed- Gueft, 
The World with cafe may judge whofe Caufe is beiL 

Itor. My Father few. you ill Deiigns purfue: 
AndMy Admiflioa (how'd his Fear of you. 

Aur. Himfelf bed knows why he his Love withdraws* 
I owe him more than to declare the Cau£b. 
/ftftKHfr I prjrfs our Doty, may be fhown 
By Arms. 
Mor. ■ m vanauim all his Foes alone. 

Jar. Tou fpeak as ir you could the Fates commanoV 
. And had no need of any other Hand. 
But, fince mj Honour you fi> far fu{pe£, 
tfe )uft I Ihould on your Deugas rcflcd. 
To prove your icJf a loyal Son, declare 
YouTl lay down Arms when you conclude the War, 
Mor. No prefint Anfwer your Demand requires j • 
The War once done, I'll do what Heav'a iniputs* 
And while the Sword this Monarchy fecures, ' 
yis maoag'd by an ajakr Ana than yours* 

*# Mmf. 
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Emp. Mortt's Defigna doubtful Meaning bears i-[Jjm\ 
In Aureng-Zebe true Loyalty appears. 
He, for my Safety, does his own defpife; 
Still, with, his' Wrongs, I find his Duty rife, 
I feel my Virtue flrugUng in my Soul, 
But ftronger Paflioir does its -Pow'r Controul. 
Yet be advis'd your Ruin to prevent. [ToAxur.sfM. 

You might be fefei if you would eive confent. % . 

Ami So to your Welfare I of uie may be, 
My Life or Death are equal both to me. 

Emp. The Peoples Hearts oreyours; the Fort yet mine t 
Be wife, *an4 Indamora'S Love refign. 
I am obferv'rf: 4 Remember that I give 
This my laft Proof of Kindnefi, die, or live. 

Am. Life, with my Indamord, Itfvould chufej 
But, Iofing her, the End of Livinjpoie. 
I had confiderM all I ought before; 
And Fear of Death can make me change no more. 
The Peoples Love fo little I eileem, 
CondenmM by you, I would not live by them. 
May he w.ho mufbyour Favour now poflefs, 
Much better ferve-you, and not love you left. 

Emp.Yvt heard yonj and, to finilh the Debate, [JIM* 
Commit that Rebel Pris'ner to the State. 
" %itr: The deadly Draught he mall begin this Day : 
And languifli with infenSble Decaj. 

Am. I hate the Irngring Summons to attend, 
Death all at once-would be the nobler End. 
Fate is unkind \ methinks a General 
Should warm, and at the Head of Armies fall. 
And my Ambition did that Hope pur foe, 
That fo I might havedy'd in fight for vou.[I&to Tatkr, 
' hhr. Would I tod been Dtfpoier of thy Stars; 
Thou fhouldft have had thy Wifti,. and dy'd in Wars. 
Tis Ii aot'tnoii, fcave reafiwi to repine, 
That thou (houldft fell by any Hand; but mine: 

*Aur\ When<h6u wertfornVd, Heaven did a Man begtoi 
But the brute^Oul, by chance, was fhunTd in. ' ' 
In Woods and Wflds thy Monarchy maintain : - 
Where valiant Bcafts, by Fyrce and Rapine, reign. 
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Irf Life's next Scene, if Tranfmigration be, 
Sdme Bear or Lion is referv'd for thee. 

A4jw, Take heed thou com'ff not in that Lion's way:* 
I prophecy thou wilt thy SquI convey ^ 

Into a Lamb, and be again my Prey. . ^ 

Hence with that ^reaming Priefh . 

Km. —Let me prepare 

Tfee pois'nous Di aught- His Death fhall be my Care. - 
Near my Apartment let- him Pris'ner be : 
Tint I hisiiourry Ebbs of U£q may fee. 

Mr. My, Life- 1 would not Raniome with a Pray'r: 
Tis vile, iince 'tis not worth my Father's Care. 
I go not, Sir, indebted to my Graven 
You paid your fetf, and took the Life you gave* [Exit. 

Emf. O that I had more Senfe of Virtue left, \A$dt. 
Oi were of that, which yet remains, bereft, . 
I've juft enough to know how I ofFenaV - 
And, to ray Snamc, have not enough to mend. 
Lead to the Mofque— — 

Mor. Love's Pleafures why fhould dull Devotion flay? 
Heav'n to my Melejwda's but the way. 

[Exeunt Emperir 3 Morat, and Trim* 

Zty4~ Sttfc AurengrZebe has fbmewhat of Div nc, 
Whofe Virtue through fb dark a Cloud can fhinc. 
Fortune has from bform> this Day removed > 
The greateft Rival, and the beft belov'd.' 

Hour. He is not yet remov'd. 

Z*yd. He lives, 'tis true; 

But toon muffc die, and, what I mourn, by you. 

fkur. My Zayd*, may thy Words prophetic be: 

[Embracing ker ttjerfy. 
I take the Omen, let him die by me. 
He ftiE'd in my Arms fhall lofe his Breath : ' 
And Life it felt fhall envious be of Death, 

Zayd. Blefi me, you Pow'rs above! 

Hour. Why doit thou flart? 
Is Love fb ftrange? or have not I a Heart? 
Could Jurtng-Ztbe fb lovely feem to thee, 
And I want Eyez that noble Worth to fee, ? 
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Thy little Soul was but to Wonder mov'd : 

Mv Senfe of it was higher, and I lov'd. 

That Man, that God-like Man, £o brave, & great; 

But thefe arc thy fmall Praifes I repeat. - 

I'm carry'd by a Tide of Love away : 

He's fomewhat more than Imy fclf can 67. 

Zayd. Though all th'Ideasyou can form be tnw£ 
He mull not, cannot be poflefsM by you. 
If contradicting Int'refts could be mixt, 
Nature her felt has caft a Bar betwixt. 
AncJ, ere you reach to this inceftuous Love, ' 
You muft' divine and human Rights temove. 

Nour. Count this among the Wonders Love has done: 
I had forgot he was my Husband's Son! 

Zayd. Nay, more; you have forgot who is your own: 
For whom your Care fo long defign'd the Throne. 
IforM muft fall, if Aurmg-ZtU fhould rife. 

Nour. 'Tis true j but who was e'er in Love, and wife? 
Why was that fatal Knot of Marriage ty*d. 
Which did, by making us too near, divide? 
Divides me from my Sex ! for Heav'n, I find; 
Excludes but me alone of Woman-kind. 
I fland with Guilt confounded, loft with Shame* 
And yet made wretched only by a Name. 
If Names have fuch command on human Life, ' 
Love fure's a Name that's more Divine than Wife* ' 
That Sovereign Power all Guilt from A&ion takes,. 
At leafl the Stains are beautiful it makes. 

Zayd. TVincroachine III you early fhould opptfet 
Flattei'd 'tis worfe, and by Indulgence grows. 

Hour. Alas ! and what have I not {aid or done ? 
I fought it to the laft: And Love has won. 
A bloody Conqueftj which Deftruftion brought, 
And ruin'd all the Country where he fought. 
Whether this Paffion from above was fent 
The Fate of hipa Heav n favours to prevent, 
Or as the Curfe of Fortune in excefs; 
That, ftretching,' would beyond its reach poflefi: 
And, with a; Tafte which Plenty does deprave, 
Loaths lawful Good, and hwlcis 111 does crave? 
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Z*fd. But yet confider 

. Ntar. — - No, 'tis lofs of time: 

Think how to farther, not divert my Crime* 
My artful Engines inftantly FJ1 move: 
And chufc the foft and gcntleft Hour of Love. 
The Under-Provofr of the Fort is mine. 
But fee, Moral I'll whifper my Defign.. 

Biter Morat with Arimant, as talking : Attendants] , 

Arm, And for that Caufe was not in publick feenr 
lot ftays in Prifon with the captive Queen. 

Afcr. Let my Attendants wait; I'll be alone: 
Where leaft of State, there moft of Love is fhown. 
. Nonr. My Son, your Bus'nefs is not hard to guefs; 

[To MoratJ 
Long Abfence makes you eager to poUels : 
I wul not importune yon by my Stay j 
She merits all the Love which you can pay. 

[Exit with Zayda.' 
Mt-mer Arimant, with Meleiinda j then Exit. Morat rms 
to Meleiindi, and embraces her, 

Afor, Should I not chide you, that you chofe to flay 
In gloomy Shades, and loft a glorious Day ? 
Loft the nrft Fruits of Joy you fhould poflefs 
In my Return, and made my Triumph leis? 

Mel. Should I not" chide, that you could flay and fee 
Thoie Joys, preferring publick Pomp to me? 
Through .my dark Cell your Shouts of Triumph rung: 
I heard with Pleafurej but I thought 'em long. 

Mor. The Publick will in Triumphs rudely {hare, 
And Kings the Rudenefs of their. Joys muft bear: 
But I made hafte to fet my Capri ve free: 
And thought that work was only worthy me. • - 

The Fame of antient Matrons you purfue; 
And ftand a blamelefs Pattern to the New. 
I have not words to praife fuch A&s as thefe : 
But take my Heart, and mold It as you pleafe. 

lid. A Tryal of your Kindnefs I muft make, 
Though not for mine fo much as Virtue's fake. 
The Queen ok Caj/tmet rv 

F4" 'Mr; 
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'bier, p i n ' No more, ray Love; 
That only Suit I bee you not to move. 
That (he's in ftonds tor \dureng-Zefo 1 know, 
And fhould, by my Content,, continue fb. 
The good old Man, I fear, will Pity fhow. • ' 
My Father dotes, and let him ftilldote onj 
_ He buvs his MJftrefs dearly with his Throne. * 

Mel* See her j and then be cruel if you can. 
liar. *Tis not with me as with a private Man). 
Such may be fway'd by -Honour, or by Love 5 
But Monarchs, only by their Inr/reft move. 

Mel. Heav'n does a Tribute for your Pow'r demand: 
He leaves th'Oppreft and Poor upon your Hand. 
. And thofe who Stewards of his Pity prove, 
He Blefles, in return, with publick Love. . 
In his Diftfefs, fome Miracle is fhown: 
If exil'd, Heav'n reftores him to his Throne. ' 

He needs.no Guard while any Subject's near : 
Nor, like his Tyrant Neighbours, lives in Fear: 
No Plots th' Alarm to his Retirements give: 
'Tis all Mankind's Concern that he fhould live. 
Mor. You promis'd Friendship in your low Effete* 
*' And fhould forget it in your better Fate* 
Such Maxims are more plaufible than true; 
But fbmewhat muft be given to" Love and you. 
I'll view this Captive Queen j to let her fee, 
Pray'rs and Complaints are loft on fuch as me. [pleas^* 
Mel. I'll bear the News: Hcav'n knows how much I'm 
That, by my Care, th' afflicted may be eas'd. 
As Jbe is going off, enter Tndamora. 
Ind. I'll fpare your Pains, and venture out alone, 
Since you, fair Princefs, my Protect ioa own _ 
But you, brave Prince, a harder Task muft find 5 • j 

[To Morat kneeling, *ba takes, her Uf. | 
In laving me, you would but half be kind.: J 

An humble Suppliant at yout Feet I lye; 
You have condemn'd mv better Part to die. * 
"Without my Aureng-Zebe I cannot live-, 
Revoke his Doom, or elfe my Sentence give. 

Mel 



Mel If MelefmJa in your Loye have part, 
Which, to faipec*£ would break my tender Heart: 
tf Love, like mine, may for a Lover plead,' 
j/the chafte Pleafures of our Nuptial Bed, . 
By all the lnt'reft my pafl: Suff 'rings make, 
And all I yet would fiiffer for your {akej 
By you your felf, the la(t and dearefttie 

Mur. You move in vain; for Aureng-Zebe rnuft die, 
. InJ. Could that Decree from any Brother comet % 
Nature her felf is fentene'd in your Doom. 
Piety is no more, flie fees heHplace 
Ufurptf by Mongers, and a favage Race, ! 
From her fbft Eafbern Climes you drive her forth," 
To the cold Manfions of the utmoft North. ' 
How can our Prophet fuffer you to Reign, 
When he looks down* and fees your Brother flain? 
Avenging Furies will your Life purfoe: ' : 
Think there's a Heav*n, Merat, though not for you. 

Mel. Her words imprint a Terror on my Mind. 
What if this Death, which is for Tn'rri defign'd, 
Had been your Doom, (far be that Augury!) 
And you* not Aureng-Zebe, condemn^ to die? ' 
Weigh well the various turns of human Fate, 
And fcek, by Mercy, to fecure your Stafe. 

Xnd. Ha3 Heav'n the Crown for Aurerie-Zebe defign'd, 
Pity, for you, had piere'd his generous'Mind. 
Pity does with a noble Nature {hit: '-' . '; ' 
A Brother's Life had fufFer'd no difpute. ' "? r • '* :: r 
All thfegs have right in Life, our Prophet's Care 
Commands the Beings ev'n of Brutes to fpare. 
Though Int*reft his Reftrairit has juftify'd, 
Can Life, and to a Brother, be deny'd? 

My. All Reafbns for his Safety urg^,' are weak : 
And yet, methink?, 'tis Heav'n to hear you fpeak. 

Me/. .Tis part- of your own Being to invade • '. 

Mor. Nay, if flie SuTto riiove, would you perfwade? 

* ■-' - >J ' : \Turning to \*iz> 

My Brother does- a glorious- Fate purfiie. 
I envy him, that he rmift fall for you: 
He had been Bafe, had he -releas'd his Right r 
For fuch an Empire none but Kings (houid fight! * 

Fjr If 



If with a Father he difputes this Prize, 

My Wonder cea%s when I fee thefe Eyes* A 

MeL And can you then deny thofe Eye* you prai&f 
Can Qeauty Wonder, and not Pity raiie? 

Mor. Your Inter ceflion now is ncedlefs grown: 
Retire; and let me fpeak with her alone. 

[Melcfinda retire*, weeping* to the fide of the Theatre. 
Queen, that you may not fruitlefs Tears employ, ; 

[Tbkmg Indamoxa's B*J. 
I bring you News to fill roup Heart with Joy ;. 
Your Lover King of all the Eaft (hall resign : 
For Autptg-Zebe to morrow (hall be (lain. 

Ind. The Hopes yourais'd,youVe blaftedwithaBreajh; 

[Starting ba^u 
With Triumphs you began, but end with Death* a 
Did you not fay, my Lover ftiould be King ? , 

Mer. I, kk Moral* the beft of Lovers bring. 
For one forfaken both of Earth and Heav'n, 
Your kinder Stars a nobler Choice have given * » « 

14y Father, while I pleafe, a King appears j 
His Pew*r is more declining than his Years* 
An Emperor and Lover, but in (how : 
But you* in me, have Youth and Fortune too.' 
'As Heav'n did to your Eyes, and Form Divine* 
Submit the Fate of all th* Imperial Line; 
So was it order'd by its wife Decree, 
That you fhould find 'cm all comprised in me* 

Jtaf. Jf, Sir, I feem not difcompos'd with Rage, 
Feed not your Fancy with a falfe Prcfagc. 
Farther to prefs your Courtihip is but vain^ 
A cold Renual carries more Difilain. 
Unfttled Virtue ftormy may appear, j 
Honour, like mine, ferenely is levere. 
To (corn your Perfon, and reject your Crown, 
Diforder not my Face into a Frown, [Turmfim #*• 

Mor. Your Fortune you fhould rev'rently have us'd: 
SucH Offers are not twice to be refus'd. 
I go to Attreng-Zebe, and am in hade . 
For your Commands, they're like to be the laih 

i^TcUWm, 
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With my own Death I would his Life redeem ? ! 

But lefs than Honour, both our lives cftcenr. * 

Mr. Have you no more? 

forf._*^— WhatftaHldoorfiy? - . [4&«f 
He touft not In this Fury go awayl - ' 

Tell him, 1 did in vain his Brother move*: "•' ". -'* 
And yet he falfly &&? he was in Lorn v. ♦" 
Falflyj for had ne truly kwr'd, atleaft* " ; : t «rj /^ 
He woald have giv'none Day to my Requeft. 

Mr. A Httlc yielding may my Love advancer *. . " 
She darted from iter Eyes a iidelong Glance^ 
Jaft as ftic fpokej and, like her Words, it flew; 
Scem'd not to beg, what yet ihe bid me do. 
A Brother, Madam, cannot give a Day; pfr for. 

A Servant,, and who Hopes to Merit, may* . 

M. If, Sir \combig to kid* 

Her. No more fet Speeches* and a formal Tale, 

With none but Statefmen and grave Foob prevail. 

Dry up your Tears, and pracme every Grace, 

That fits the Pageant of your Royal Place. [£*& 

Mel. Madam, the foange Reverie of Fate you fee: 

pi Indamora* 
I pity'd yon, now you mav pity me. % [Exit after Jn^ 

Ind, Poor Princefs! thy hard Fate I could bemoan* * 
Had I not nearer Sorrows of my own. 
Beauty is fekiom Fortunate, when great : 
A vaft Effete, but overcharg'd.with Debt, 
tike thole whom Want to Bafencfs does betray: 
I'm fore'd to flatter him I cannot pay* 

would he be content to ieiz.e the Throne: 

1 beg the Life of Aureng-Zeb$ done. 

Whom Heav'n would bkfs, from Pomp it will remove* 
Aad make their Wealth in Privacy mi Love. [Exit. 
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ACT IV. S C E N E: L j 

i 

Aureng-Zcbc fobs. . 

Dlftruft, and Darknefs, of a future State, 
Make poor Mankind Co fearful of their Fate. • r 
Death, initfelf, is nothing; but we fear 
To be we know not what, we know not where. ~ 

This is the Gctemany of my Fate: - j 

A parting Treat j and I'm to die in State. - ] 

They lodge me, as I were the Per/urn King: j 

And witb luxurious Pomp my Death they bring. j 

7b hhn> Nourmahal. ] 

H*ur. I thought, befbrt you drew youi* lateft Breath* j 
To fmooth* your Paflage, and to foften Death j j 

For I would have you, when you upward more* i 

Speak kindly of me, to our Friends above : 
Nor name me they th'Occafion of your Fate* 
Or what my-Intereft docs, impute to Hate; 

Aur. I ask not Jjor what End your Pomp's dengn'd; 
Whether t'infult, or'lo compofe my Mind: 
I marked knot; 

But, knowing Death would fbon th* Aflauk begin, 
Stood ffrm collected in my Strength within: 
To guard that Breach did all my Forces guide, 
•Andleft unmanned the quiet Sen&s fide. 

Noar. Bccaufe Morat from me his Being took* 
All 1 can % will much fuipe&ed look? 
Tis little to. cen&fs your Fate I grieve} - 

Yet more than you would caiily believe. 

jfur. Since my inevitable Death you know, - 
You fofely unavailing Pity /how: 
**ps Popular to mourn a dying Foe. 

Nour. You made my Liberty your late Requeft: 
Is no Return due from a grateful Breaft? 
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I grow impatient, 'till I find fome way 

Great Offices, with greater, to repay. 

* AhK -When I confiter Eifc Watf a-Cfcearr 

Yet, fbol'd with hope, Men favour the- Deceit j 

Truft on, and think to Morrow will repay : 

To "Morrow's falfer than the Former Tfey j 

\Sc$ worfej and while it fays, We (hall be bleft * 

With fbme ne^r Joys, cuts off what we pofleft. 

"Strange cozenage* none 'would live paft Years 1 again," 

Yet all hope Pleafure iir what yet remain ; 

And, from the Dregs of Ofe, think to receive ' 

What the firft (prigndy running could not give. 

I'm tir*d with waiting for this CWmick Gold, 

Wftkh fools us young, and beggarsus when old. 

Nottr. 'Tis not for nothing that we Life purfiie; ' 
It pays our Hopes with fbmething ftill that's newv • 
Each Da/s aMiftrefsi unenjoy'd before j 
Like Travellers, we're pleas'd with feeing more. 
Did you bat know what Joys your way attend, 
You would not hurry to your Journey^ end. 

Axr. I need not hafte the end of Life to meet; • 
The Precipice is juft beneath my Feet. 

Aur. Thinfc not nir Senfe or Virtue is fb : fmalft 
FU rather leap down flrft, and break your Fall. 
My Aunng'Ztbe (may I not call youfb ?) 

{Taking bim by the Hani* 
Behold me now no longer for your Foe j 
I am not, cannot be your Enemy: 
Look, is there any Malice in my Eye > •'- 

Pray fit [tftf*J& f 

That-diftance (hews too much Refpe&, or Fear . 
You'll find no Danger in approaching near. 

Jtor. Forgive th* Amazement of my doubtful. State: 
This Kindnefs from the Mother of Marat! 
Or is't fbme Angel, pitying what I bore, 
Who takes that Shape, to make my Wonder more? 

Hour. Think me your better Gmus in Difguift; 
Or any thing that more may charm your Eyes. 
Ytiur Guardian Angel never could excel 
la care, nor could he lore his Charge fo well. 

Attn 
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jtm . Whence can proceed & wonderful a Change? 
Kour. Can Ktndneu to Defert, like yours, be mangel 
Kindnefs by fecret Sympathy isty'd* , , ' 

For noble Souk in Nature are ally'd. . j 

I faw with what a Brow you brav'd your Fatej. . | 

Yet with what Mildnefs bore your Father's Hate, ] 

My Virtue, Eke a String wound up by Art, 

"" ■' '* — -*• — ^whenyov ~' L ' J 

and tremb 

ipkin my 

Since fo much Pity from a Foe I find. 
Tuft Heav'n reward this A6h 

Nour. *Tis well the Debt no Payment does demand, - 
You turn me over to another Hand. 
But happy, happy (he, 
And with the Biels'd above to be compared, 
Whom you your felf would, with your felf, reward: * 
The greateft, nay, the faireft of her Kind, 
Would envy her that Blifs which you ddfiga'd. 

jfkr. Great Princes thus, when Favourites they raife, 
To juftifie their Grace, their Creatures praife. 

Hour. As Love the nobleft PafKon we account* 
So to the higheft Objed it fhould mount. 
It (hows you brave, when mean Defirei you ihun* 
An Eagle only can behold the Sun : 
And fo muft you 5 if yet, Prefage Divine 
There be in Dreams, or,was*t a Vifion mine? * 
^iw.Ofme? 

Zty«r. And who could elie employ my Thopght f 

1 dream'd, your Love was by Love's Goddeis fought* 
Officious Cupids, hov'iing o'er your Head, 
Held Myrtle Wreaths 5 Beneath your Feet were fpread 
Wfct Sweets foe'er Sabean Springs diiclofo, 
Our Indian jafmine, or the Syrian Rofe; 
The wanton Miniftei s around you {hove 
For Service, and infpirti their Mother's Love: 
Clofe by your Side, and languifhing, fre lies, 
With blufhing Cheeks, fbort Breath, and wilhing Eyetj 
Upon your Breaft fupinely lay her <Head, 
yfcile, on your Face, her fuxuuYd iight (he fed. _. , 



Tfien, with a Sigh, into thcfe Word* (he broke, 

f And gathcr'd humid Kifles as (he fpoke.). 

Dull, and ingrateful! muft I offer Lover^ 

DefiVd of Gods, and envy'd ev*n by Java 

And doft thou Ignorance or Fear pretend? \ 

Mean Soul! and dar*ft notgloriouUy offend? 

Then, preffing thus his Han d- 

jbtf % , 1 11 hear no more. . [Rifmg ufL 

Twas impious to have underftood before; 
And I, 'till now, endeavour'd to miihke 
Tb'inceftuous Meaning which too plain you make. 

Hour. And why this Nicer/efs to that Pleafure ihownv 
Where Nature fums up all her Joys in one; 
Gives all (he can, and labouring dill to give, 
Makes it fo great) we can but talk and live: 
So fills the Senfes, that the Soulfcems fled, 
And Thought it felf does, for the time, he dead 5 
Till, like a String fcru'd up with eager hafte> 
It breaks, and is too.exquiute to kft ? t * 

Aur. Heay'ns! can you this, without jufl Vengeance* 
When will you thunder, if it now be clear ? [hear \ 

Yet her alone let not your Thunder feize : 
I, too, deferve to die, becauie I pleafe. 

Now. Cuftom our Native Royalty does awe; 
Promifcuous luove is Nature's general Law : 
For whofcever the firft Lovers were, 
Brother and Sifter made, the fecoad Pair, . 
And doubled, by their Love, their Piet v. 

uter. Hence, hence, and to fpme barbarous Climate fly> 
Which only Brutes in human Form does yield, 
And Man grows wild in Nature's commoa Fidd. 
Who eat their Parents, Piety pretend * 
Yet there no Sons their feared Bed alcend. 
To vail great Sins, a greater Crime you chuie ; 
And,, in your Inceft, your Aduk'ry lofe. 

Nour.hx vain this haughty Fury you have fhownZ 
How I adore a Soul fo like my own! - 
You muft be mine, that you may learn to £ve : 
Know Joys, which only ihe who loves can give. 
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Kbr think 'that A£Hon you upbraid, fo ill'.' 
I am not chang'di 1 love my Husband ftill ; 
Fut love him as he was/ when youthful Grace,' % 
And the firft Down began to ftiade his Face r 
That Image does my- Virgin-flames renew,* 
And all your Father (bines more bright in vou. 

Aur. \n nte a Horror of my fetf you raife; 
Curs'd by your Love, and blairid by your Fraifi, 
-Ybu fina new ways to proftcute my Fate; 
And your leafVguilty Paffibn was your Hate. ' 

Now. I beg my Death, if you can Love deny. 

[Otfbmg him a Dagi** 

jbtr. I'D grant you nothing; nd, not ev'n to dit. 

Hour. Know then, you are not half fo kind as I. 

[Stamps wi$h *#f M. 

Hun Mutes) firm with Swords drawn, one 'with * Cuf, 
YouVe chofen, and may now- repent too late. 
Behold tli' efie& of what yon wrfh'd, my Hate. 

[Taking the Gup t^ftofint him, 
This Cup, a cure for both our Ills has brought: 
You need not fear a Philtre in the Draught. 
- Aw. AH muft be Poilon which can come from thee; 

[Receiving it from ktr* 
But this the kaft. T immortal liberty 
This firfti I pou r ■ like dying Socrates \ 

[SftLGngartttkefh 
Grim though he be, Death pkafes when he frees. 
, As he isgomg to drinfc, Enter Morat attended. 

Mcr. Make not fuch haite, you muft my icifure ftayi 
JYbur Faie's deferr'd, yoti< fliall not die to Day. 

* ■ " [Taking the Cuf from WW* 

tf&wv What fooliih' Pity has poflefs'd your Mind, 
To alter what your Prudence once deiign'd ? 

Mor. What ir I pleafe to lengthen out his date 
A Day, anJ-take a Pride to coz.en Fate? 

Neur-. 'Twill not be iafe to let him live an Hour. 

AAr. FB ckrt, to fhow my Arbitrary PowV. 

Hour. Fortune may take him from your Hands again* 
And you repent th* occafion loft in vain. 
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tor. I (mile at what, your Female Fcar;fore|c5e$: 
I'm iff Fate's Place, and dictate her Decrees.' 
Let Ar'tmant be call'd. £eA,m* tf hUAttenis&ti. 

Jur. Give me the'Poifon, and f Jl end your. Strife: 
I hate to keep a poor precarious Life: , 
Would I my Safety on bate Terms receive; ' " l - l 
Know, Sir, I could have liv'd without your leave. . 
But thole I* could accufe, I Can forgive: 
By my diflainful Silence, let 'em live. ' \ " . ' 

Nwr. What am t that you. dare, to, bind my Hand ?~ 

£ftMorat. 
So low, I've not a^Murder at command ! " 
Can you not one poor Life to her afford,. ~" 

Her who gave up. whole Nations to *yotir Sword ? ** ' * 
And from th' Abundance of whofq Soul: and Heat, 
TirVerfTowing jferv'd to make your Mind fo .great . 

Mfcr. What did that Greatneis in a Woman's Mindl; 
IH lodg'd, and weak to a& what it deiign'd. 
PleafureV your Portion, and your flothful Eaft : 
When Man's at leifure, ftudtf how to pleafe. 
Soften his angry Hours wittier vile Care, 
And when he calls, the .ready Feaft prepare. 
From Wars, and fronxUffairs of State abflain : 
Women. emalcukte a\M6narch's Reign; 
'Atod murmuring Crouds, who fee 'em Aine with Gold, 
That pomp,- as their own ravinYd Spoils behold. "" 

Nour. Rage choaks my Words : 'Ti& Womanly to* 
Weep:- .[AfoteJ 

In my fwoll'n BreafF my cloft Revenge 111' keep 5 1 
FlI watch hi? tender'fl Part, and there ftri te deep. [Exit, 
. . Aw . Ybiir ftrange Proceeding doe? my Wonder move; 
Yet feems not to exprefs a Brother's Love. ' 
Say to- what -CauTe my; refcuti Life 4 1 owe; ' 

Mur. I£what you ask would" pleafe, you fliould not know. . 
But finer tHat Knowledge, more than Death, will grieve, 
Know, Jndtnma gained you this Reprieve. [Change ? 

Aur. And whence had'flie the Pow*r to work your 

Mor. The Pow'r of Beauty is not new or Grange. 
Should ffie command me more, I .could obey, j K ' , 
But her Requeft was bouaded with a'Day. .: * 

Take;- 
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Take that; and, if you'll {pare my farther Crimed 
Be kind* and grieve la Death againft your Time. 

Enter Arimant. 
Remove this Pris'rier to feme fafer Place : 
He has, for Jndamtnfs fake, found Grace: 
And frowsy Mother's Rage muft guarded be, 
Till you receive a new Command from me. 

Jbun. Thus Love, and Fortune, perfecute me /fill, 
And make me Slave to every Rival's Will. ' . \j3fik* 

Jiur % How I difclain a Lire, which I muft buy 
With your Contempt, and her Inconftancy ! 
For a few Hours, my whole Content I pay : 
You (hall not force on me another Day.. 

\ ixh v>ttb Arimant. 
. JLfiter Melefinda, 

Mel* I have been feeking you^tf^is Hiour's long fpace, 
And fear'd to find you in another Place $ 
But, fince you're here, my Jealoufie grows left;] 
You will be kind to my Unworthinefs. 
What (hall I fay ? I love to that degree. 
Each Glance another way is robb'd from me. ' 
Abfenee, and Prifbns, T could bear again 5' 
But fink/ and die, beneath your leaft Difdain. 

Mar.y/by dd you give your Mind this needlefi Care, 
And for your fetf, and me, new Pains prepare? 
I ne'er approved this Pafiibn in Excefs : 
If you would (how your Love, diftruft me lefs. 
I hate to be purfuYI from Piace to Place: 
Meet, at each turn, a ftale domeftick Face. 
Th a approach of Jealoufie, Love cannot bear, . 
He's wild, and foori on wing, if watchful Eyes come ncf. 

Mel. From your lov'd Prcfence how can I depart ? 
My Eyes purfue the Obje& of my Heart. 

Mor. You talk as if it were our Bridal Night; 
Fondnefs is fljll th' Effefl of new Delight 5 
And Marriage but the Pleafure of a Day : 
The Metal's bafe, the Gilding worn away. 

Mel. I fear I'm guilty of iome great Offence, 

And that has bred this cold Indifference. 

• » 
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iior. The greateft in the World to Flefh and Blood: 
You fondly love much longer than you (hould. 

Mel If that be all which makes your Difcontent, - 
Of fiich a Crime I never can repent. 

Mar. Would you force Love upon mei which I fbxtti? 
And bring courfe Fare, when Appetite is gone? 

Mel tyhy did I not, in Prifon, die before 
My fatal Freedom made me iufFer more? 
1 had been pleas'd to think I dy'd for you, 
And doubly pleas'd, becaufe you then were true: 
Tkn I had Hope; but now, alas, have none. 

Mor. You lay you love me$ let that Love be (hownC 
Tis in your Power to make my Happjnefs. 

Mir/. Speak quickly : To command me is to blefiv 

Mar. To JmamwA you my Suit muft move: 
You'll fure ipeak kindly of the Man you love. 

Mei. Oh ! rather let me peciih by your Hand, 
Than break my Heart, by this unkind Command 'r 
Think tis the only one I could deny * 
And that 'tis harder to refufe than die. 
Try, if you pleafe, my Rival's Heart to win : 
111 bear the Pain, but not promote the Sin. 
You own what e'er Perfe&ions Man can boaft, " 
And if Ihe view you with my Eyes, (he's loft. 

Afor. Here I renounce all Love, all Nuptial Ties t 
Henceforward live a Stranger to my Eyes :. 
When I appear, fee you avoid the Place, 
And haunt me not with that unlucky Face. 

Mel Hard, as it is, I this Command obey. 
And hafte, while T have Life, to go away ; 
In pity fhy fonie Hours, till I am dead, 
That blamelefs you may court my Rival's Bed* 
My hated Fate 111 not prefiime to ftiowj 
Yet I may witch your Steps wherc-e'er you go.. 
Vnfeen, I'll gazej and with my latcft IJreath, 
BWs, whilel die, the Author of my Death, [PVeepbg* 

Enter Emperor. 

Emp. When your Triumphant Fortune high appears, 
What Caufc can draw thefe unbecoming Tears? 

Let 
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Let Cbeerfulnefs on happy ^Fortune wait* i 

And give not thus the Counter-time to Fate. - \ 

Mel. Fortune long frown'd, and has but lately imirdY:] 
I doubt a Foe fo newly reconcil'd. 
You &w -hot Sorrow m its waning Form, 
"A working Sea remaining from a Storm $ * \ 

When the now weaiy Waves roul o'er the Dcef>, 
Arid faintly' murmur e'er they fall afhep. 

Emp. Your inward Griefs you fmother in your Mind j \ 

«But Fame's loud Voice proclaims your Lord unkind, . 

• Mor. Let Fame be bulie where (he has to do: ' j 

Tell of fought Fields, and every pompous Show. . . j 

£hofe tfales are fit to fill the Peoples Eat*;.,/ • 1 

Monarchs, unqueftion*d ; move. in higher Spheres. \ < 

Mel. Believe not Rumor, but your felf > and fee 
The Kiodnefi/twixt my plighted Lord and me. 

[Xijfy Mbrat: , 
This is our State j thus happily we live; 
Theft are the Quarrels which we take and give. 
I had no other way to force a Kifi. \Ajiit to Mora*. \ 
Forgive my Iaft Farewel to you, and Bias. . [Exit. 

Emp. Your haughty Carriage mows toomuchbfScorni v 
And Love, like hers, deferves not that Return. . 

Mor. You'll pleafe to leave me judge of what I do* .' 
And not examine by the outward mow. ~ 

Your Ufage of my Mother might be good ^ . 
I judg'd it not. 

Emp . Nor was it fit you ftibuld." * 

Mor. Then, in as equal Ballance weigh my Deeds. . 

Emp. My Right, and niy Authority, exceeds. 
Suppofc (what I'll not grant) Ihjufticc done* , 
Is judging me the Duty of a Son ? * . 

Mor. Not of a Son, but of an Emperor : 
You cancell'd Duty wheh you gave me Pow'r. 
If your own Actions on your Will you ground, 
Mine fhall hereafter know no other Bound. 
What .meant you when you call'drne to a Throne? 
Was it to pleafe me with a Name, alone ? 
- Emp. 'Twas that I thought your Gratitude wooldkno* f 
What to my partial Kindnefs you did owe; , 

That- 
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hrhat what your Birth did to your ijffaimdeuy, 
[Tour Merit of Obedience might urppfy. ' . '£ propofc; 
I Mfor. To your own Thougnts fuch Hopes you might 
I But I took Empire sot on terms like thole. f 
I Of Buficcfs you cornplain'd j now take your Eafe: 
\ Enjoy what e'er deer cpid. Age can .pleaie; 
' Eat, Skep, and tell long Tales of what you were 
■ Id Flow'r of Youth, it any. one, will hear, - ' \* fprife 
Iwf . Tow'r, like new Wine, does jour toeatTfrjuh fur*. 
; And its mad Fumes, in hot Difcourfes, rifej 
f But time thefe giddy"Vapours will reulove ; , . 
'Mean' while I'll tafte the fober Joys of Love. " ' ' 

\ Mpt.^You. cannot Love, nor Ploafures take, or give; 
f "But Life begin, when 'tis too late to l|ve. ) 

, Onatir*d Gwirfer you purfueDelightj 

! Let flip your Morning, and &t out at Night, 
1 If you have livM, take thankfolly the paft : . . . 

Make, as you can, the fwect Rememprance Uft. } j • - 

If you have, not enjoy*d what Youth 'could give, ' 
r B«t Life funk through you like a leaky Sieve, • ' • . r 

Accafe your fclfyou liv'd not while you might; f « 

Bat, jn the Captive Queen refign your Right, , 

; Yn now refolv'd to fill your uleleis Place; 
- PS take that/Toft to .cover your Dugracc, 
. And love her, for the Honour of my Race. 
| Tfcp. Thou doft but try how. far I can forbear, , 
\ Nor art that Monitor which- thou -woukSft appear; 
I But do not wantonly my Paflion. move j 

I pardon nothing' that relates to Love. ' ■ -\ 

Mjr Jury does, Eke jealous Forts, purfue 
j With Death, ev'n Strangers who but come to view.* 
1 M*. I did not only view, but will invade: 

Could you fhed Venom from your reverend Shade, . . f 

.Like Trees, beneath whqfe Arms^tis Death to fleepj. t , 

^ Did rouling Thunder your fene'd Fortrefs keep^'. , "^ l 

Thence would I match my Semek, like JW, J ., . '/'?,,$ 

I And 'midffc the dreadful Rack enjoy m ; y Love. / , 

Em^. Have I for this, ungrateful as thou art, 

'When Right, ^hcn-Natore, ftruggrd in my Heart; * 

1 'VW 
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When Heav*nf calftl on me for thy Brothers Claimi 
Broke all, and fully'd mf unfpotted Fame? 
Wert thou to Empire, by my Bafenefs, brought, 
And would'ft thou ravifli what fo dear I bought? 
Dear! for %iy Conference and its Peace I gave: 
yrhy was my Reafon'made my Paflion's Slave? , 
I Jee Heavens Jufttce; thus the Pow'rs Divine 
P»y Crimea with Crimes, and punfth mine by thine. 

r 'Mor. Crimes let them par, and punifh as they pleafe: 
What'Pb'w'f makes' mine, by r\>w'r. I medn to fcize. 
Since 'tis to that they their own Greatnefs owe 
Above, why fhouktfhey queftion mine below? [£«f 
Emf r Prudence, thou vainly in our Youth ad fought, 
And with Age purchased art too- dearly bought: 
We're paft thje ufc of Wit, for which we Toil* 
Late, Fruit, and planted in too cold a Soil J 
My Stock of "Fame is laviftYd and decay 'dj 
'Noprofitpf the vaft Pf ofafron made* 
Too late my Folly I repent i I know * „ 

My Aureng-Zebe would ne'er have us'd me {b. 
But, by hS Ruin I prepared my own j 
'And, like a naked Tree, my Shelter gone, 
To Winds and Winter-florms muft Hand expend a 
lone, . [M: 

"Enter Aureng-Zebe and Arimant. 

4rim. Give me not Thanks, which I will ne'er defirvtj 
But know, 'tis for a nobler "Price I lerve. : ' *'..', 

By IrutamcrSs Will you're hither brought: . " ' ; ' 
All my Reward, in her Command' I fought. " ' s; * - 
The reft your Letter tells you.~- See, like EJ§h6 
She comes j and I muft vanifli, Eke the Night. *p*' 

Ert€? Indamora. " , A 

H$J. Tis now that I begm to live again : -' 
Heav'ns, I forgive you all my Fear and Pain: 
Since I behold my Aarmg-Ztbt appear, ^ 

I could not buy him at a Price too dear. ; ' »■' 4 
His Name alone afforded me Relief, . *• 

Repeated as a Charm to cure my Grief. 1 

I that lpv'd Name did, as Tome God, invoke, I 

And printed Kifles on it while I fpokc. ! 

j0 t 
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' ^iw. ShortTEafej but long, long Pains from you I 'find: 
/Health, to my Eyes; but rouon, to rny Mind.' 
'Why are you made ib excellently fair ? 
■ So much above -what other "Beauties are, * 

That, ev'n in curfing, you new form my Breath; 
And make me bids thole Eyes which give me Death ? 

Jjrid, What Reafon for your Curfes can you find? f « 

My Eyes your Conaueft, not your Pcatb, dengn'd. S 

If they offend, 'tis that they are too kind, S 

Jut. The Ru/ns they have wrought, you will not fee* 

'Too kind they are, indeed, but not to- mey : ' 

hi. Think you bafelntereftSeuls, like mine canTway* ( 
Or that, for Greatnefs, I .can Love betray? 
No, AMrtng-Ztbe, yon merit all mjrHearfe 
And I'm too Noble but; to give a Part* ** 
I Tour Father, and an Empire? am I known ^ 

| No more ? Or have fa weak a Judgment fhown, f 
\ In chufing you, to change you for a Throne f • \ 
Aur. How, witha Truth, you would a Falftiood blind! } 
*Tis not my Father's Love you have dengo'd* > 

ATonr Choice is fb?d where Youth and Pow*rarejoin*d. J 
Ind. Where Youth and Pow*r are join'd ! has he a^ 

Name? " t ' 
Jur. You would bo told 5 you -glory in your Shaxne( 
^There's Mufick in. the Sound j ana, to provoke 
Tour Pleafurc more, by me it mull be fpokc. 
Then, then it rarifhes, when your pleasM Ear 
The Sound does from a wretched Rival hear. 
ifew's the Name your Heart leaps up to meetg 
While Mmrtng-Zebe lies dying at your Feet. t 
. JW. Who told you this? * 

J# 9 , . - Arc you £0 toft to Shame? 
Mtraf, Marat, Moral; You love the Name 
So well, your ev'ry Queition ends in that* 
You force me (till to anfwer you, Mdtm. 
Mtrat, who btft could, tell what you rcveaPd^ 
iforat, too proud to keej> his Joy concealM. 

M. Howe'er unjuft your Jealbuixe appear, .' l * 
It lhows the Lofs, of what you love, you fearjf 
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And does my Pity, not my Anger more: 

I'll fond it, as the froward Child of Lore. 

To (how the Truth of my uoaker'd Brcaft, 

Know, that your Life was given at my Requeft: 

At/kaft Repricy'd. When Heav'n deny'dyou Aid, 

She brought it 5 (he, . whoft Falfhood you ^upbraid. 

. Awr. And 'tis by that you would your Falihood hid*} 

Had yon ft©t. v ask<d, t how happy had I dy'cf ! 

Accurft Reprieve ! not to prolong my Breath, * 

It brought a lmg'ring, and more painful Death! 

I haye^not liv\iiioee firft I heard the News? ~ 

The Gift the guilty Giver does accufc 

Ydu knew the Price, and the Requeft did«iovc^ 

That you might p*y the Ranfom with your Lover 

• Jnd. Your Accusation muft, I fee, take place* 

And am I guilty, infamous,- and bafe! 

Aur. If you are fake, thofe Epithets are finally 
You're then die Things, the Abftf aft of *em all , 
:And you are falfe: You promis'd him your' Love. ' 
l^o other, Prke a Heart fohard could move. 
Do not I know, him! Could his brutal Mind 
Ue wrought upon? Could heiejuft, or^kinbT? 
Infultingly, he made your Love his-Boaft; 
Cave me my Life, and told me what it coft. 
Speak i ahfwer. I would fain, yet think, you trflfj 
Lie$ and I'll not believe my fell, lut.you. 
Tell me you Love; I'll paraon the*Deceit, 
And, to be fopl'd, my l^aflift t}ie,CKeat: • . j 

Ind. ifo i 'tis too late ; J have n*> more to ^j^ 
If you'll believe I have been'fal^ you may. , , 

Attr. I would not; but your Crimes too plain appear: 
Nay, even that I (hould think you true, ,yqu fear. 
Did I not tell -you, I would be deceiv'd? 




And, w.hatfoe'er my Letter did pretenaV 
'jtanade this Meeting for no other end. 



M 
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Aur. Kill me not quite, with this Indifference: 
When you are Goildefs, boaft not an Offence. 
I know you better than your (elf you know: 
Yoar Heart w*s true, but did fome Frailty ihow: 
You pronnVd him your Love, that I might live- J 
But promised what you never meant to give. - v 

Speak, was't not fo? confefs; I can forgive. C 

hid. Forgive! what dull Excufes you prepare! * 
As if your Thoughts of me were worth my Care. 
. Am. Ah Traitrefsl-Ah ingrate! Ah faithlefs Mind! 
Ah lex, invented firft to damn Mankind ! 
Nature took care to dref s you up for Sin : • 
Adora'd, without; unfinifh'd left, within. 
Hence, by no judgment you your Loves direct; 
Talk much, ne'er think, and ftiJl the Wrong afift. 
So much Self-love in your Compoiurc's mix'd, 
That Love to others frill remains unfix'd: 
Greatnefs, and Noife, and Show, are your Delight • 
Yet wile Men love you, in their own deipight : ' 
And, rinding in their native Wit no Eafe, 
Arc farcM to pit your Folly on, to pleafe. 

hi. Now you (hall know what Caufe you have to Rage- 
But to increaie your Fury, not aflwage : ' ' 

i I found the Way your Brother's Heart to move, 
Yet promis'd not the leaft Return of Love. 
His Pride and brutal Fiercenefs I abhor; 
But fcorn your mean Sufpicions of me more. 
I ow'd mv Honour and my Fame this Care :' 
Know what yottr Folly loft you, and defpair. 

* rr n t [Turning from him. 

Aw. Too cruelly your Innocence you tell* 
Show Heav'n, and damn me to the Pit of Hell. 
Now I believe you* 'tis not yet too late: 
Y«u»may forgive, and put a Stop to Fate: 
&ve me, juft linking, and no more to rife. [She frovm 
How can you look with fuch relentlefs Eyes? 
Or fct your Mind by Penitence be mov'd, 
Or Tm refolv'd to think you never lov'd. ' 

You ate not ckar'd, unlet you Mercy fpeak ■ 
ih think you took th'Occalion thus to break 

Vol. IV. G ' .^ 
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J«/. Small Jealoufks, *tis true, inflame Defoe;* 
Too great, not fan, but quite blow out the Fire: 
Yet I did love, you, till fuch Pains I bore, 
That I dare truft my {elf and you no more. 
Let me not love you; but here end my Pain^ 
Diftmft may make me wretched once again. 
Now, with full Sails, into the Port I move, 
And fafcly can unlade my Bread of Love; 
Quiet, and calm: Why mould I then go back, 
To tempt the fecond Hazard of a Wrack? 

Aur. Behold thefc dying Eyes, fee their fubmiifiveAwcj 
Thcfe^Tears, which Fear of Death could never draw: 
Heard you that Sigh? from my heav'd Heart it paft, 
And faid, If you forgive not, 'tis my laft. 
Love mounts, and rowls about my ftormy Mind, . 

•Like Fire, that's born by a tempemious Wind. 
Oh, I could fHfleyou, with eager Hafte! 
Devour your Kifles with my hungry Taftej 
Rum on you! eat you! wander o*er each Part, 
Ravine with Pleafure, match you to my Heart! 
Then hold you off, and gaze ! then, with new Rage£ 
Invade you, -till my coiuctous Limbs prelagc 
^Torrents of Toy, which all their Banks o'errlow! 
So loft, fo bleft, as I but then could know! 
Ind. Be no more jealous. - [Gwk% him her Bmi. 
Aur. —Give me Cauie no more: 
The Danger's greater after, than before* 
If I relapfej to cure my Jealoufie 
Let me (for that's the ealieft parting) die. 
Ind. My Life ! ■ - T 

Aur. ■ — My Soul! 
Ind, My All that Heav'n can give! 

Death's Life with youj without you, Death to lire? j 

lb tbtm> Arimant, baftdy. 1 

Arim. Oh, we are loft, beyond all human Aid! 
The Citadel is to Morat betray'cL 
TheTraytor, and the Treafbn, known too latej 
The falfe Abas delivcr'd up the Gate, 
Ev'n, while I fpeak, we're compais'd round with Fate* 



The Valiant cannot fight, or Coward flv ; 
Bat both in undiftniguifh'd Crouds mufrdie. 

jtor. Then my Prophetick Fears are come to pais: 
Marat was always bloody; now, he's bafe: 
And has fo far in Ufurpation gone, 
He will by Parricide iecure the Throne. 

lb them> the Emperor.' 

Imp. Am I forfaken, and betray'd, by aB? 
Not one brave Maif dare, with a Monarch, fall? 
Then, welcome Death, to cover hiy Dhgrace; 
I would not live to reign o'er inch a Race. 
My Amrtg-Zebt I [Seeing Aureng-Z,ebc. 

But thou no more art mine; my Cruelty 
Has quite deftroy'd the Right I had in tnee. 
' I have been bafe, 

Bifc ev*n to him from whom I did receive 
All that a Son ceroid to a Parent give : 
Behold me punifh'd in the felf-fame kind, 
Th* Ungrateful does a more Ungrateful find. 

Am. Accufe your felf no more; you could not be 
Ungrateful: Could commit no Crime to me; 
I only mourn my vet uncanceU'd Score : 
Yon put me paft tne Pow'r of Paying more: 
That, that's my Grief, that I can only grieve, 
And bring but Pity, where I would relieve* 
For had I yet ten thou&nd Lives to pay, 
.The mighty Sum ?hould go no other way. 

Imp. Can you forgive me? 'tis not fit you fhould. "* 
. Why will you be fo excellently good ? 
Twill flick too black a Brand upon my Name: 
The Sword is needlefs; I (hall die with fliame. 
What had my Age to do with Love's Delight, 
Shut out from all Enjoyments but the Sight ? 

Arm. Sir, you forget the Danger's imminent: ~) 
This Minute is not for Excufes lent. C 

Imp . Difturb me not-—— s* 

-How can my latcft Hour be better fpent ? ' j 

To reconcile my felf to him is more, 
Than to regain a)l I poflefs'd before. 

G i Empire, 
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Empire, and Life are now not worth a Pray^: 
His Love, alone, dderves my dying Care. 

Am. Fighting for you, my Death will glorious be. 

Ind. Seek to preferve your ielf, and live for me. 

Arim. Lofe then no farther time. 
Heav'n has infpir-'d me with a mdden Thought 
Whence your unhop'd-forSafcty^may be wrought, 
Though with the Hazard of my Blood 'tis bought. 
But, hnce my life can ne'er be fortunate, 
*Tis fo much Sorrow well redeemed from Fate. 
Y#u, Madam, -muft retire \ 
•Your Beauty is its own Security, 
And leave the Conduct of the reft to trie. 
Glory will crown my Life, if I fuccecdj 
If not, (he may afford to love me dead. \J$k 

Aur. My fathers kind* and* Madam you forgive: 
-Were Hcav n fo plcas'd, I now could wifh to live. 
And, I ihali live. 

With'Glory, and with Love, at once I bum: 
I feel th'inlpiring Heat, and abient Cod return, [txtua. 
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Indamota alone. 

TH E Night feems doubled with the Fear foe bring* 
And, o'er the Cittadel, new ipreads her Wiflgs- 
The MoKiiog, as miftaken, turns about, 
Ard all her .early Fires again go out. % 

Shouts, Cries and Groans, firfF pierce my Ears,and then/ 
A flam^oftightningdraws the. guilty Scene, / 

And fhews me Arms, and Wounds, and, dying Men. J 
Ah, Ihould my Aureng-Zebe be fighting there* 
And envious Winds diftinguifh'd to my Ear, 
His dying Groans, and his Jaft Accents bear! 

Ta hir, Morat, attended. 
Met. The blood v Bus'nefs of the Night is done, 
And, in thcCittadeJ, an Empire won. 
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Oar Swords (b wholly did the Fates employ, • 
That they, a* length, grew weary to deftroy: 
Rcfus'd the Work we brought j and, out of breathy . 
Made Sorrow and Defpair attend for Death. 
But what of all my Conqueft can I boaft ? 
My haughty Pride, before your Eyes, is loft *• 
And Victory but gains me to prefcnC 
That Homage, which our Eaftenr World has feat' 

Ihd. Ydur Victory, alas, begets my Fears : 
Can you not then triumph without my Tears? : 
Refolve me j (for you know my Deftiny < * 

In Astreng-Zebe's) fey, do I live, or die ? 

Mr. Urg'd by my Love, by Hop© of Empire fir'd j 
Tis true, I have perform'd what both requir'd : 
What Fate decreed ; for whe» great Souls are giv'n, ... 
They bear the Marks of Sovereignty from Heav'n. 
My ekler Brother* my Fore-runners came ; 
Rough-draughts of Nature/ ill defign'd^and lame: 
Blown off, like Bloflbms, never made to bear j ^ 
Till I came, fininVd * her laft labour'd Care. 
. Ind* This Prologue leads to your fucceeding Sin: 
Blood ended what Ambition did begin. 

htor. 'Twas rumor'd, but by whom I cannot tell,. 
My Fatkerfcap'd from out the Cittadd : 
My Brother too may live; 

Ini. -He may. s 

My. ——He muft : 
I kill'd him not: And a Iefs Fate's unjuft. 
Heaven owes it me, that I may fill his Room j 
A Phoenix- Lover, rifing from his Tomb. 
In whom you'll lofe vour Sorrows for the Dead; 
More warm, more fierce, and fitter for your Bed. 

Ind. Should I from Aurmg-Zebt my Heart divide, 
To love a Monfter, and a Parricide ? 
Thefe Names your fwelling Titles cannot hide. 
Severe Decrees may keep our Tongues in awe, 
But to our Thoughts, what Editt can give Law ? 
Ev'n you your feff, to your own Breaft, fhall tell 
Your Crimes 5 and your own Conference be your Hell. 

G 3 Mor* 
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Mor. What Bus*ncfs has myConiciencewith a Crown? 
She finks in Plcafures, and in Bowls will drown. 
If Mirth mould fail, Til bufie her with Cares; 
Silence her clamorous Voice with louder Wars : 
Trumpets and Drums (hall fright her from the Throne,/ 
As founding: Cymbals aid the lab'ring Moon. 

Ind: RepdTd by thefe, more eager ihe will grow ; 
Spring back more ftrongly than a Scythian Bow : 
Amidft your Train, this unfeen Judge will wait; 
Examin how you came by all your State; 
. Upbraid your impious Pomp; and, in your Ear, 
Will hollow, Rebel, Tyrant, Murderer. 
Your ill-got Pow'r wan Looks and Care fhall bring: 
Known but by Discontent to be a King. 
Of Crouds afraid, yet anxious when alone; 
You'll fit and brood your Sorrows on a Throne. 

M*r. Birth-right's a vulgar Road to Kingly Sway; 
'Tis ev'ry dull-got elder Brother's way. 
Dropt from above, he Kghts into a Throne; 
Grows of a Piece with that he fits upon, 
Heav Vs Choice, a low, inglorious, rightful Drone. 
But who by force a Scepter does obtain, 
Shows he can govern that which he could gain. 
Right comes of ctrarfe, what e'er he was before"; 
Murder and Ufurpation are no more. 

Ind. By your own Laws you fuch Dominion make, 
As evVy ftronger Pow'r has right to taktf: 
And Parricide will fo deform your Name, 
That difpoflefling you will give a Claim, 
Who next Ufurps, will a ju8 Prince appear; 
So much your Ruin will his Reign endear. 

Mor. I without Guilt, would mount the Royal Seat; 
But yet 'tis neceflary to be Great. . 

Ind. All Grearncfs is in Virtue under flood : 
'Tis only neceflary to be Good. 
Tell me, what is't at which great Spirits aim,. 
.What moft your felf defire? 

Afar. >- ■ Renown and Fame, 

And Pow'r, as uncontrol'd as is my Will. 

Ind. How you confound Dciircs of Good and III! 
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For true Renown is (till with Virtue join'd; 

But Luft of Pow'r lets loofe th'uubrkU'd Mind. 

Yours is a Soul irregularly Great, ^ '-+ 

Which wanting Temper, yet abounds' with Heat: > 

So ftrong, yet 16 unequal Pulfes beat. ^ •' 

A Sun which does, through Vapours, dimly thine : 

What fitv 'tis you are not all Divine! v 

New molded, thorough lightened, and a Bread 

So .pure, to bear the laft feverefi Teftj 

Fit to Command an Empire you fhould gain 

By Virtue, and without a Blum to reign. 

Mir. You Ihow me fbmewhat I ne'er learnt before} 
But 'tis the diftant Profpeft of a Shore, 
Doubt&il in Mills j which, like inchanted Ground, 
Flies from my Sight, before 'tis fully found. 
' hid. Dare to be Great, without a guilty Crown - 9 A 
View it, and lay the bright Temptation down: 
Tis bafe to ieize on all, Decaufe you may* 
That's Empire, that whicty 1 can give away : 
There's Joy when to wild Will you Laws prefcribe, 
When you .bid Fortune, carry back her Bribe ; 
A Joy, which none but greateir Minds can tafte* 
A Fame, which will to endlefs Ages laft. 

M*> Renown, and Fame, in vain, I courted long; 
, .^Dd 1 {till purfu'd 'em, though directed wrong. 
In Hazard, and in Toils, I heard thev lay j 
Sail'd farther than the Coaft, but mifs'd my Way ; 
Now you have giVn me Virtue for my Guide* 
And, with true Honour, ballafted my Pride. 
Unjuft Dominion I no more purfue; 
I quit all other Claims but thofe to you. 

Ind. Oh be not juft to halves 1 pay all you owe : 
Think there's a Debt to MelefiuU too! 
t To jeaye no Blemifh on your After- Life; 
Reward the Virtue of a futfring Wife. 

Mor. To Love, once paft, I cannot backward move; 
Call Yefterday again, and I may love. 
Twas not for nothing I the Crown rcfign'dj 
I ftiil mull own a tykrxenary Mind: 
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I, in this venture, double Gains purine, 
And laid out all my Stock to purchafe you. 

7* them, Afeph Chan. 
Now, what Succefs? does Aureng-Zebe yet Kve? 

Afaph. Forttine has giv*n you all that (he can give. 
Your- Brother* •—' 

Mor. ■■ ^ Hol3; thou ihow'ft an impious Joy, 
And think'** I ftill take Weafure'toDeftroy : 
Know, I am changed, and would not have him flain. 

Afaph. Tis paft$ and you defire his Life in vain. 
He prodigal of Soul ruflfd on the Stroke. 
Of lifted Weapons, and did Wounds provoke: 
In fcorn of Night, he would not be conceal'd ; 
His Soldiers, where he fought, his Name reveal'd: 
In thickefr, Crouds, frill Aureng-Ztbe did {pund: *% 

■The- vaulted Roofs did Aurrng-Ztbe rebound, ? 

Till late^ and hi his Fall, the Name was drowned/ • ^ 

Ind. Wither that -Hand which brought him to hisFafc 
And Waited be the Tongue which did relate. 

Afaph. His Body » — r 

..♦ M»r. Ceafc to inhanfe her Mifery : 

Pity the Queen, and mow Refpecl: to me. 
'Tis ev'ry Painter's Art to Hide from fight, 
'And caft in Shades, what feen would not delight. 
Your Grief, in me fiich fympathy has bredj [1* to. 
I mourn ; and wifti I could recal the Pead. 
Love (bftens me* and blows up Fires, which pafi 
Through my tough Heart, and mek the fhibborn Mafs. 
. Ind. Break, Heart ; or choak, with fobs, my hated Breatfc j 
Do thy own Work-: Admit no foreign Death. 
Alas! why do I make this ufelefs Moan? 
I'm dead already, for my Soul is gone. 

Jb them, Mir Baba. ** 

Mir. What Tongue the Terror of this Nhjht can td» 
Within, without, and round the Citadel! 
A new-form'd Fadion-does your Pow'r oppofc; 
The Fight's confus'd, and all who meet are Foes: 
A fecond Clamour, from the Town, we hearj 
And the far Noife foloud, it drowns the -near. 

At*, 
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M*s, who {eem'd our Friend, is either fled; 
Or, what we fear, our Enemies does head : 
Your frighted Soldiers fcarce their Ground maintain. 

Mer. I thank their Fury j we fhaJJ fight again; . 
They roufe my Rage; I'm eager to fubdue: 
yis fatal to with-hold my Eyes from you,. 

[Exit with the tto Omaht. 
Mater Meknnda. « 
il^, Can Mifery no place qf, Safety know? 
The Noife purfues me whereioVer I go, 
As Fate fought only me, and where I fled, 

Aim'd all its Darts at my devoted Head. 

And let it; I am now paft Care of Life; 

The laft of Women; an abandon'd Wife. 
Ind. Whether Defign or Chance has brought you here, y 

1 fland oblig'd to Fortune, or to Fear; > 

Weak- Women fhould, in danger, herd like Deer. ^ 

But lay, from whence this new Combuftion fprings ? • 

Are there yet more Morots 4 * more fighting Kings? 
Mel. Him from his Mothers Love your Eyes divide,! 

And now her Arms the cruel Strife decide. 
Ind. What ftrange Misfortunes my vext Life attend? 

Death will be kind, and all my Sorrows end. 

If N«wf»*W prevail, I know my Fate, 
Mel. I pity,, as. my own, your hard Eftate* 

But wnat can my weak Charity afford? 

I have bo longer IntYeft in my, Lord : 

Nor in his Mother, he: She owns her Hate 

Aloud, and would her felf ufurp the State. 
bud. I'm mapify'd with Sorrow, paft Relief 

Of Tears: Parch'd up, and withered with my Grief. 
Mel. Dry Mourning will decays more deadly bring, 

As a Kortn Wind burns a too forward Spring. 

Give .Sorrow vent, and let the Sluices go. 
Ind. My Tears are all congeal'd, and will not flow, 
Md. Have Comfort ; yield not to the Blows of Fate, 
Ind. Comfort, like Cordials after Death, comes late. 

Name not £o .vain a Word ; my Hopes are fled : 

think your Morot were, kind, and think him dead. 

G; AT* 
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Mel. I can no more 
Can no more Arguments, for Comfort, fiad: 
Your boding Words hare quite tferwhelnVd my Mind. 

[Clattering $f ffy*jm wkkm, 
Jnd, The Noifc increaftsi as the Billows rore^ 
"When rowlirig from afar they threat the Shore 
Sjle comes; and feeble Nature now I find 
Shrinks back in Danger, and foriakes my Mind. 
I wifh to dip, vet dare not Death endure; 
Deteft the Mcd'cine, yet defire the Care. 
I would have Peath; but mild, and at Gourmand: 
I dare not truft him in another's Hand. x 

In Nourmahal's he would not mine appear 5 
But arm'd with Terror, and diJguis'd with Fear. 

Mel. Beyond this Place yon can have no Rxtreatr 
Stay here, and I the Danger will repeat. 
I fear not Death, becanfe my Life I hate: 
And envious Death wiH fhun th J Unfortunate, * 

Jnd. You niuft not venture. 
,Mel. Let me: I may do 

My (elf a Kindneis, in obliging you. 
In your lov'd Name, I'll feek my angry Lord 5 
And beg your Safety from his conou ring Sword; 
So his Prote&ion all your Fears will cafe. 
And I (hall fee him once, and not difpleafc. [Ejaf. 

Jnd. Oh wretched Queen ! what Fow'r thy Life can fcve? 
'A Stranger, and Unfriended* and a Skve! 

Enter Nourmahal, Zayda, tmd Abas, wtb Sel&m. 
Alas, (he's here ! 

[Iadaraora vithdroms to the imer fmt of tbeScm. 
Near. Heartlefs they fought, and quitted fbon their 
While ours with cane Victory were crown'd. {GfoaA 
To you, Abas y my Life and Empire too. 
And, what's yet dearer, my Revenge, I owe. 

Abas. The vain Morat, by his own Rafhnefs wrought, 
Too foon difcover'd his ambitious Thought; 
Believ'd me his, became i {poke him fair, 
And pitch'd his Head into the ready Snare: 
Hence 'twas I did his Troops at nrft admit; 
But fuch, whole Numbers could no Fears beget; 
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tf them ft* Emperor's Party firft I flew, 
Then rurn'd m? Arms the Victors to fubduei 

Nour. Now let the head-ftrong Boy my Witt controul: 
Virtue's no Slave of Man ; no Sex confines the Soul: 
I, for my (elf, th' Imperial Seat will gain. 
And he, frail wait ray Leirare for Iris Reign. 
But Aureng-Zebe is no where to be found. 
And now perhaps in Death's cold Arms he lyes * 
I fought, and cpnquerM, yet have loft the Prize. 

Zayd. The Chance of War determine well the Strife; 
That rack'd you, 'twixt the Lover and the Wife. 
He's dead, whole Love had ftfiy'd all your Reign, 
And made you Emprefs of the World in vain. 

Nour. No 5 I my Pow'r and Pleafure would divide: 
The Drudge had quench'd my Flames, and then had dy'&i 
I rage, to think without that Mis I live; 
That I could wifli what Fortune would not give : 
But, what Love cannot, Vengeance irmft fupply j 
She, who bereav'd me of his Heart, (hall die. 
. Zayd. 1*11 fearch: Far diftant hence ihe cannot beJ 

[Gets m* 

Nour. This wondrous Mafter-piece I fain would fcej 
This fatal Htlen> who can Wars infpire, 
Make Kings her Slaves, and fet the World on fire. 
}/ij Husband lock'd his Jewel from my Views 
Ox durft not fet the Falfe one by the True. 
Ri-mer Zayda, leading Indamora. 

Zayd. Your frighted Captive, e'er (he dies, receive* 
Her Soul's juft going elfe, without your leave. 

Nour. A fairer Creature did my Eyes ne'er fee! 
Sure ihe was forni'd by Heaven in fpite to me! 
Some Angel copy'd, while. I jflept, each Grace, 
And molded C7 f rj feature from my Face. 
Such Majefty does frem her Forehead riie, 
Her Cheeks fuch Blulhes caft, fuch Rays her Eyes; 
Nor I, nor Envy, can a Blemiih find; 2 

The Palace is, without, too well defign'd : 4 

Conduft me in, for I will view thy Mind. [To her. < 
Speak, if thou haft a Soul, that I may fee, 
If Heav'n can make throughout another Me, 
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Ind. My t'ears and Miferies muft plead my Cattfe; 

■ [Kmitingi 
My Word*, the Tern* of your Prcfemce*w«s: 
Mortals, in 'fight of Angels, mute become; 
The nobler Nature ftrrke* th* Inferiour dumb. 

Nour. The Palmis,'bvthe'foe*s Gtafcfibn* mine* • 
But I difdain what'feafely^ou reflgn. ^ 
&eav'n*didyby**ie, the outward Model build: 
Its inward Work, the Soul, with RubbMh filKL * 
Yet, oh» th4mperred Piece mores more Delight; 
*Tis gilded o'er with Youth, to catch the-Sight. 
The Gods hare poorly robb'd my Virgiii Bloom, 
And what 1 vmr, by wharl was, o'ercome. 
Traitrefs, retort my Beauty and my Charms, 
Nor fteaT my Gonqueft witn my proper Arms. 

Ind. What have I done, thus to inflame your Hate? 
I am not Guilty, but Unfortunate-. 

Nour. Not Guilty, when thy Looks my PowV betray, ^ 
Seduce Mankind, my Stibjed, from my Sway, > 

Take all my Hearts, and all my Eyes away? * * 

My Husband firft; but that I could forgive: * « • 
He only mov'd, and talk'd, but did not live. 
My Aureng-Zebt) for I dare own the Name, 
The glorious Sin, and the more glorious Flames 
Him, from my Beauty, have thy Eyes mtf-Jerib -s 

And ftarv'd the Joys of my expe&ed Bed.- • \ > 

Ind, His Love fo fought, he^s happy that he's dead. * 
O Jiad I Courage but to meet my Fate; 
That fhort dark Paflage to a future State; . 
That melancholy Riddle of a Breath. 

Nour. That fcmething, or that nothing, alter Death: 
^Take this; and teach thy felf. [Ghmg * JD*$tr. 

Ind. Alas! 

Sour. Why doft thou make? 

Diihoaour not the Vengeance I dengn'd; 
A Queen, and own abate Plebeian Mind* 
Xtt it drink deep in thy moft vital Part : 
Strike home, and do me reafon in thy Heart* 

Ind. I dare not. 
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Hour. Po't, while I fbrad by and fee, 

At my full Guflr, without the Drudgery. 
I Jove a Foe; who dares my Stroke prevent, 
Who gives me the full Scene of my Content, 
Showsme the flying Soul's Convulfive ftrife, 
And all the Anguifh of departing Life: 
Difdain my Mercy, and my Rage dene* 
Oxm me with thy bft Breath; and make me fee 
A Spirit worthy to have RivaTd me. 

InJ. Oh, I defirc to die; hut date not yet: 
Give me fomerefpite, I'll dffi&arge the Debt. 
Vft&Gttmy'Aureng*2tohe I would hot Hve. [thy Fate, 

Noar. Thine, Traitrefs!- thine*! that word has wing'd 
And put me paft the tedious Forms' of Hate. 
FU kill thee with inch Eagemcft and Hade, 
As Fkfods, let loofc, would lay all Nature wafte. 

[Indamora runs bath: As Nburmahal is running te her, 
K ' ' ' CUfh'mg of Swerds is heard -within. 

Sold, YieJd, y'are o'erpowVd : Refinance is in vain. 

[Within. 
Met. Then Dtafth's my Choice: Suhmiffion I difdain : 

[Within. 
Near. Retire, fwi Slaves: Ah whither does he run 

v [At the Deer) 

x On pointed Swords? Difarm, but five my Son. 
< •* Enter MonX ftaggermg, and upheld by Seldiers. 
Mer. She lives! and T fhali feeher once again! 
1 have not thrown away my Life in vain. 

[Catches keU ef IndamoraV Gewn, and falls by her: 
She fits. , 

f can no more; yet, eVn in Death, Ifind 
ifv fainting Body byafi'd by my Mind : 
I fall toward you ; ftill my contending Soul 
Points to your Breaft, and trembles to its Pole. 
2& them, Mckhnda, hftfiily, cafting her felf en the ether fide 

ef Morat. 
JfW. Ah /wo, wo, wo ! the worft of Woes I find ! i 
Live ftill: Oh live; live ev*h to be unkind. 
With half-fliut Eyes he fceks the doubtful Day* . 
But, Ah! he bends his Sight another way. 

He 
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He faipt*! and in that Sigh hi* Soul is gone; - 
Yet Hcav'n's unmovd, jjt Hea*'n looks careW? 0$? 

N<wr. Where are thaw Powrs which Monarch* toouljf 
Or do they vaio ^Vthority pretend [dcfca\# 

O'er human Fates*, and tJtfH weak Eaappre fhojy, 
Which cannot guard tjieir Images below «? ' 
Jf, as their Image, he was net Divia&> . 
They ought to toy? reipoftcd hjm as mjne. 
Ill waken them with my Revenge* and (he . 
Their Tndanm* fhaS m? Vtffcm bo, 
And helpkfs Heav'n ihall mourn in vap, like m*. 

E^aVjie i* &m& & JU+ IadajnojaV J4pra* vufu \m- 
filf, asd holds btr HMfJ. 

Mot. Ah, what are w^, 
Who dare maintain with Heaven this wretched $trifc, 
Puft with the Pride of Heav'n's own Gift, frail lift? . 
That blaft which my ambitious Spirit fwell'tf, 
See by how weak a Tenure it was held! 
I only ftay to lave the Innocent: 
Ph envy not my Soul it&laft Content. 

Jnd. No, let me die i I'm doubly ftjpmojrid pomi 
Firft, by my Aureng-Zebe\ and, fince, by you. 
My Soul grows hardy, and can Death entfure : 
Your Convoy makes the dang'rous Way fecure. 

Mel. Let me, at leaft, a Funeral Marriage crave* 
Kor grudge my cold Embraces in the Grave, 
I have too juft a Title in the Strife: 
By me, unhappy me, he loft his Life:. 
1 calTd him hither j 'twas my fatal Breaths 
And I the Screech-Owl that proclaim'd his Death.' f 

[Shout witty. 

Mss. What new Alarms are the&P Til hade and fie. 

[Exit* 
- Nour. Look up, and live. An Empire (hall be thine. 

Mor. That I contemn'd, ev'n when I thought it mine. 
Oh, I muft yield to my hard Deftinies, p* fad. 

And muft for ever ceafe to fee your Eyes. 

Mel. Ah turn your Sight to me, my deaceft Lord! 
Can you ; nqt one, que parting Look afford ? 
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Ev^fo unkind m Death? but 'tis in Tain; 

I lofc^my Breath, and to the Winds «ompbtn: 

Yet 'tis as much in rain your cruel Scorn; 

Still I can lore, without this iaft Return. 

Nor Fate, nor you, eu»iBf vow'd Faith cantroui; 

Dying, I'll follow your dmainMSouh 

A Gnoft, 111 haunt your Ghoft? ondV where yon get 

With mournfui Murmurs £11 die Plaint below. . 

Mor. Be happy, Meiejmda, ceafe to grieve, 
Jkad, for a more deferring Husband, live: 
Can you forgive ole? 

ML Can I ! Oh nay Heart! 

Have I heard one, Jrind Word before 1 part? 
I can, I can forgive: Is that a Task 
To love, like mine? Are yon £o good to ask? 
One kiis— rr-Oh ^ s too great a Bleffing this; [Kijfchim, 
I would not Um to violate the Bli& 

jb-inter Abas. 
Ab*s. Some envious Devil has ruin'd us yet more: 
Tlie Fort's revoked to the Emperor $ 
The Gates are open'd, the Portcullis draws ; 
And deluges of Armies, from the Town, 
* Come pow'ring in: I heard the mighty flaw, 
When firft it broke $ the crowding finfigns few, 
Which choakfd the Pafiage; and, (what feaft J fcarH) 
The waving .Arms of Jktrtng-Zebe appeared, 
Difplav'd with your Afer/»V. 

In cither's Flag the golden Serpents bear, _ 

Jweeicd Crefts alike, like Volumes rear, £ 

And mingle friendly himngs in the Air. i 

Their Troops are join'd, and our Deftrultion nigh. 

-N«w. Tis vain to fight, and J diidain to %. 
rilmock the Triumphs which our Foes intends 
AndV fj*te of Focmne, make a- glorious End. 
In poi&'nbus Draughts my Liberty I'll find: 
And from the nauieous World let free my Mind. [Exit. 
4t the other tad rf th* Stage, otter Aurcng-Zebc, Dknet, 
and Attmdmts. ' Aureng-Zebe turns back, mid fttaks, 
mring. 

Aht. The Lives of all,whaceafe from Combat^iparej 
My brother's be your inoft peculiar Care: 

Our 
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Our impious Ufc no longer fhall obtain; 
Brothers no more, by Bothers, ifaali be fiain. 

[Seeing Indamora and Marat; 
Ha! do I dream? is this my bofd Sycosis ? 
I grow a Statue* Ji£ and, jtotwnkis. ■ 
Look, Manet: fori <bue*«t ttuft. thefe Eyes; 
Thcydcnacriv Mifo sad dozie with Surprife. 
•'£>**. Sfe '*UM»vif 5 dying he&ems, or dead: 
And ImUmora's Hand- 
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^r. . S upports his Head. [£g&s$ 

Thou (bak not break yet Heart, nor (hall (be know 
My inward Torments, by my outward Show; 
To let her fee my Weakncfc were too bale; 
Diflcmbkd Quiet fit upon my Face: 
My Sorrow to my Eyes no Pafiage imd» 
JBut let it inward fink, and drown my Mind. 
Falihood fhall want its Triumph: I begin 
To ftaggeri but I'll prop my fclf within. 
The fpecious TowV no Rum (hall difclofc , 
Till down, at once, the mighty Fabrick goes. 

Mor. In ugn that I die yours, reward my Lovevfftlad. 
And Seal my Pafport to the blefs'd dmt\Kiffi»gber Hart. 

Ind. Oh flay * or take mc with you when you go: 
There's nothing now worth living for below. 

Mar. I leave you not; for my expanded Mind * 
Grows up to Heav*n, while it to you is join'd: 
Not quitting, but enlarg'd LA blazing Fire* 
Fed from the Brand. , [Dies, 

Mel. Ah me! he's gone! I die! [&sW. 

Ind. Oh difmal Day! 

Fate, thou haft raviih'd my laft Hope away. 

[She turns, and fees Aurerjg-Zcbe fianimg by bit, 
andfiarts. 
O Heav'n ! my Aunng-Ztbe— »What4rrange SurprifiM 
Or does my willing Mind delude my Eyes, 
And (hows the Figure always pre&nt there? 
Or liv'ft thou? am I ble&d, and fee thee here? 
Ahr. My Brother's Body iee convey'd with Care, 

[Turning from her, to bis Jbmdantf. 
Where we may Royal Sepulture prepare. 

With 
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With fpced to Mdrfkd* bring Relief 5 

Real her Spirit* and moderate her Grief— 

[Hdf turning to Indamora. 
I go, to take for ever fiwn yd» View' 
Both the lov'd Objcd, and the ^ated too* 

[Gifc£ MHfyafhr tk#B$diu, which vn+wrki of. N 

&</. Hear aic 5 yet- th&k not *l»t I beg your Stay i 
"•:• - ".*•:.-.' ^ [Lying bold of him. 
I will be heard, and after takeyburWliy; 
60 j but your late Repentance (ball be vain : ' 

[HeftrugghsftM: She Uts him go. 
fll never, never fee your Fade again. ^ (Turning *»*f. 

Aur. Madam, I^know what ever you can iky: 
You might be pleased not to* command my Stay. 
All things are yet di&rder'd m the Fort ; 
I muft crave leave your' Audience may« be fhort. 

Ind. You need not fear I fliali detain you longs 
Yet you may "tell me* your pretended Wrong. 

Aur. Is % that the Bus'nefs ? then my Stay is vaiflu 

Ind. How sre you injur 'd F 

Aur. When did I complain? 

Ind. Leave off your, fbre'd Refpecr-— 
And Ihow- your Rage in its mofr furious Form? . 
I'm arm'd with Innocence to brave the Storm. 
You heard, perhaps* your Brother's lad Denre; 
And after faw him in my Arms expire: 
Saw me, with Tears, fo great a Lois bemoan: 
Heard me complaining my laft Hopes were gone. 

Aur. Oh ftay, and take me with you when you go. 
There's nothing now worth living for below. 
Unhappy Sex I whole Beauty < is your Snare 5 
Expos*! to Tryals? made too frail to bear. 
I grow a Fool, and fhow my Rage again : 
Tis Nature's Faukj and why fhouid I complain? 

Ind. Will you yet hear me ? 

Aur. ; — Yes, tiU y«u relate 
What pow'rful Motives did your Change create. * 
You thought me dead, and prudently did weigh 
Tears were but vain, and brought but Youth's decay. 

Then 



Then, in Morat, your Hopes a Crown de£gp'd$ 
And allthe Woman workVl within your Mind. 
I rave again, and to my Rage return, 
To be again iuhjo&ed to your Scorn. 

Ind. I wait till tkis long Storm be Ofcr-Uown* 

Aur. I'm con&ious of my Foly : I have donc.j 
I cannot rail; but fikntly I'll grieve. 
How did I truft ! and how did you deceive ! 
Oh, Arimsnt, would I had dy ? d>f<x tja&\ 
I dearly buy thy Generality. . 

Ind. Alas, is he then dead? 
. , Aur , U nknown to me, 

He took my Arms; and while I fore'd my Way, 
Through Troops. of Foes, which did oiur Pafliage Iky, 
My Buckler o'er my aged Father caft, • . 
Still righting, frill defending as I pad, 
The noble Arimant uftrp'd my Name.; 
Fought, and took from me, while he gave me, Fam. 
To Auung-Ztbty he made his Soldiers cry, *% 

And feeing not, where he heard Danger nigh*, r 

Shot, like a Star, through the benighted Sky. . * 

A fhort, but mighty Aid: At length- he fell, - 
My own Adventures 'twere loft rime to tell$ L 
Or how my Army, entring in the Night, 
Surpris'd our. Foes : The dark dtforderfd fight* 
How my Appearance, and my Father (town* 
Made Peace; and all the rightful Monarch own* 
I've fum'd it briefly, finccit did relate 
Th* unwelcome Safety of the Man you hate, 

bid. As briefly will I clear my Innocence; : 
Your alter'4 Brother dy'd in my Defence, 
Thofe Tears you faw, that Teaderncfs I fiiow *fi% * • 
Were juft Efifc&s of Grief and Gratitude. 
He dyVi my Convert. . 

A$*r. -But your Lover too: 

I heard his Words, and did your Actions view 5 

You feem'd to mourn another Lover dead: 

My Sighs you save him, and my Tears you Jhcd. 

But work of all 

Your 
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Your Gratitude for his Defence was fhown: 
It prov'd you valu'd Life when I was gone. 

Ind. Not that I valu'd Life* but fcar'd to die: 
Think that my Weakness, not Inconftancy. 

An*. Fear fhow'd you doubted of your own latent i 
And (he who doubts, becomes lefs Innocent. 
Tell me not you could fear 5 
Fear's a large Promifer; who mbje& live 
To that bale Paflion, Jcnow not what they give.' 
No Circumftance of Grief you did deny j 
And what could (he give more who durft not die? 

Ind. My Love, my Fakh. 

Am. Both Co adulterate grown, 

When mixM with Fear, they never could be knowni 
I wifli no 111 might her I love befalj 
But (he ne'er lov d, who durft not venture all. 
Her Life and Fame mould my Concernment be; 
But flie (hould only be afraid for me. 

Ind. My Heart was yours j but, Oh ! you left it here, 
Abandon 'd to thofe Tyrants, Hope and Fear : 
If they fore d from me one kind Look, or Word, 
Could you not that, nor that fmall Part afford? 

Aur. If you had lov'd, you nothing yours could callij 
Giving the learV of mine, you gave him alt. 
True Love's a Mrferj fo tenacious grown* 
He weighs to the leaft Grain of what's his own. 
More delicate than Honour's niceft Senfe: 
Neither to .give nor take the leaft Offence. 
With, or without you, I can have no reft: 
What fhaU I do ? you're lodg'd within my Breaft : 
Your Image never will be thence difplac'd; 
But there it lyes, ftabb'd, mangled, and defac*d. 

Ind. Yet, to reftore the Quiet of your Heart* 
There's one way left. 

«4w. Oh name it, 

hd. —^"ris to part. 

Since perfect Blifs with me you cannot proved 
I fcorn to blefs by halves the Man I love. 

A$tr. Now you diffract me more: Shall then> the Day* 
Wu'ch views my Triumph, fee our Loves decay ? . . 

Muft 
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Muft I new Bars to my own Joy create ?'. 
Refafe, my felf, what I had Forced from Fate? 
What though I am not lov'd? 
Reafbn's nice Tafte does our Delights deftroy : . J 
Brutes are more Hefs'd, who grouy feed on toy? 

Ind. Such endlefs JeakrofSes your Lore purfue, 
I can no* more be fully bfefs 1 *! than you. 
I therefore go,' to free us both from Pain : * ' ' 

I pris'd your Perfbn, but your Crown dfldain. 
Nay, ev n my own 
I give it you ; for fince I cannot call 
Your Heart my Subject, 111 not reign at all. [Exit. 

Aur. Go: Tnoughthou leav*ft metortur'donthe'Rack, 
*Twixt Shame ana Pride, I cannot call thee back. 
She's Guiltlefs, and I mould fiibmit; but Oh! 
When fhe Exa&s it, can I (loop fb low? 

Yes; for fte's Guiltlefs; but fhe's Haughty too. 

Great Souls long ftruggle e'er they own a Crime : 
She's gone; and leaves me no repenting Time. 
I'll call her now; fure, if fhe loves, (hell ftayj 
Linger at leaft, or not go far away, 

[Looks to the Door, snJ return. 
For ever loft, and I repent too late. i 

My foolilh Pride, would fet my whole Eftate, > 

Till, at one throw, I loft all back to Fate. \ ' 

7b him the Emperor, drawing in Indamora: Attrnlm&i. 

Emp. It muft not be, that he, by whom we five, 
Should no Advantage of his Gift receive. 
Should he be wholly wretched ? he alone, 
In this blefc'd Day, a Day fo much his own? p* Ifld. 
I have not quitted yet a' Victor's Right: 
I'll make you happy in your own defpight 
I love you ftill; and. if I ftruggle hard , 
To give, it {hows the Worthof the Reward. 

Im. Suppofe he has o'ercome; muft f find Place 
Among his conquer'd Foes, and fue for Grace ? 
Be pardon'd, and confefs I lov'd not well? 
What though none live my Innocence to tell? 
I know it: Truth may own a genrous Pride: 
I dear my fclf, and care for none befidc.- 

Jttt . 
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Jhv. Oh, Indamvr*, you would break my Heart! 
Could you rcfolvc, on any terms, to part ? 
I thought your Lose eternal : Was it ty'd 
So toofly, that a Quarrel could divide? 
I grant that my Suspicions were unjuft; 
But would you leave me for a fmali Qiftruft ? 
Forgive thofe foolifti Word * . [Knetling to her. 

They were the Froth my raging Folly mov'd, 
: When it boil'd up : I knew not then I Jpv'dj . 
Yet then lov d moft. 
Ad: [lb Aur .] You would but half be bleft ! 

[Giving her H*md,jmUing 9 
jfyr 9 Oh do but try 

% eager Love: 111 give my felf the lye.v 
The very hope is a full Happinefsj 
Yet fcantlv meafures what I (hall pofiefs. 
lancy jt felt ev'n in Enjoyment, is 
But a dujnb Judge, and cannot tell its Blifi. 

Emp. Her Eyes a feeret yielding do confefs, 
And promife to partake your Happiaeft. 
May aD the Joys I did my felf purfue, 
Be rais'd by her, % and multiply Yl on you. 
A fmejjbn if Friefts, Slaves following, *nd laft Mekfinda 

in White. 
' ltd. Alas! what means this Pomp? 
Jhtr* JTis the Prpceflion of a Funeral Vow, 
Which .cruel Laws to Indian Wives allow, 
When fatally their Virtue they appro ve^ 
Cbearful in Flames, and Martyrs of their Love. 

Ind. Oh my foreboding Heart! th' Event I fear 5 
And fee! fad MeUJmda does appear. 

Idel. You wrong my Love; what Grief do I betray ? 
This is the Triumph of mv Nuptial Day. 
My better Nuptials j whicn, in fpight of Fate, 
For ever join me to my dear Morat. 
Now I am pleasU* my Jealoufies are o'er : 
He s minej and I can lofe him now no more. 
Emp. Let no falfe (how of Fame your Reafba blind, 
lad. You have no Right to die; he was not kind. 
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Afe/. Had he.beea kind, I could no Love have lhownj 
Each vulgar Virtue would as much have done. „ 
My Love was fuch, it needed no return; 
But could, though he fupply'd no Fuel, -burn, 
Kich in it felf, Bke Elemental Fire, ^ 
Whofe purenefs does no Aliment require. 
% In vain ,you would bereave me of my Lord* 
For I will die : Die is too bafe a Word, 
111 fcek his Breaft, and kindling by .his Side, . 

AdornM with Flames, I'll mount a glorious Bnde. [Ex* 

- Enter Nourmahal di/hd&ed, wif£ 2.ayd*. ' 
' v Zmd. She's loft, (he's loft! but why do I complain 
For her, who generoufly did Life diltfain ! 

Poifon'd, ihe raves — : • 

Th'invenom'd Body does the Soul attack 5 • 
Th'invenom'd Soul works its own Ppifon back. . 

Hour. I burn, I more than bum* I *m all fire: 
See how my Mouth and Noftrils JFlame expire. 
M not come near my fel f ■ 

Now Pm a burning Lake, it rowls and flows,' 
I'll rufh, and pour it all upon my Foes. 
Pull, pull that reverend Piece of Timber near: 

-Throw'ton— ^'tis-dry 'twill burn-— 

Ha, ha! how my old Husbanicrackles there! 
Keep him down, keep him down, turn him a&ont. 
I know himj he'll but whiz, and ftrait g» **• Y, 
Fan me, you Winds : what, not one Breath ot Air r 
I burn 'em aU, and yet have Flames to fpare. ^ 
Quench me: Pour on whole Rivers. Tis in vain. 
Wrat ftands there to drive 'em back agau* : 
.With thofe huge Bellows in his Hands, he blows 
New Fire into my Head: My Brain-pan glows. 
See, fee, there's Aureng-Zebe too takes his Part } 
But he blows all his Fire into my Heart, 

A#r. Alas, what Fury's this? 

Nwr . That's he, that* he! -^jtf 

\Sttsrmg upon fan, mi ctimi * *"" 
I know the dear Man's Voices 
• And this my Rival, this the curicd She. ^ ^ 
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\ Tlicy tifsi h«0 each others Arras they rua: 

I Clole, clofe, clofe! mull I fee, and mull have-none? I ' 

. Thou art not hers: Give me that eager Kifs. 

Inwateful! lave I loft Afcw for this? 

Wfflyou? before mj Voce}— n-poorAelplefil . 

Sec ail, and hare my Hell before I die! [Sinks down. 

Imf- With thy laft Breath thou haft Ay Crimes con- 
reft: . 

Fuewelj and take, 'what thouiie'ergav'ft me.'Reft. 

Rut you, my SoB.teceire it better here: 

[Giving him Indaroora/ Hand: 
' The juft Rewards of Love and Honourwear. 

Receive the Miftrefs you Co long have feiVd; 
I Receive the Crown your Loyalty preferVd. 
: Tike you the Reins, while 1 fr*m Carea remove, 

And fleep within the Chariot which I drove 
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Afretty Task! and pi tofdthe look 
m?o needs wouU undertake Ufkafe by ^e: 

Be thought that, if his Charters were good, 

The Scenes entire, and freed from Noife and Stood; 

The ABion great, yet wcumfcriVd by % ^m, 

The Words not fored, but Jlidmg into Rkim> • 

The Faffbns raiSd, and taint d by jufi Degrees, 

As Tides ate fweWd, and then retire to Seas j 

He thought y in hitting thefe, his Buinefs done* 

Though he y perhaps, has faiVdm ev'ry one: 

But, after all, a Voet mufi confefs, 

Bis Arts like Fhyfick, tut a ffappy au *fi- 

Tour Ikafure on your Taney mufi defend: 

The Uutys pleas' J, juft as JheJikes her Friend. 

No Song! no Donee! no Show! he fears you U fy, 

Tom lave all naked beauties, but a P%, 

He much miftakes your Methods to M^hfy 

And y like the French, abhors our Target-fight : 

But thofe damn'd Dogs K tan never/ be ittiBiJrt. 

True English hate your MimfieuVs paltry Arts. 

Tor you are all Silk-weavers, in your Hearty. 

Bold Britons, at a brave "Bear-garden Tray, 

Are roused: And, clattYmg Sticks, cry, Play, play, pty- 

Mean time, your filthy' Foreigner will flare, 

And mutter to himfelf, Ha gens Barbare ! 
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1 EPILOGUE. ' 

And* QU, *A w,Uhe mutters; Weil for km i 
0* Bmehtr, elf. weuld tern- him limb from Umb 

M&d with this Freach OvUtyi 
Unburn After-ages will be dor* .- , 

0* fttf m, « htmdred Tern toe fern, 
&• -dge corns m to fln>, or ^ tw^yl, 
Aid tarty Springs strefUijtS « ,5^/ 
»*. iWi ««/, **„ / w em nuhnTtf 
*«*« «4jfr«w flfftfy W tfe fo^/ 

JJ - * **"¥ "* «WW«W, w £ s vMtdfirht, 

irfah, hkt tbandtn'd trojTttMn, ym give t 
^faffd km mdthete I feme i*heU, 
M* am difcem the TmfUfrem the Gold: 
?*efi he writes; msd, if by them ahew'A 
ustktr TrmgMJve to ride tin Crowd. 
**hemre fears (Hh»fetfammg Mm} 
Thr Vem eel* tmtet j*d S e, thm theirs who cm. 
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To the Right Honourable 

T H MAS, 

1 Earl of Dauby, Vifcount Latimer, 
and Baron Osborne of Kiveton w 
Yorkfliire, Lord High Treafurer 
of England, one of his Majeftfs 
noft HomuraikTrivy-Councily and 
Knight of the moji Noile Order of 
the Garter, &c. 

I 

Mf Lord, 

a H E Grwitsde of Pott t it fo trouble- 

1 fomc a Virtoe to great Men, (hat 

9 yon are often in Dinger of your own 

R Benefits,* For you are threaten'd with 

g Tome Epiflle, and not furtVr'd to do 

i ■ . good in quiet, or to compound for 

| 'wir Silence whom you have oblig'd. Yet, I 

*?fefi, I neither am nor ought to be furprix'd at 

'nil ltdvlgenoc: Fot your Lotdftip hat the fame 

H 3 Right 
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Right to favour Poetry, which the Great and No* 
ble have ever had . ^ 

'Carmen am at, juifquis carmine Hgnageriu 

There \i foroewhat of *a tie In Natuf e bctwiit 

tTiofe who are Born for •worthy Adicms, and 

thofe who can tranfmit them to Pofterity: And 

though ttur* bemueh thefnfeHor; Part, it comes 

at lead within the Verge of Alliance; nor are we 

unprofitable Members of the Commonwealth, 

when we animate others to thofe Virtues, which 

we copy and defcribe-from you. 

1 *Tis indeed their lntereft, who etWeavour the 

Subversion of Governments, -to difceurage Poets 

and Hittorians; for the belt which can happen to 

them, is, ta be forgotten: But fuch who, under 

Kings, are the Fathers of their Country, and by 

a jutt and prudent ordering of Affairs preferve it, 

have the fame reafon to cherifh the Chroniclers 

ofthefr Afiions 5 as they have to lay up in Safety 

i he Deeds and Evidences of their Eftates: For 

fuch Records are their undoubted Tides to the 

Love and Reverence of Afteriage*. Yortr Lord- 

Ihip's Adminiftration has already taken up a con- 

tiderable part of the Englifa Annals \ and many 

of its meft happy Years are owing to it. His 

Mciefty. the moft knowing' Judge of Man, and 

the Vft Matter, has acknowledge the Eafe and 

Benefit he receives in the Incomes of his Trea- 

furv which you found not only drforder'd, but 

exhVuiled. All things were in the confufion of 

a Chaos, without Form or Metho^, if not redo- j 

ced beyond it, even to Annihilation : So that yoo I 

had not only to Separate the jarring Bemads, 

but (if ibti boldnefs of £ipreffioa mighi bed- 

, * . low & 
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low'd me) to create- them. Your Enemies 
bid fo embroyl'd the Management of your Office, 
that they looked on your Advancement as the 
Inftrument of your Rain. And as if the clog- 
tag of the Revenue, and the condition of Ac- 
counts, which you found in your entrance, were 
not fufficient, they added their own weight of 
Malice to the publick Calamity, by fore ft ailing 

- the Credit which (hou'd cu/c it: Your Friends 
on the other flde were only capable of pitying, 
but not of aiding you : No farther Help or Conn-* 
fcl was remaining to you, bat what was founded 
on your telf : And that indeed was your Securi- 
ty : For your Diligence, your. Conftancy, and' 
.your Prudence, wrought more furely within,' 
when they were not difturb'd by any outward 
Motion. The higheft Virtue is bed to be truftcd 
with it felf, for Affiftance only can be gived by 
a Genius Superior to. that, which it affifb. And 
'lis the uobleft.kind qf Debt^ when we are only 
obliged to God .and. Nature. This then, my 
Lord, is your juft Commendation, that you haver^ 
wrought out your felf a way to Glory, by thofe 
very Means that were defign'd for your Deftru- 
fiion: You have not only-rettor'd, but advane'd 
the Revenues of your Matter, without Grievance 
to the Subjefi : And as if tha,t were little yet, the 
Debts of the Exchequer^ which lay heavieft both 
on the Crown, and on private Pcrfons, have by 
your Condud been eftabliiVd in. a certainty of 
SatisfaSion. A u A Gion fo mucn t he more Great 
aud Honourable, besaufe the Cafe was without 
the ordinary Relief of Laws; above the Hopes 
of the Afflicted, and beyond the nartownefs of the 
Treasury to redrefs, had it been managed by a 

% lefsable Hand,, * Tis certainly the. happieft, and 

' H 4 moft 
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moft tmtary'd part of aH yo*r Fortwie, to ' do 
good co many, wttie yon do Injury to none : To 
receive at once the Prayers of the Sttbjed, *nrf 
tbe Praifes of the Prince : And by the Care of 
your Coadu&, to ghfe tern Mean* of exerting 
the chieftft, (if any be the cbitfeB) of tits Royal 
Virtues, his dfftribotive Juftice to the Deferring; 
and hisBoamy and Companion to the Wanting. 
The Dtfpofition of P*Jnees towards their People, 

annot better be difcover'd than f r the Choice of 
httr Mtnifters: Who, like the Animal Spirits 
betwixt the Soul and Body, participate (bmewhat 
of both Natures, and oiake the Communication 
Whkh is betwixt them. A King, who is juft and 
moderate in his Nature, who rules according to 
the Laws, whom God made happy by forming 
the Temper of his Soul to the Confutation of 
his Government, and who makes us happy, by 
attorning over us no other Sovereignty than that 
Wherein our Welfare and Liberty contifts ; a 
Prince, I fay, of fo excellent a Character, and Cq 
foitable to the Wiflies of all good Men, could 
Bot better have conveyed himfelf into his Peoples 
Apprehenfions, than in your Lordflrip's Perron J 
who fo lively exprefs the fame Virtues, that yon 
fecm not fo much a Copy, as an Emanation of. 
him. Moderation is doubtiefs an Eftablifbmeot 
of Greatnefs ; but there is a (leadinefs of Temper 
which isjikewife requifite in a Mmirter of State: 
So equal a Mixture of both Virtues, that he may 
fland like an IJlhmus betwixt the two encroach- 
ing Seas of arbitrary Power, and lawlefs Anar- 
chy. The Undertaking would be difficult to any 
but an extraordinary Genius, to ftand at the Line, 
and to divide the Limits ; to pay what is due to 
Hie gfeat Reprcfentative of the Nation, and ner* 

■ ' • - thcr 
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ther to fnhance, nor to yield up the undoubted 
Prerogatives of the Crown.. Thefe, my Lord, 
•re the proper Vifwes of a Noble Englijhman y as 
indeed they are properly Englijb Virtues : No 
People in the World being capable t>f ufing them, 
but we who have the Happinefs to be born under 
fo equal, and fo well-poU'd a Government/ A 
Government which has all the Advantages of Li- 
berty beyond a Commonwealth, and all the Marks 
of Kingly Sovereignly without the danger of a 
Tyranny. Both my Nature, as 1 am an EngUJb- 
man y and my Reafon, as I am a Man, have bred 
fn me a loathing to that fpecious Name of a Re* 
publick : That Mock-appearance of a Liberty, 
where all who have not part in the Government, 
are Slaves: And Slaves they are of a viler Note 
than foch as are Subjeds to an abfolute Domini- 
on. For no Chriftian Monarchy is fo abfolute, 
but 'tis circumfcrjb'd with Laws : But when the 
Executive Power is in the Law-makers, Jhere is 
no farther Check upon them ; and the People muft: 
foffer without a Remedy, becaufe they are op— 
prefs'd by their Rcprcfentatives, If I muft ferve, 
the number of my Matters, who were born my 
Equals, would but add to the ignominy of my 
Bondage. The Nature of our Government a- 
hove all others, is exadly fuited both to the Si- 
tuation of our Country,- and the Temper of the 
Natives : An lihnd being more proper for Com- 
merce and for Defence, than for extending it*. 
Dominions on the Continent : For what the Va- 
lour of its Inhabitants might gain, by reafon of 
its remoteaefs, and the casualties of the Seas, it 
cou'd not fo eafily preferve: And therefore, nei- 
ther the arbitrary Power of one in a Monarchy,., 
nor of many in a Commonwealth, could make; 

H % U* 
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as greater than we are. Tis true, that vaftar and 
more frequent Taxes might be gathered, whco the 
Confcnt of the People was not osk'd or needed, 
bat this were only by conquering abroad to be 
poor at home : And the Examples of our Neigh- 
bours teach us-, that they are not always, the hap- 
pied Subje&s, whofe Kings extend their Domini* 
ons fartheft. Since therefore we cannot win by 
an Offenfive War, at lcaft a Land-War, the Mo- 
del of our Government feems naturally contrived 
for the Defenfivc part : And the confent of a 
People is eafily obtain'd to contribute to that 
Power which myft proted it* Felices nimium 
bonafi fua norint y jj»gljg***l And yet there are 
not wanting Malecontents amongft us, who for- 
feiting themfelves on top much Happinefs, wou'd 
perfuade the People that they might be happier 
by a Change. 'Twas indeed the Policy of their 
old Forefather, when himfelf was fallen from his 
Station of Glory, to feduce Mankind into the 
fame Rebellion with him, by telling him he might 
yet be freer than he_ was : That is, more free 
than his Nature would allow, or, (if I may fo fay) 
than God cou'd make him. Wehavealready all the 
Liberty which Free-bprn Subjects can enjoy ; 
and all beyond it is but Licence. But if it be 
Liberty of Confcience which they pretend, the 
Moderation of our Church is fuch, that its Pra- 
fiice extends not to the* Severity of Pcrfecution, 
and its Discipline if withal fo eafie, that it allows 
more freedom to Diffenters than any of the Se6ts 
would allow to it. In the mean time, what 
Right can be pretended by thefe Men to attempt 
Innovations in Church or State ? Who made 
them the Truftees, or (to fpeak a little nearer 
their own language) the Keepers of the Liberty 
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of England} If their Call be extraordinary, let' 
them convince us by working Miracles ; for or- 
dinary Vocatiou (bey pan have none to diftor{>» 
the Government under whiqb.they vyece? bora,, 
and which, protc&s them, He who ha* oficrji 
changed bis Partyi and always has made hls< |nte~ 
reft the Rule of Ogives little Evidence of Ms Sia-* 
cerity for the Pnblick Good 4 : Tis manifeft bq 
changes bat for himfielf, and takes- the: PeflfclS 
jfor Tools to work his Fortune. iYqc ite ;Eij?# 
rience of all Ages mjgbt let him know* ihaf.thcy 
who trouble the Waters firft^ have feW^mJ^?^ 
uefit of \he Fifhing: As they who be^ftahataJJ 
Rebellion, enjoy d not the Fruit of their Under* 
taking, bat were era fh'd themfclves by the Usur- 
pation of their own Inftramenu -Neither is u e- 
nough for them to anfwer, that rhey only intend 
a Reformation of the Government, but not the 
Subvcrfion of it : On fuch Pretences all Jo fur re- 
gions have .been founded: Tis ftrikiog at the 
Root of Power, which is Obedience. Every Re.- 
monftrance of private Men, has the Seed of Trea- 
fon in it; and Difcourfes which are co>och'd Vi 
ambiguous Terms, are therefore the more dange- 
rous, becaufe they do all the Mifchjef of open 
Sedition, yet are fafe from the Pumfhweni of (he 
Laws.. Thefe, my Lord, are Gorjfidcrau'ons which 
I (hoold not pafs fo lightly oyer, had I room jo 
manage them as they deferve: For no Man- can 
befo ihconfidefable in a, Nation,, as not to have 
a Share in the Welfare of it ; and if he be a true 
ExgHJbfnan, be mud at the fame time be fir'd 
with Indignation, and revenge hiiDfelf as he can 
on the Diflurbers pf his. Qbypttj. And to whom 
could 1 more fitly. apply t my ,fejf, than to your 
Lordihip, who have uo^gtnly.ap inbo/n, but an 

- here- 
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hereditary Loyalty ? The memorable Cbnffancjr 
apd Suffering* of your Father, almoft to the Rohr 
ef his Eftate for the Royal Caufe, Were an cam- 
eft of that, which fuch a Parent and foch an In- 
ftitntfoft wotfd produce in the Pcrfon of a Son. 
Bat fo unhappy an Occafion of mantfefting your 
own Zeal in faffering for his prefent Majefty, 
the Providence of God, and the Prudence of yonr 
Admfniftraiion, will, I hope, prevent. That ns 

Jour Father'* Fortune waited on the Unhappineft 
f hit Sovereign, fo your own may participate 
of the better Fate which attends his Son. The 
Relation which you have by Alliance to the No* 
tile Family of yonr Lady, ferves to confirm to 
-yon both this happy Augury. For what can de- 
ftrve a greater Place in the Englijb Chronicle, 
than the Loyalty and Courage, the Aftions and 
Death of the General of an Army fighting for 
his Prince and Country ? The Honour and Gal- 
lantry of the Earl of Lindfey is fo illuftrioos a 
Subjefi, that 'tis fit to adorn an Heroick Poem; 
for be was the Proto-Martyr of the Caufe, and 
the Type of his unfortunate Royal Matter, 

Yet, after all, my Lord, if I may fpeak my 
^Thoughts, you are happy rather to us than to 
your felf: For the Multiplicity, the Cares, and 
the Vexations of your Imployment, have betray- 
ed you from your felf, and given yon up into 
the Pofleffion of the Publick. Yon are robb'd of 
your Privacy and Friends, and fcarce any Hour 
of your Life you can call your own. Thofe 
who envy your Fortune, if they wanted not good ' 
Nature, might more juftly pity it; and when they 
fee you watch'd by a croud of Suitors, wbofe 
importunity 'tis impoffible to avoid, would con- 
clude with Retfon, that you have loft much more 

io 
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in true Content, than yon have gaiVd by Digni- 
ty; and that a private Gentleman is better attend- 
ed by a (ingle Servant, than your Lordihip with 
fo clamorous a Train. Pardon me, my Lord, if 
Ifpcak like a Philofopher on this Subjcfi; the 
Fortune which makes a Man uneafi*, cannot 
make him happy : And a Wife Man mod think 
himfelf uoeafie, when few of his Anions are in 
his Choice* 

Thfs laft Confederation has brought me to ano- 
ther, and a very feafonable one for your Relief; 
which is, That while 1 pity your want of Lei. 
fore, 1 have impertinently detain'd you fo long a 
time. I have put off my own Bufinefs, which 
was my Dedication, 'till 'tis fo.late, that 1 am now 
aiham'd to begin it : And therefore I will fay no- 
thing of the Poem, which I prefent to you, be- 
caufe I know not if you are like to have an Hour, 
which, with a good Conference, you may throw 
away in perufltJfrit: And for the Author, 1 have 
only to beg the continuance of your Protefiion 
to him, who is, 

JHyLORD, 

Your lAfdJh'tfs mofl 04£j'4 

mofl Humble^ and ntofi 

Obedient ServaM$ $ 



John Prybbk. 
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J HE Death of Antmrf and Clttpatr* is a 
1 Subject which has been treated by the 
] preateft Wits of our Nation, after Sbakt- 
I fptar; and by all to varioufly, that their 
■ Example has given me the Confidence to 

Zmy felf in this Bow of £%/**> amongfl 
CToud^of Shooters; and, withal, to lake 
my own Meafures, in aiming at the Mark. I doubt not 
but the lame Motive has prevailed with all of us in this 
Attempt j I mean the Excellency of*¥he Moral: For the 
chief Ferfons repreftnted, were famous Patterns of un- 
lawful Love; and their End accordingly was unfortu- 
nate. All rcafcmablc Men have long unce concluded, 
That the Heroe of the Poem ought not to be a Chara- 
cter of perfect. Virtue, for then he could not, without 
Injuftice, be made unhappy; nor yet altogether wicked, 
becaufc he could not then be pitied. I! have therefore 
fleer'd the middle Courfe; and have drawn the Chara&cr 
of Aitamy as favourably as PlxtM-ch, Appitm, and Dim 
G0UI would give me leave: The like 1 have obfeiVd in 
Ctofotra. That which is wanting to work up the Pity 
to a greater heighth, was not afforded me by the Story; 
Foe the Crimes of Love which they both committed, 
were not occafion'd by any Ncccfiity, or fatal Ignorance, 
but were wholly voluntary; fince our Pafuons are, 
or ought te. be, within gur Power. The Fabrick of the 
Play is regular enough, as to the inferior Parts of it; and 
the 
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the Unities of Time, Place a*d Action, more exa&ly ob- 
fev'd, than, perhaps, the tngtijh Theater requires. Par- 
ticularly, the Action is Co much one, that it is the only 
of the Icind without Epi&de, or Underplot j ' every Scene 
in the Tragedy conducing to the main Defign, and eve- 
ry Act concluding with a turn of it. The gfeatcft Er- 
ror in the Contrivance Teems to be in the Perfon of O- 
ftavia: For, though I might ufe the privilege of a Poet, 
to introduce her into Alexandria, yet I had not enough 
confider'^ that the Compafllon (he mov'd to her felf and 
Children, was defhuflive to that which I rcierv'd for 
Antony and Cleopatra ; whole mutual Love being found- 
ed upon Vice, muft leflen the Favour of the Audience 
to them, when Virtue and Innocence were opprefs'd by 
it. And, though I juftified Antony in fbme meafore, 
by making Oftaz,ia*s departure to proceed wholly from 
her felf; yet the force of the firft Machine ftill remain'd; 
and the dividing of Pity, like the cutting of a River in- 
to many Channels, abated the ftrengtn of the natural 
Stream. But this is an Objection which none of my 
Criticks have urg*d againft me; and therefore I might 
have let itpafs, if I could have refblv'd to have been 
partial to my felf. The Faults my Enemies have found* 
arc rather Cavils concerning little, and not eflfential De- 
cencies j which a Matter of the Ceremonies may decide 
betwixt us. The French Poets, I confefs, are ftrict Ob- 
servers of thefe Punctilio's: They would not, for Ex- 
ample, have fufTer'd Ckopatrp and OBavia to have met; 
or if they had met, there muft only have pafs'd betwixt 
them fbme cold Civilities, but no eagernefs of repartee, for 
fear of offending againft the Greatnefs of their Characters, 
and the Modefty of their Sex. This Objection I fore- 
jaw, and at the fame time contemn'd: For I judg'd it 
both natural and probable, that Oftavia, proud of her 
new-gain'd Conqueft, would fearch out Cleopatra to tri- 
umph over her; and that Cleopatra thus attacked, was 
not of a Spirit to fhun the Encounter : And 'tis not un- 
likely, that two exafperated Rivals mould ufe fuch Satyr 
as I have put into their Mouths; for after all, though tie 
one were a Rfimm, and the other a Queen, they were both 

x :• ; : Women. 
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Women, ^is true, toe A&ioas, though Natural, are 
not fit to be reprefented 5 and broad Obfcenities in Words, 
ought in goodMannerstobi avoided : Expreflions there- 
fore are a modeft Cloathing of our Thoughts, as Breeches 
and Petticoats are of our Bodies. If I have kept my ielf 
within the Bounds of Modefty, all beyond it is but Nice- 
ty and Affectation j which is no more but Modefty de- 
prav'd into a Vice: They betray thcmfelves who arc too 

Siuick of Apprehenfion in fuch Cafes, and leave aii rea- 
onable Men to imagine worfe of them, tffcm of the 
Poet, 

Honed Montaigne goes yet farther: Nous nefommes cp? 
ceremonie ; la ceremonie nous tmporte, <$» laiffons U fubftanct 
des chofis : Nous whs tenons aux branches, & abandonnons k 
prone & le corps. Nous axons appris aux Darner de roughs 
cyans feulement nommer ce qtt'eiies ne craignent aucunement 
affaire: Nous riofons a spelter a droiS nos membres> & n$ 
eraignons pas de Us employer a toute forte de debauche. La 
ter entente nous defend d*exprimer tar paroles Us chofes bates & 
naturelks, & nous Pen crayons; la raijon nous defend de n'em 
faire point d'UUtHes & mauvaijes, & par forme ne h'n croid. 
My Comfort is, that by this Opinion my Enemies are 
but fucking Criticks, who would fain be nibbling e'er 
their Teeth are come. 

Yet, in this Nicety of Manners does the Excellency 
of French Poetry confift: Their Heroes are the raolj ci- 
vil People brcatningj but their good Breeding feklom ex- 
tench to a Word oFSenie: All their Wit is in their Ce- 
remony j they want the Genius which animates our 
Stagey and therefore 'tis but necelftry when they can- 
not pleafe, that they fhoujd take care not to offend- 
But, as the civilefr. Man in the Company is commonly 
the Dulleft, fo theft Authors, while they are afraid to 
make you laugh or cry, out of pure good Manners, 
jnake you fkep. They are fo careful not to exafperate 
a Critick, that they never leave him any Work j & buue 
with the Broom, and make fo clean a Riddance, that 
ther,e is little Jeft either for Ccmure or for Praift: For 
po Part of a Poem, is worth our Discommending^ where 
the whole is infipid; as when we have once tailed of 

paffd 
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gifl'd Wise, we ftay not to examine ft GJafi by GkCs. 
But while they affeft to feme in Trifles, they are often 
cveleft in Efientiafe. Thus their Hiffdytus is Jb {crapu- 
lous k Point of Deoeacy, that lie will rather expofe him- 
M to Death, thaa aceiae his Stepmother to his Father $ 
and my Crktcks I am fure will commend him for it *. 
But we of grower Apprehensions, are apt to think that 
this Excels of Generality, is not practicable but with 
Fools and Madmen. This* was- good Manners with a 
Vengeance; and the Audience is Tike to be much, cow- 
cern'd at the Misfortunes of this admirable Heroe: But 
take BMfytm out of his Foetick Fit, and' I fuppofe he 
would tkiak it a wifer Part; to fet the Saddle on the 
right Horfc, and chufe rather to live with the Re> 
putatien of a plain-fpokea honeft Man, than to die with 
the infamy of an incefruous Villain. In the mean time 
we may take notice, thaj where the Poet ought to hare 
pre&rv'd the Character as it was deliverti to us by An- 
tiquity, when he (hould have given us the Picture of a 
rough young Man, of the Amtzjomm (train, a jolly Huntf- 
man, and both' by his Profeftion and his early rifing a 
Mortal Enemy to Love, he has choJen to give him the 
turn jof Gallantry, fent htm to Travel from Athens to 
fmsy taught him to make Love, and transformed the 
Biffdftus of Eurifides into Monfidur Hippelrte. I (hould not 
have troubled my felf thus far with French Poets, but that 
I find our Cbedreux Critick$ wholly form their Judgments 
by them. But for my Part, I defireto betryM by the Laws 
of my own Country j for it feems unjuft to me, that the 
JRmcb {hould prefcribe here, till they haveconquer'd. Our 
fittleSonnettierswho follow them, have too narrow Souls 
to judge of Poetry <Poets themftlves arc the mod proper; 
though I conclude not the only Criticks. But till fome 
Genius, as Univer&l as ArifiotU, (hall arife, one who can 
penetrate into all Art? and Sciences, without the Practice 
of them, I (hall think it reafonable, that the Judgment 
of an Artificer in his own Art (hould be preferable to 
the Opinion Of another Man $ at lead where he is not 
bruVd by Intereft, or prejudice by Malice : and this, I 
fuppoie, is xnanifefr hy -plain Indu<Sfcion: For, firft, the 
j . • ^ Crowd 
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Crowd cannot be prefumM to have more than a grofi 
Iniiinft, of what plcafes or difpleafes them : Every. Man 
will grant me this ; but then, by a particular Kindnefi 
to himfclf, he draws his own Stake fir ft, and will be 
diftinguifh'd from the Multitude, of which other Men 
may think him one. But, if 1 come dofer to thoie 
who are allow'd for witty Men, either by the Advan- 
tage of their Quality, or by common Fame, and affirm 
tjiat neither are they qualified to . decide Sovereignly 
concerning Poetry, I (hall yet have a ftroftg Party of 
my Opinion) for mod of them feveraliy will exclude 
the Reft, either from the Number of witty Men, or at 
lead of able Judges. But here again they are all indul- 
gent to themfelves: And every one who believes himfelf 
a Wit, that is, every Man, will pretend at the fame 
time to a Right of Judging. But to prefs it yet farther, 
there are many witty Men,. but few. Poets 5 neither have 
all Poets a Taiteof Tragedy. And this is" the Rock on 
which they are daily ^putting. Poetry, which is a Pi- 
cture of Nature, muft generally pleafc: But 'tis not to 
be under flood that all Parts of it muft pleafe every Man; 
Therefore is not Tragedy to be judg'd by a witty Man, 
whofe Tafte is only confcn'd to Comedy. Nor is every 
Man who loves Tragedy, a fuflkient Judge of it: Ha 
muft underfhnd the Excellencies of it too, or he will 
only prove a blind Admirer, not a Critick. From 
hence it comes that £0 many Satyrs on Poets, and Cea- 
fures of their Writings, By abroad. Men of pkaiant 
Conversation, (at lcaft efteem'd fo) and indu'd with a 
.trifling Kind of Fancy, perhaps hclp'd out with fomc 
imattering of Latin, are ambitious to diftinguifh them- 
felves from {he Herd of Gentlemen, by thciri Poetry*. 

Roths mm ferns* fenfits communis in Hid 

Forttmd. 

And is not this a wretched .Afie&ation, not to be con- 
tented with what Fortuac'has done for them, and & 
down quietly with their Eftates, but they muft call their 
Wits in cjueftion, and needlefly expofe their Nakcdnefe 

to 
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*o publick View ? Not coitfidering that they are not to 
expe& the fame Approbation from fbber Men, which 
they hive found from their Flatterers after the third Bot- 
tle? If a IMe glittering in Difcourfe has pafsti them on 
us for witt/ Men, where was the Neccflity of unde* 
cciving the World? Would a Man who has an ill Title 
to an Eftate, but yet. is in Poffefiion of it, would he 
bring it of his own accord, to be try'd at Weftminfler f 
We who' write, if we want the Talent, yet have the 
Excufe that we do it for a poor Sublicence; but what 
.can beurg'd in .their Defence, who not having the Vo» 
. cation of Poverty to fcribble, out of meer «Wanconnefs 
take Pains to make themfelves ridiculous? Horace was 
certainly in the »Right, where he faid* That no Man is 
fatisfied with his own Conditio®. A Poet is not pleas'd be* 
cauie he is not rich; and the Rich are difcontented, be* 
eaufe the Poets will not admit them of their Number. 
Thus the Cafe is hard with Writers: If they Succeed 
not, they muft ftarve ; and if they do, ibme malicious 
Satyr is prepar'd to level them for daring to pleafe withr 
► out their Leave. But while they are fo eager to deftroy 
.the Fame of others, their Ambition is manifeft in their 
Concernment: Some Poem of their own is to be pror 
due'd, and the Slaves are to be laid flat with their Faces 
on the Ground, that the Monarch may appear' in the 
greater Majefty. 

Diotyfius and Hero had the fame Longings, but with all 

their rower they could never bring their Bufinefs well 

. about. *Tis t/ue, they proclaimed themfelves Poets by 

Sound of Trumpet i and Poets they were upon pain of 

Death to any Man who. duf ft call them otfterwHe. The 

Audience Jia4 a floe* time on't, you may imagine; they 

, iate in a bodily fear, and look'd as demurely as they 

coukl : For 'twas a hanging Matter to laugh unfeaibna- 

bly 3 and the Tyrants were fuipicipus, as they had rea- 

fon, that their Subjects had 'em in the Wind: So, every, 

Man in his own, Defence fet as good a Face upon the 

Bufinefs as he could: 'Twas known beforehand that the 

. Monarchs were to fce, crown'd Laweats; but when the 

Show was over/andan honeftMan was.fuflofti J© depart 

»'...:• . .- " quietly, 
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quietly, he took out his Laughter which he had (tifletfy 
with a firm Resolution sever more to lee an Emperor's 
Way, though he had been ten Years a making k. In the 
mean time the true Poets were they who made- the 
heft Markets, for they had Wit enough toyftdd the Prize 
with a good Grace, and not contend with him who had 
thirty Legions : They were fure jo be rewarded if they 
eonfefs'd themfclves bad Writers, and that wal fbtnewhat 
better than to be Martyrs for their Reputation. Lucmts 
Example was enough to teach them Manners ; and after be 
was put to Death, for overcoming Nero* the Emperor can- 
ned it without Difpute for the beft Poet in his -Domini- 
ons ; No Man was ambitious of that grinning Honour j 
for if he heard the malicious Trumpeter proclaim- 
ing his Name before his Betters, he knew there was but 
one way wkh hdm.Mecdiuu took another Courfe, and we 
know he was more than a great Man, for he was witty 
too : Jtat finding himielf far gone in Poetry, which Sem- 
ca ailures us was not his Talent, he thought it hi* beft 
way to be well with Virgil and with Horace i that at jeaft 
he might be a Poet at the fecond hand; and we fee how 
happily it has fucceeded wkh him; for his own bad Poe- 
try is forgotten, and their Paaegyricks of him frill re- 
main. . But they who fhouid be our Patrons, are for 
no inch expensive ways to Fame: They have much of 
the Poetry of Mec*nas> but little of his liberality. They 
are for perfecuting Home* and VvrgU, in the Perfbns of 
their Succeflors,. (for fuch is every Man, who has any 
part of their Soul and Fire, though in a lefi degree.) 
Some of their little Zonks yet go farther; for they are 
Ferfeeutors even of Horace himfclf, as' far as they are a* 
trie, by their ignorant and vile Imitations of him % by 
making an unjuft ufe of his Authority, and turning his- 
Artillery againit his Friends. But how would he diidain 
to be copy'd by fuch Hands! I dare anfwer for him, he 
would be more uneafie in their Coaipany, than he was 
with Cr'tftams their Forefather in the Hofy Way\ and 
would no more have allow'd them a place amongft the 
Criricks, than he would Dewetrms the Mimick, and It- 
getHm the Bunwa-j 

■ DeMfoifU 
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>Demttri, toque Tfer/H, 
Difdpulorum inter jubeo ptorare CatheJtA 
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With what Scorn would he look down on ftch mifera- 
ble Tranflatore, who make Doggrcl of Ms £*/w, miftake 
his Meaning mif-apply Jiis Cenfures, and often contra- 
il^ t&eir own? He is 6Yd as a Land-Mark to fet out 
4fc Bouflds of Itoetry, 



S axum mtiqtvyn, ingens, 
times *gro ftfttxs, titem *t Jtfcerneret arvts: 

fiat otter Aotk than theirs, and other Sinews are re-' 
4prir*d, to raife the weight of fach an Author j- and when 
they would tofs him againft their Enemies^ 

Genua labant, geUdus coturrvfr frigare /unguis, * 
TUrn lapis ipfe,. vhri vacuum per inane volutus 
yhc fimum ivafit mum, nee penulit i&iwi. 

For myjwrt,. I would wifh no other Revenge, "either 
ftr my f&For iihe reft of the Poets, from this Riming 
fudge of the Twelve-Penny Gallery, this Legitimate Son 
cfStemMU, than that "he would iubfoibe his Name to 
life Cenfure, or (not to tax him beyond his Learning) 
fit his Mark: Forfhduld he own himfelf publickly, and 
t»tte from behirid the Lion's Skin*, they whom he. con- 
tctam would be thankful to him, tney whom he praifes 
would chufe to be condemn'dj juid the Magistrates 
whomiheha$fele6fced, \jnuld modeftly ' withdraw fiom 
Aeir Employment, to avoid 4 the. Scandal of his Nomina- 
tion. The Sharpnefs of his Satyr, next to himielf, falls 
inoft heavily on his Friends, and they ought never to 
forgive hint, for commending them "perpetually the 
wrong Way r^d^rn*trmes- by contfarfeJ: If he have 
a Friend whofe haftinefs in. writing, is, his ereaten\ Fault, 
' farace would -Bare taugHt hhrr to liavi fiattifd the Mat* 
*cr, and to havtf Calfd 1 it ttadiheS of Thought, and '^ 

flowing 
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flowing Fancy: for Friendftiip will allow a Man to 
Chriften an Jmperfe&ion by the Name of fome neigh- 
bour Virtue: 

Vellem in umicitidfic erraremus-, fr ifii 
J&rm, nomm virtus fojuiffet hmftum. 

But he would never have allow'd him to have callU a 
flow Man hafty, or a hafry Writer a flow Drudge, at 
Juvend explains iu 

fcabwpti 



Levibus, & ficc* lambentwus or* Uutrn* 
Ktmeu era, FarJw, Tj(£ris> Lee j fi quid aJbuc eft 
J$uod f remit in tents vielentius. 

Yet Lucretius laughs at a foolim Lover, even for ex- 
cufing the Imperfections of his Miflrefs : 

Mdbu hejui nm quit, f p«ti/A«£#$ nrntm fudens eft>kc. 

• • » * 

But to drive it ud JEthiopem Cygnum is not to be in- 
dur'd. I leave him to interpret this by the Benefit of 
his French Vcrfion on the other fide, and without farther 
coniidering him, than I have the Reft of my illiterate 
.Cenfors, whom I have difdaui'd to anfwer, becanfe they 
are not qualified for Judges. It remains that I acquaint 
the Reader, that I have endeavoured in this Play to fol- 
low the ,Pra&iee of the Ancients, who, as Mr. Rymer 
has judicioufly obferv'd, are and ought to be our Ma» 
iters. Horace likewiie gives itf for a Rule in his Art *f 
fPttty. 



4fat exemfUrU Grtca 



Xfofiurnd perfate mmu, ver/ste 
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1 Yet, though their Models are regular, they are ftfe 
'tfttfe far Engujh Tragedy* which requires to be built V 
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a larger Compafs. I could give an Inftance in the OeJi- 
fus Tp annus, which was the Mafter-piece of Sophocles j 
but I referve it for a more fit Occalion, which £ hope 
to have hereafter. In my Stile I have profefs'd to imi- 
tate the Divine Sbaktfjfear ivthich that I might perform 
more freely, I have duincumbcr'd my felf from Rhyme: 
Not that I condemn my former Way, bat that this is 
more proper to mv prefent Purpofe. I hope I need 
act to explain my ielf, that I have not copy'd my Au- 
thor fervilely: Words and Phrafes muft of Necemty re- 
ceive a Change in fccceedihg Ages : But 'tis almoft a 
Miracle that much of his Language remains fo pure* and 
that he who began Dramatic* Poetry amongft us, un- 
taught by any, and, as Sen Jobnfon tells us, without 
Learning, (hould by 'the force of his own Genius per- 
form fo much, that in a .manner he has left no Praife 
for any who come after him. The Occalion is fair, and 
the Subject would be pleafant to handle the Difference 
of Stiles betwixt him and Fletcher,* and wherein, and. 
how far they are both to be imitated. But fince I muft 
not be over-confident of my own Performance after 
him, it will be Prudence in me to be Silent. Yet, I 
hope, I may affirm, and without Vanity, that by imita- 

Shim, I have excell'd my ielf throughout the Play ; 
particularly, that I prefer the Scene betwixt Antony 
and Vemidius in the firft A&, to any thing which I have 
written in tUs kind. 
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TTT H/T Flecks ef Oiticks hover here to Day, 
* * As Vultures wait on Armies for their Prey, 
All gaping for the Car cap of a Play t 
With creating Notes they bode feme dire Event, 
Abdfotim dying*Puts by the Scent. 
Ours gives himfelffir gone; yetfye watch* d your time! 
He fights this Day unarm* d- 9 without his Rhyme. 
And brings a Tale winch often hoe been teldy 
As fad asTMo's; and almofiasoU. 
His Beroe, whom you Wits his Bully call, 
Mates of his Mettle-, and fiance- Rants at ail: 
He's Jbmewhat lewd-, but a weU-imaumo; Wood* 
Weeps much; fights little; but is wonfrvus kind. 
Jnfhort, a Pattern, and Companion fit, 
Tor all the keeping Tomes of the Tit. 
j could name more -, a Wife* and Miflrefs too\ 
Both (to be plain) too good for rnoft of you : 
The Wife well-natur'd, and the Miflrefs true. 

New, Poets, if your Fame has been his Care; 
Jttew him all the CaMkmrymcan flfare. 
A brave Manfcorns to Quarrel once a Day$ 
Like HeSors, in at every petty Fray. / 

Let thefefind Fault whofi Wit's Jo very finall, 
thefvt nett tofhow that they tan think at all: 
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lrm$ilik$ Straws upon the Surface flow-, 
He who would fearch for Pearls, muft dive below, 
tops may have leave to level all they can-, 
As Pigmies would be glad to lop a Man. 
Half Wits are Vie* j fi little' and Jb light, 
We fierce could know they live, but that they bite. 
lm, as the JUch, when tsYd with daily Feafis, 
Rr change, become- their next poor Tenant's Guefis; 
Ztowfc hearty Draughts of Ale, from plain brown Bowls, 
( Jbdjhatch the homely Rafter from the Coals: 
$9 you, retiring 'from much better Cheer, 
For once, may venture to do Penance here. 
Aodjmce that plenteous. Autumn now is paft, 
Whofi Grapes and Peaches have indulg'dyour Tafie, 
TMa m good Part, from eur.foor foe& Board, 
Such rsveWd Frwti as Winter can affrrd. 




* + 
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fflarc Antony* 
Ventidiusy his (xeneraU 
J)olabe1la 9 his Friend. 
jttextr, the Queen's Eunuch* 
Serapiotty Prieft of lfis. 
Anothec Prieff. 
Servants to Anthwf. 

WOMEN* 

tCUopatra, Queen e£v€gyp*. 
QSavia, Antony** Wife. 

Chtrmien, ? cUop*tra\ Maids. 

Jras y S 

Antony's two little Daughters, 



Mr. frdtfm 
Mr. M*hm. 
Mr. Cfcrfc, 
Mr. Goodman. 
Mr. Griffin* 
Mr. Gjyjfc. 



Mrs; Bato/r. 
Mrsi €»/. 
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ALL for LOFE: 

Oil, THE . c- '■'-• 

World well Loft. 

ACT I. SCENE 1. 



Enter Sempion, Myris, Prieflf <f Ifij. 
Sera p. on. 

rs.andProdlgies.arcgrown fo frequent, 
they have loffl thcit Name. Our 
ntfbJltt [Torrent 

d e"re the wonted Seafon, with a, 
nexpecled, and fo wondrous fierce, 

the wild Oehjge overtook the hife 

EvVoftfccHiwfcthat watehMit: Menand Beafts 

Were born above the Taps of Trees, that grew 

On uVotrooft M*gi« of the Water-mark. 

Then, with to fwift an Ebb, the Flood drove backward; ' 

Icfljptirooi underneath the Scaly Herd: 

I * Here 
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Here monffrous Phoc* panted on the Shore; 
Forfaken Dolphins there, with their broad Tails, 
Lay lalhing tie departing Waves : Hard by 'cm, 
Sea-Horfes floundring in the flimy Mud, 
Tofs'd up their Heads, and dafli'd the Ooze about 'emJ 

Enter Alcxas behind them. 

Myr. Avert thefe Omens, Heav?n. 
^Seraf. Lqsft Night, between the Hours of twelve and one, 
In a lone Ifle o* th* Temple while I walk'd* _ v 
A^Whirlwind "rofe, that, with ^ violent Blafe, 
Shqpk all the Dome : The Poors around mc clap 1 5 
The Iron Wicket, that defends the Vault, 
Where the long Race offtoleteqies is laid, 
Burft open, and difclos'd die tnighty Dead. 
From out each Monument, in order placed, 
An arrnad Ghoft ftarts up : The Bor-Kiig laft! * * 
Reared his inglorious Head. A Peal of Groans 
Then followed, and a lamentable Voice 
Cry'd, JEffpt is no more. My Blood ran back, 
My (baking Knees againft each other knocked* 
On the cold Pavement down I fell intranet, 
And fo unfiniiVd left the 'horrid Scene. 

Alex. And, dream'd you this? or, did invent the Story, - 

[Showing himpf, 
To frighten our JEgfft'um Boys withal, 
And train 'cm up betimes in fear of Priefthood? 

Strap. My Lord, I &w you not, N \ 

Nor meant my Words mould reach your Ears j but what 
I utter'd was moft true. 
' Alex. A foolim Dream,, 
Bred from the Fumes of indigefted Fcafts, 
And holy Luxury. 

Serif. I know my Duty : 
This goes no farther* 

Alex. 'Tis nttt fit it mould. 
Nor would the Times now bear it, were it true,. 
All Southern, from yon Hills, the Jtoawi Camp 
Hangs o'er us black and threatniug, like a Storm 
Jii& breaking on our Heads, 
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Strap. Our faint Egyptians pray for Antony; 
But in their fervile Hearts they own OBaviut. 

Uyr. Why then does Antony dream out his Hours, - 
And tempts not. Fortune for a noble Day, 
Which might redeem what AttUm loft? 

Alex, He thinks 'tis paft Recovery. 

Strap. Yet the Foe 
Seems not to prefs the Siege. 

Abx. O, there's tie Wonder. v 
Mtanasmd Agrfopa, who can mod 
With Cafar, arc his Foes. His Wife Oftavfa, 
DnVn from his Houfe, folicits her Revenge j 
And DolMla, who was once his Friend, 
Upon fome private Grudge, now leeks his Ruin: ' - 
Yet (till War feems on either fide to deep. 

Strap. *Tis ftrange that Antony, for fome Days pair,* 
•Mas not beheld the Face of Cleopatra-, 
But here,, in Ifa' Temple,- lives retir'd, ./ 

And makes his Heart a Prey to black Defpair. 

Alex. iTis true ; and we much fear he hopes by Ab&nce 
To cure Jus Mind of Love. .. ' ' 

Strap. If he be vanquiih'd, 
Or make his Peace, JEgypt is doomed to be 
A Roman Pr#rincej and our plenteous Harvefts • 
Muft then redeem the Scarcenefs of their Soil. 
Whil&'Atmy flood firm, our Alexandria 
Rival'd proud Rome- (Dominion's other Seat) 
And Fortune striding, like a vaft GofoffitSy 
Could ^x an equal Foot of Empire here. i 

Alex. Had I my Wiflv the& Tyrants of all Nature ! 

Who Lord it o'er Mankind, fhould pertfb, perifc, j 

Each by the other's Sword $ but, fwee our Will 
Is lamely followed by our Pow'r, we mufk \ 
Depend on one; with him to rife or fall. 

Strap. How ftands the Queen affe&ed ? . • 

Altx. 0, (he dotes,. 
She dotes, Serapion, on this vanquifli'd Man, . ' 
And winds her iclf about his mighty Ruins 5 - ; ■ I 
Whom would (he yet for&ke, yet yield him up, ' 
This hunted Prey, to his Purfucrs Hands, . > . 

I.J She 
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She might prefcm; us all : jbut 'tis in yam- 
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- This changes my Defigns, this blafts my Counfels> 
And makes me ufe all nactas to keep him here, 
Whom I could wifh divjddl from her Arms 
Far as the Earthfsxiecp Gender.- Welt you know 
. The State of Things} no more of your ill Omens, 
And black PrognoiU^j labour to confirm. 
The Peoples Hearts. • ' « • # 
Enter Ventidius, talking afiie wtfb a Cattleman of An* 

tony>. 

Strap. Thefc Romans will o'cr-hear us. 
lut, who's that Stranger?' By his warlike Port, 
His fierce Demeanor, and trcftai Look* 
He's of #0 vulgar Note. 

Alex. O 'tis VmMm, 
Our EmpYors great Lieutenant in the Eaft, 
Who flrft fhovrd Rome that P*t&* could be conqacriL 
When ^famy return'd from Syria kft, 
He left this Man to guard the Btman Frontier*, 
. . S&ap. You feem to know him well. 

Alex. Too well. I few him id Ctttol fk#, 
When Cleopatra there met Amcmi 
A mortal Foe he waa to us, and u5*#f . . I 

But, let me Wkae& to the Worth I hat* I 

A braver Aft** never drew a Sword. 
Firm to his Prince} but, ** a Friend, not Slave. 
He ne'er vtras of his Pleasures j but preiides 
O'er all his cooler Hour?, and Morning CounftlS: 
In ftiort, the Pkttnaefs, Fierccncfs, rugged Viftti* 
Of as did trucftampt Roman lives in him. 
His coming bodes I know not what of 111 
To ous. Affairs. Withdraw, to mark him setter 1 
And I'll acquaint you Why I fought you hore, 
And what's our prefer* Work. 

[They wkbdra* to a Corner of the Stage ; and Ventidi- 
us, with the other, comes forwards to the Front. 

Vent. Not fee him, fay you? 
I fay, I muft, and will. 

Gf^iHe has commanded, 
On Pain of Death* none fhould approach his Presence. ■ 
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Vent. I bring him News will saifehis drooping Spirits, 
6ive him new Life. 
Gent, He fees not Cleopatra. 
Vent. Would he, had never feen her A 
Got*. Htf eats not, drinks not, (Jeeps not, lias. nVufc 




Sometimes he gnaws his Lip,' and quries4oud' 

The Boy OBayhu; then he draw's Jiis Mouth 

Into a fcornful Smile, and cries, Take all* • • -. . 

The World's not worth my Care- , 

Vent. Juft, juft his Natur>. 
Virtue's his Path ; but fbmetimes 'tis too narrow 
For his vaft Soul j^and T then he flarts out wuje, , . M 
And bounds into a Vice that hears him far 
' From his firft Courfe, and plunges him in Ills-: 
But, when his Danger makes him find his Fault, 
Quick to obferve, and. full of (harp Remorfe, 
He cenfures eagerly his own Misdeeds, 
Judging him/elf with Malice to himfelf* - 
Ana not forgiving- what as Man he did, 
Became his other Parts are more than Man. 
He muft not thus be loft; 

[Alexas tmdthe Friefts come forward* 

Alex. You have your full Inftru&ions, now advances ; 
Proclaim your Orders loudly. 

Serap. Remans, JEwftims, hear the Queen's Commands 
Thus Cleopatra bids, Let Labour ceale, 
To Pomp and Triumphs give this happy Day, 
That gave the World a Lord : "Its Antotrfs. 
Live, Antonys and 0eofatra live. 
Be this the general Voice font up to Hearfn* » 

And every. publick Place repeat this Eccao, 
, Vm. Fine Pageantry ! \Jpde: 

$er*p. Set out before your Doors 
The Images of all your fleeping Fathers, 
With Laurels crown'dj with Laurels wreath your Pofts, 
And ftrow with FlowVs the Pavement 5 let t$e Pricft? 
, Qa prefect Sacrifice $ £our out the Wine, 

If And 
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too _ A el for Love ; ©ay - 

And call the Gods to join with you In gladnejs. . 

Vent. Curie on the Tongue that bids this general Jo^ 
Can they be Friends of Antony, who revel 
When Antonfs in Danger ? hide, for fhame, 
Tou Xbmahs, #ox& Great Grandfifes Images, 
For fear their Souls mould animate their Marbles. 
To blufti at their degenerate Progeny. ^ 

Alex. A Love which knows no bounds to Antvny, 
Would mark the Day with Honours j when all Heav'a 
LabouVcFfor iiim, when each propif i6us Star 
Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour, 
And fhed his better Influence. Her own Birth-day 
Our Queen negle&ed, like a vulgar Fate, 
That pafs'd oblcurely by. 

Vent) Would it had flept, 
Divided "far from his* till fome remote 
And future Age had call'd it out, to ruin 
Some other Prince, not him. , 

Alex. Your Emperor, 
Tho' grown unkind, would be more gentle, than ■ 
1° upbraid my Queen, for loving him tod well. 

Vent. Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Prieft? ; 
He knows him not his Executioner. 
O, fhe has deck'd his Ruin With her Love, j 

X,ed him in golden Bands to gaudy Slaughter, 
•And made Perdition pleating: She has left him . 
The Blank of what he was 5 " -j 

I tell thee, Eunuch, fhe has quite unman*d him: ;' 
Can any Roman fee, and know him now, 
Thus alterM from the Lord of half Mankind, '. 
Unbent, ^uniinewM, made a Woman's Toy, 
Shrunk from the vafr. fixr/ent of all his Honours, j 
And crampt witiun a Corner of the World ? 
O, Antony. k , * 

Thou braveft Soldier, and thou beft of Friends ! 
' Bounteous as Nature^ next to Nature's God! ,.. f? m 
Could'ft thou but make new Worlds, fo wouldtt jty> u g ivC 
As Bounty were thy Being. Rough in Battel, r 

As the firft Romans, when they Svent to War* 
Yet, after Vi&ory, more pitiful, 
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. Than aB their praying Virgins left at. home L . 

Alex. Would you oqtaU <Sd tpihpie more mining Vir- 
His Truth* t*Aer tr^Io^s^nL \± .,., „m \ : ., .' ^ tF** 

t r«i. Would J ootMngfc s\ * n „. f t' ^ . / ~» j ... ,.\Z 
I Bufc wherefore W»#C J j^^u>:Hou|^.9riw ; the^f .-v 

Thou art h^.^ihg*lw^^ * 

jtoftwfs other Fatc^ r (Jfo^jhy jQpeejfe j r •»* r n ' : c f 
r«*a% is arrivtt,^ >; t>1 

Let your -^Jy^Tin#«Iffp«3r ^faaep, v . n - . fr 
Nor mix cferunate. Spi^n^ with fiflwm fruxope^s*^ 
You dare nof q^^ f arrowy j.gp.pray, •).•». .1 ,-, , ".* 
And keep yoiir ^wards-h^cday.in Xemplesj ' ». ^ 

.-:-'- ££*wk^eil Scrap. 
fy-mttr tbe<lemtemm.<xf M. Antony. *; « f 
i Gi»f. The Emperor approaches, and £ommaiids>. 

iGw/. I date xiot^bhcy)^m.[QQ'mgOHtviskthtot^, 

Krc^Well, I'dare. - . '• . 

But, 111 obferve him £rft unfeen, and find 
Which way his Humour drives: The reft 111 venture.* 

Inter Antony, walking with * difhtrb'i Motion* before 

. he fittsks. 

Am. They tell me, 'tis my Birth-day, and Til keep it 
With doiiblc Pomp of Sadnefs. 
'tis what the Day deftrves, which gave me Breath. 
Why was I rais'd the Meteor of the World, 
Hung in the Skits, and blazing as I trarel'd, 
Till all my Fires were (pent; and then caft downward 
To J* trod out by Cdfar i 
. Ven. [Apde] On my Soul, 
Tis mournful, wondrous mournful! 

Ant. Count thy Gains. 
Now, Antony, wouldft thou be horn for this ? 
. Glutton of. Fortune,, thy devouring Youth 
Has ftarv'd thy wanting Age; '.•-., \ 

Ven. How Sorrow ihakes him f ... [Apde. | 

So, now the Te#nj|eft tears htm up by th' Roots, j 

And on the Ground extends the noble Ruin. ] 

I j Ant j 
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Am. [R*vin% thrown himfrtf damn.'] Lye there, the 
- ' Shadow p£ an Emperor; 

. The Place thou prefleft on thy Mother forth 

Is all thy Empire now : Now 1 it contains thee; 

Some few Days hence* aid then 'twill be too hfge,. 

"When thoVrt omriraded in thy ftarrow* Urn, 

Shrunk to a few cold Aihes? then Othtvit, 

(For CleopMtt* wni not live to fee it) 

Oftavi*. then wiil hare theeaH her own, 

And bwthe* in heir widoVd Hand to Ctyfip*, 

C«/&i«- will weep, the Crocodile- WiB. weep, 

To fee he Rival of the Uni w^b 
. Lie. ftffl and peaceful there. Fil think no more on't. 

Give me fome Mufick; look tbstt it be &fc 

I'D iootji my Melancholy, 'riti I fwell, 

And burft my fflfwithfigirin g ■ ' £a# IAj!ty. 

. 'Tis fomewhat tnmy Humouri: Stay, I fancy 

Pm-nowturn'd wild, a Commoner of Nature | 

Of all forfakek, tohd forfakmg fclfc; 

Live in- a mady Foreft's Sylvan Scene,. 

Stretch'd at my Length beneath fome blafted Oak,. 

I lean my Head upon the mofly Berk, 

And look juft of a Piece, as I grew from it: 

.My uhconuVd Locks, matted like Mifleto, 

Hang o'er my hoary Face j a murm'ting Brook. 

Ruoi at smy Foot; 
Vm, Mctbinks I fancy • 

My fejj there too-. » 

\ Ant. The Herd come jttmping by me, 

And fearlefs, quench their Ttfirft, while I idok ofif 

And take me for their Fellow-Citizen, 
■$* More of this Image, more* it lulls ray Tfebugitt*. 
f? [Soft Mufiek ugafo... 

Vea. I muft difturb him j I can hold no longer. 

[Stands btfm bim. 
Ant.ftartmg up. Art thou Vtmidbut 
.;, Vto..ATeyo*iABMyt 

FnVliker what Ivwa»> than: you to iftah 

l; left you lafe. J: '- 

* ..Ast. I'm angry;. 

&»..Soam7.. 4ife 
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<<&* . I would be private : Leave me. 
Vent . Sir, I love you, . 
And therefore will not leave you. 

«#*. Will not leave me ? / « J • 

Where hayc you karrit that ;Anfwev? Wild ftrti I? 

F««r. My. Emperor ; jthe Man i love neaet Heav'n : 
If I laid more. I think 'twere fcarce a Sin: 
You're all rhat's good, and god-like* 

■4h*. All that's wretched. ">• "- •" - 

You will not Jbsjpe'Xfje then?" • 
Vw % !Twas top jMrcfumine*' « 
To tav I wpukl ra*». but I dare-not lsave yotr: * 

And, tis unkind ux.yair to xiutfe me hence ' 

So foon, when 1 lb tar have come to lee you. 
.•*&*. Now thou h*ft fceri fncy art thou fctisfy'd? 
For, H a Friead»-th©u haft beheld enough} 
And, if a Foe too much* ' r 

Verity Look, Emperor* this is no common Dew, 

\tftefing. 
I have not, wept this forty Years j but now 
My Mother comes afrefo into my Byesj . . • - 
I cannot help ker Softnefs. [weeps ! 

4nt. By HeaV\>, he weflps, poor good old Man, he 
The big round Drops courie one another down 
The Furrows of his Cheeks. Stop 'em, Ventidhts, > 
Or I fhail blufh' to.Death : They let my Shame, 
That caus'd 'cm,, full before me. . 
Vm . Ill do my beft, ■* 

4*t. Sure there's Contagion in the Tears of Ff fends* . 
See* 1 have caught it too. Believe me, tis not 
For my own Oners, but thine— ^-Nty, Father. 
Vem. Emperor* - .-.*■> 

4a*, Emperor! Why* that's the Stik of Vi&ory,. 
The ponqu'riog Soldier, red with unfelt Wounds, 
Salutes his Xkheralib :- but never more . 
Shall thtt Sound reach my Ears. ' 

Vm. I warrant you* . 
-d». Affium, Acisuml Oh ■ , ■ ■ 
«Hw. It iits too near you. 

4m. Here, here it lyes 5 a Lump of Lead by Day, . 
AadV in my ihort, ddira&ed, nightly Slumbers, 

Thes 
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. The Hag that rides my Dream s 
Vent. Oat with it? give it vent, . • 
.^fo*. Urge not my Shame. 
I loll a Battel. v - . * 

Vent. So has Jtdm dene., rthink'ft; 

><wr. Thou fevourft me* . and Jpeak'ft not half t£ou 
For jfeZrw fought it out,,.and loft it fairly: 
But ,/faflp g) 1 1 , .' , - i v 
K«tf. Nay, flop not. 
.Art. Antony, * . ■ 

(Well, thou wilt have it) 'like a toward, fled, 
Fled while his Soldiers fought; Act* firft, Ventolins. 
Thou lone'ft to curfe me* and I givetkee leave. 
I know thou canVft prepaid to Tail, i * 
Vent. Ldid- 

uto. I'll help thee— I have hem a Man, VewtiSm. 
Vent. Yes, and a brave one j bu t ■■ f ■ 
uttf . I know thy Meaning. 
But, I have left my Reafon, ha*e difgracM 
The Name of Soldier, with inglorious Eafe. 
In the full Vintage of my flowing Honours, 
Sate (till, and faw it prc&py other Hands; 
Fortune came failing to my Youth, and Woo*d it, 
And purple Greatneis met my ripened Years. 
When fait I came to Empire, I was born 
On Tides of People, crouding to my Triumphs j. - 
The Wi(h of Nations, and the willing World | 

Receiv'd me as its pledge of future Peace $ 

I was fo great, fo nappy, 4b belov'd, 

Fate could not ruin me $ till I took Pains 
And work'd againft my Fortune* chid her from me* • 
And turn'd her look-, .yet iUU ihe came again. 
My carelcfs Days, and my luxurious Nights, 
At length have weary'd her, and now flic's gone, 
Gone, gone, divore'd for ever. Help me. Soldier, 
To curie this Mad-man, this induftrious Fool, 
Who laboured to he wretched ; Prithee curie me. 
Vent. No. 
A*. Why? . , . ... 
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Vem. $0x1 are too fenfible ialre^djr - . } , , 
Of what you've done, too cbnfcipus of your Failings, 
And like a Scorpion, whlpt by others fivft '. t , 
To Fury, fting your felf in mad Revenue: ', ; ., r ' * • ^ 
. I would bring Balm, and four it in your '"Wounds/, ~ 
Cure your diftemper'd Mind, and heal your ; Amines. 
1 : j&.'t know thou would'uV. ' ' ./ \ • 1 

Vent. I will. ~ , ' - ; ■ • . / " 

Am. Ha, ha, ha, h*. : ' . 

Vent. You laugh. ' \ ... , ■- ,■ >' '-".- !.* *V*.~ 
jfof . I do, to fee ofliclotls Lovp 
Give Cordials to the Dead. 
Vm. You woukfbe fott then? '~ / ' ' ' ! " " 

.^fet. lam. ., .„. .;, '"- '■ \y . *; ■; 

• Vent. I %, you are not; Try your fortune. . * ' 

Ant. I have, to th* utmoft. Dof! thou think meddperate, 
Without juft Caufe T No, when I found uSTfob } K 
Beyond repair, I hid me fron} the 3tforId, 
And learnt to icorn it hcre^/virhicji flpw, I do * ' ' v 1 ■ * 
So heartily, I. think it 4s hot! worth " v .. 
The corf of keeping. ' ; , '"*',/ ; . 

Vent. Ctfar thinks liot Co: '..'■•" . ; 
He'll thank you for the Gift 1 he could not take. \ • 
You would be kiffd, like iWfy, would you ? do, 
Hold out your Throat to Ce/&r,>nd die. tamely. 
Am. No, I can kill my felf; and fo refolve. 
Vent. I can die with you too,, when time fhall Ctrvc, 
But 'Fortune calls upon us now to h>e> , 
To Fight, to Conouer. , * 

Am. Sure thou aream'ft,, Ventidius. 
Vent. Ko j 'tis you dream j you fleep away your Hours 
In defperate Sloth, mifcall'd Philofepby. 
Up> U P> for Honours fake$ twelve Legions wait you, 
And long to call you Chief: By painful Journeys, 
I led 'em, patient, both of Heat and Hunger, 
Down from- the fatthian Marches, to the Nile. , 
Twill <lo you, good to fee their Sun-burnt Faces, fern.' 
Their skarr*d Cheeks, and chopt Hands j there's Virtue ia 
They'll fell thofe mangled Limbs at dearer Rates 
Than yon trim Bands can buy. 

7 Ant. 
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j&*. Where left you them? , r 

1 *W. 1 laid, in lower Syria. ' ; ' . 7 , ; ' 

Ant. Bring ;'cm hither j .. 7 '• 

There may & Life in thefe. s 

Wmt: p thcy will not come. '.'... , £ Afts \ 

^Ant, Why di<Tft thou mock my Hopes with pronuVd ; 

To double my Defpair ? They're Mutinous^ * ! 

r«wf . Moft Firm and Loyal. * -; 

Ant. Yet they will not march* ; : . ) 

To fuccour me. Oh Trifler 1 ^/ *' - j 

Vtnt . They petition 5 ' 4 5 

You would make hafte to head *ea*.* - ~ > 

,<fef . I'm befieg'd. 

Vmt. There'sbutonewayftiutup; Howcanie I hither ? 

Ant. I will not ftir. 

V$nt. They would perhaps defirc : 
A better Reafon. 

^for. I have never us!d 1 >' * oj 

My Soldiers to demand a ^eafpn of *". ' . 
My Actions. Why did they rerufe to March ? 

Vent. They faid they would not fight for Gle*pMtr*± 

Ant. What was** they laid? t 

Vent, fhey (aid, they would not fight for Cleopatra 
Why mould they fight indeed, to make her conquer, 
And make ytfu more a Slave.? to gain "you lKLingdoqi5 # 
Which, for a Kifs, at your next midnight Feajt , ' '~ 
You'll M to her ? then the new-names her jewefa, „ • 
And calls this Diamond fuch or fuck a Tax^ . 
Each Pendant in her Ear (hail be a Province... \ 

Jtnt. Vmdiusy I allow your Tongue free'jUccnie 
©n all my other Faults} but, on your Life* ♦, 
No word of Clttpdtra: She defer ves .'' 

More Worlds than ,1 can lofe. ... , 

Vent. Behold, you Potv'rs, ; "•',*> 

To whom you hare intrufted Humankind ; 
See Europe, 4JrUh,Ajia put in Ballance, . r 
• And all wcigh'd down by one light woithfeft Wofl&fltf 
I think the Gods are Antoniv, and give, 
Like Prodigals, this heather World away 
To. none but' wafteful Harids. 
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Ant. Yoo grow prefarrmtuous. 
Vet*. I take tipe Privikdge of plain Love to (peak,; , 
Ant. Plain Love! plain Arrogance, plain Infofencer 
Thy Men are Cowards * thou, aft envious Traitor $ 
Who, under Iteming Honefty, haft vented ' 
The Burden of thy rank overflowing Gall. 

that thou wcrt my Egual j great m Arms 
As the fori Cdjkr was, tfcat I might kill thee ■ 
Without * Stam to Honour ! 

Vent. You may kill me; 
You have done more already, called rne TYaitor, 

Ant. Aft thou not one ? 

Vent. For (bowing you your felf, 
Which none elfe durft have done ; but had' I been 
That Name, which I diidain to ipeak again, 

1 needed not have fought your abjecl Fortunes, : 
Come to partake your Fate, to die wfth you. 
What hindrcd me to've kd my conqu'ring Eaglet- 
To fifl O&nius's Bands ? I could have been 

A Traitor then, a glorious happj^ fraitor, / 4 

And not have been £0 call'd. 

Ant. Eorgive me, Soldier;. 
IVe been "too paffionate. 

Vent. You thought me falfe; 
Thought 'my old Age betrayed you: Kill me, Sir J 
Pray kill me$ yet you need not, your Unkiodnefc 
Has left your Sword no work. 

Ant. I did not think, foj 
Maid it in my Rage: Pr*ythee forghr e me: \ 
Why did'ft thou tempt my Anger, oy Difcovcry*- 
Of what I would not hear ? 

Vent, No Prince but you 
Could merit that Sincerity I us'd,. 
Nor durft another Man have ventur'd it; 
But you, e*fe Love mif-led your wandring Eyes> 
Were fure the. Chief and Beft of ^urnan/fyace, 
FTam'd in the very Pride and Boaflr of Nature, ' ' \ 
So perfect, that the Gods Who forrfi'd you wonder'cl * 
At their own Skill, and'cry'd, A lucky Hit • 

Has mended our Dciign. Their Envyhindred, " 

EKe, 



,2o8 . 'Am' fir Love; Or, T 

EUe you bad been Immortal, and a Pattern, 
When Heav'n would work for Oftentation Jake, 
Tfo Copy out again, 
* Ant. But CleSfatra* 
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Go onj for I can bear it now- 

Vent. No more. [may*it: 

Ant. Thou dar'ft not truft my Paflion j but thpa 
Thou only lov'ftj the reft have flatter'd me. [Word. 

Vint. Heav'n's Bleffing on your Heart, for that kind 
May I believe you Love me ? fpeak again. 

Ant. .Indeed 1 do. Speak this, and this, and this. ' 

\*iuggmg Urn. 
Thy Praifcs were unjufti but. Til deferve *em, 
And yft mend all. ; Do with me what thou wilt j ' 
Lead me to Vi&ory, thou know'ft the way. 

Vent. And, will.you leave thi s' ■ ■ ■ 

Ant. tVvthee do not curfc her, 
And | will kave her* though, Heav'n knows, I love 
Beyond Life, Conqucft, Empire i all, but Honour: > 
But I will leave her. 

Vent. That*s my Royal Mailer. 
And, fhall we fight? * 

Ant. I warrant thee, old Soldier, 
Thou fhalt behold <me once again in Iron, 
And at the Head of our old Troops, that heat 
The farthions, cry aloud, Come follow me. 

Vent . O now I hear my Emperor ! in that word 
OBaevius fell. Gods, let' me fee that Dav, 
And, if I have ten Years behind, take all; 
I'll thank you for th' Exchange. 

Ant. On CleopMtr* ! 

Vent. Again? 

Ant. I've done: in that laft Sigh, (he went. 
Ctfar (hall know what 'tis to force a Lover, 
From all he holds moil dear. 

Venf. Methinks you breath 
Another Soul: Your Looks are more Divine j 
You fpeak a Heroe, and you move a God. 

'Ant. 0, thou haft fir'd me* my Soul's up in Arais, 

And Mans each Part about me : Once again, 

^ ~ — • '*- ^ Tiat 
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That noble Eagernefs of Fight has feiz'd me) 
That Eagernefs, with which I darted upward 
To C«^£/ Camp : Im vain the fteepy Hill 
Opww'd mv way -, in vain a War of Spears 
Sung round my Head, and planted all my Shield j 
1 won the Trenches, while my forcmoft Mea 
Lag'd on the Plain below. 

VtfU. Ye Gods, ye Gods, 
For fuch another Hour. ' 

Ant. Come on, my Soldier ! 
Our Hearts and Arms are ftill the fame ; I long 
Once more to meet our Foes j that Thou and I, 
Like Time and Death, marching before our Troops, 
May tafte Fate to 'emj Mow 'em out a Paflage,. 
And, entfing where the foremoft Squadrons yielqV 
Begin the noble Harvcft of the Fidd., . f ; . \\pciunt. 




wjIst^'V/ **'-, 
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Epter Cleopatra, If^si^WAkias. 
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*' W H A T (balil do* or whither mafl t turn r* ~ 
" Vtntidius Jias o'ercomc* and he will^o. - 



*&* f He goes to fighx for you. , .. . . Vi 

«», Then he woukj fee me, c're he went to fight: 
Flatter me not: If once lp goes, he';? toflfj ' i r ' . ', 
Andalfmy ( Hppcs4cftro/d:/ ( / ;* . ,, ; 

*kx. Does this weak Paflioh f . . .*'. 
^me a mighty'Queen? \; • " ; , 

Cjto. I am no Queen > 
J* thU to be a Queen, to be befieg'd . 
"J yon infulting Roman j arid to wait . 
wch Hour the Victor's thain? Thefe Ills are final!; 
w Antony is loft, and I can mourn 
** nothing e^e but him. : Now.come, oaavm> 
jnave no , inore.to rf ldfe$ prepare thy iJandsj ■ ', '< 
A^fittobcaCapttve; -^/Pffy , , '. , 
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Has taught my Mind the Fortune of a Slave. 

Iras. Call Reafo* to aflift you. ■ 
CUp. I have none, 
And none would have: My Love's a noble Madnefi, 
Which" (hows the Caufe deferv'd it. Moderate Sorrow 
Fits vulgar Love ; and for a vulgar Man : j 

But I have lov'd with fuch transcendent Paflioti, ' 

I fbar'd, at firft, quite out of Reafons view, 

And now am loft above it No, I'm proud 

'Tis thus: "Would Anfriy could fee me now* 
Thinkyouhe would notfigb? though he. muft leave pe, 
Sure he would figh j for he is noble-aatur'd, 
And bears, a tender Heart : I know him wall.. 
Ah, no, I know him not* I kneyv Jum wee* 
But/ now- 'tis paft. ^ ; ¥ 'V'i o 

Tnu. Let it be pafVwith you: ' 
Forget him, Madam « 

On. Never, never, Ira*. . 

He once was mine* and once, though now 'tis gonej 
Leaves a, fyint Jmage .of Po^HEon ffek . . 

JUx. /Ehiifc hi£ Uacobfttnt, Cruel aiWUflgrate&l. 

CUo. I cannot : If I could, thofe Thoughts were vain) 
Faithlefs, Ufl^ra^f^l^ Oud tkmgthe be, . 
I ftill muft love him. . ., . 

• l • - • tmtr Cfarmion. 

Now, what News" my tharrMxmX 
Will he be kind 2 and, wifi he not forfake roc? 
•Am I to five or die? nay, do I live? 
Or am I dead? for, when he gave his Anfwer, 
Fate took the Word, and then I liv'd or dy'd* 

Char. I found him, f Madam ■ ; 

C/e*. A lone Speech preparing? 
If thou bring'ft Conifort, haftc, and give it roc ^ 
For never was more need. 

Jr*$. I know he loves you. % 
■ Cle*\ Had he been kind, her Eyes had told roe fo, 
Before her Tongue could ipeak it : Now flic ftudkfr 
To fbften what he faidj 1>ut give me Efeath f 
Tuft as he<fent it, Cborm'my uncIiiguisW , "' 
And in the Words he fjoker *' * ~ " J ' 
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Char. I found him then 
hcompafs'd round, I think, with Iron Statues* 
So niufe, fo motronfeft his Soldiers flood* 
Whiie awfully he caft his Eyrs about,. .. 
And ev'ry Leader's Hopes and Fears^furvey'd: ' 
Methought he look'd rcfohr'd, and yet Hot pleastt. 
When he beheld me ftrugling in the Croud, 
He blirfh'd, and bade, make way. 

Alex. There?* Comfort yet. 

Char. Vtnttdim fixt his Eyes upon my Paftage, 
Severely, as he moan* to frown me back, 
And faUenly gave place: I told my Metfage, 

Juft as you gave it, broken and difordertlf 
muttbred in it ail your Sighs and Tears, 
And while I mov'd your pitiful Jtequeff, *l 

That you but only beg'd a laft Farcwel, 
He fetch'd an inward Groan, and ev'vy time 
I nam'd you, iigh'd, as if hit Heart were breaking, 
But fiiun'd my Eyes, and guiltily look'd dews; 
He fcem'd not now. that awful Antmy 
Who (book an afnfd Aflembly whh his Nod, 
But making (how as he would rub his Eyes, 
DifrmVd and blotted out a fatting Tear. 

Or#. Did he then weep? and was 1 worth, a Tear? 
If what thou haft to lay be not as pfeafing, 
Tell me no more, but let toe die contented. 

Char. He bid me % . He knew Hifttftlf & well, 
He could deny you nothing, if he taw you > 
And therefore^ ■«» ■■■ ■ i ■ 

Cleo. Thou would'ft iky, he would not fee rrte>? 

dm. And therefore 1 begti you not to ufe a Power, 
Which he coukUU refill j yet he 4houU ever 
Re(pe& you as he ought. 

C/w. Is that a Word 
For Antony to ufc to Ckofatrtl 
Oh that taint Word, Relped! how I difflain it! 
Main my felf, for loving after it ! 
He (hould have kept that if oid for cold O&tvi*. 
Rcfpec* is for a Wife : An* I that thing, 
That doll iimpdd Lunrp # without Defoes, 

':.>*%-. "And. 
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And without Pow*r to give 'cm? 

Alex. % You misjudge y 
You fee through Love, and that deludes your Sight: 
As, what is ftrait, feems crooked through the Water* 
But I, who bear my Reafon und&urb'd, 
Can Sot this Anteny, this dreaded Man, 
A fearful Slave, who fain would run away, 
And fliuns his Matter's Eyes : If you purrae him, 
My Life on't, he /till drags a Chain along, 
That needs mufi clog his Flight. 

Cleo. Could I believe thee! *■ 

Alex. By eVry Circumftance I know he loves. 
True, he's hard preft, by Inf reft and by Honour* 
Yet he but doubts, and parlies, and cafts out 
Manv a long .Look for Succour. 

Cm. He lends word, 
He fears to fee my Face. 

4kx. And would you more? 
He {hows his Weaknefs who declines the Combat ; 
And you muft urge your Fortune. Could he fpeak 
More plainly ? To my Ears, the Mtffige founds 
Come to<my Refcue, Cltepatr*, come) 
Come, free me from VentiMtts; from my Tyrant: . 
$ce me, and give me a Pretence to leave him, • 
I hear his Trumpets, This way he muft pofs. 
Pleafc you, retire a while$ Ml work him Aft, 
That he may bend more eafie. • ' *•" 

CUp. You ihafl rule me j ! 

But all, I fear, in vain. [Exit-mth Char, mid Ins. ; 

Aiex. I far {6 too y 
Thou^i 1 conceal'd my Thoughts, to make her bold : \ 
But, 'tis our utmoit Means, and Fate befriend it. 

\W'tthdr**s. 

inter Lienors with Fafces* ene tearing the EsgU: Then ot- 
ter Antony with Ventidios, foliow'd by other Cm- 
manders. ' * , 
Ant. OEt&vim is the Minion of blind Chance, 

But hoj<js from Virtue nothing. ' 

Vent. Has hp Courage?' 
Ant. But juft enough to: ftafon hinvxrom Coward, 

,p> 'tis the coldeft Youth upon a Charge,' 

The 
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The rooft deliberate Fighter ! if he ventures 
(As in Illyri* once they fay he did ■ , 

To ftorm a Town) 'tis when he cannot chuft, 
When all the World have fjxt their Eyes upon him 5 
, And then he lives on .that for fcven Years after, 
But, at a clofe Revenge he never fails. 

Vm. I heard, you cMkng'd him. 

M. Ldid, Ventiditu. 
What think'ft thou was his Anfwer ? T was to tame,— 
He (aid he hat fnore ways than one to die j 
1 had not. 

Ven. Poor! 

Ant. He has more-ways than one; 
But he would chufe 'em all before that one. * 

Ven. He firft would chufe an* Ague, or a Fever. 

Jba. No : It mud be an Ague, not a Fever : 
He has not warmth enough to die by that. 

Ven. Or old Age, and a Bed. 

Am. Ay, there's his Cnoice. 
He would live, like a Lamp, to the laft wink, 
Aid crawl upon the utmoft verge of Life : 

Hercules! Why (hould a Man like this, 

Who dares not truft his Fate for one great A&ion, 
Be all the Care of Heav'n ? Why fhould he Lord it 
O'er fourfcote thoufand Men, of whom each one 
Is braver than himfelf ? 

Ven. You conquer'd for hint-. 
Vhfliffi knows it; there you (liar'd with him 
That Empire, which your Sword made all your own.' 

Am. Fool that I was, upon my Eagles Wings 

1 bore tljis Wren, 'till I was tir'a with ibaring, 
And now he mounts above me. 

Good Heav'ns, is this, is this the Man who braves me? 
Who bids my Age make way? Drives me before him, 
To the World's Ridge, and fweeps me off like Rubbifh? 

Ven. Sir, we lofe timej the Troops are mounted all. 

J*t. Then give the word to March: 
I long to leave this Prifon of a Town, 
Tot join thy Legions* and* in open Field, 
Once tnorc to Jhow my Face, Lead, jny Deliverer. 

;* 7 Inter 



f 
k 



114 All fir Low: Qr % 

Eater Alcxas. 

Alex. Great Emperor, 
fa mighty Arms renownVl above Mankind, 
But, in foft Pity to th' oppreft, a God : 
This Meflagc fends the mournful Clapttr* 
To her departing Lord. 

Ven. Smooth Sycophant ! 

Alex. A thoufand Wiflies, and ten thoufiad Prayer* 
Millions of Bktiings wait you- to the Wars, 
Millions of Sighs and Tears (he fends ypu too* 
And would have fent 
As many dear Embraces to your Arms, 
As many parting Kiflfes to your Lips* 
But thote, (he fears, have weary'd you already* 

Vtn. [A/M.] Falfe Crocodile! 

Alex. And yet (he begs not now, you would not kavekr, 
That were a Wiih too mighty for her Hopes, [Love, 
Too presuming for her low Fortune, and your .ebbiag 
That were a With for her more profp'rous Days, 
Her blooming Beauty, and your growing KLindnefs.. 

Ant. [AfuU.'] Well, I muft Man it out; What woult 
the Queen ? 

Alex. Firft, to thefe noble Warriors, Who attend 
Your daring Courage in the Chafe of Fame, ' 
(Too daring, and too dang'rous for her Quie^) 
She humbly recommends all (he holds dear, 
All her own Cares and Fears, the Care of you, 
f Ven. Yes, witnefs Aftittm. . 

Ant. Let him fpeak, VentUm. 

Alex. You, when his matcUefs Valour bears him fer» 
With Ardor too Heroick, on his Foes [want 

Fall down, as (he would do, before his Feet; 
Lyer in his way, and flop the Paths of Death; 
Tell him, this God is not invulnerable, 
That abient CkfMr* bleeds in him.; 
And, that you may remember her Petition, 
She begs you wear theic Trifles, as a Pawn, 
Which, at your wifht Return, (he will redeem 

[Gh>es ftmk to the Ommmk*. 
With ajl the Wealth of JE&fn 

Thih 
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This, to the great Vmtdius ihe prefents, 
Whom (he can never count her Enemy, 
Bccaufe he lores her Lord , . . 

Vm. TeH her Ml none on'tj 
Pra not afliam'd of honeft Poverty : 
Not all the Diamonds of the Eaft can bribe 
Vmti&us from his Faith. I hope to fee 
Thefe, and the reft of all her fparkling Store, 
Where they ihail more defervingly be pkc*d. 

Ant. And who muft wear 'em then ? 

Vm. *The wrong'd O&avt*. 

Ant. You might have fpartl that word. 

Vm. And he that Bribe. 

Art. Bat have I no remembrance? 

Alex. Yes, a dear one: 
Tout Slave, the Queen——— 

Ant. My Miftrefs. 

Jkx, Then your Miftrefs, 
Your Miftrefs would, fhe fays, have feat her SottJL 
But that you had long iince; fhe .humbly begs 
This Ruby Bracelet, let with bleeding Hearts, 
(The Emblems of her own) may bind your Arm. 

.{Prejew'wz * BrsciUt, 
Vm. Now, my beft Lord, in Honour's Name, I ask you^ 
For Manhood's lake, and for your own dear Safety* 

Touch not thefe poifon'd Gifts, 
Iafe&ed by the Sender, touch 'em not, 

Miriads ofSheft Plagues lie underneath 'em, 

And more than. Aconite has dipt the Silk. 
Jnt. Nay, now you grow too Cynical, Vmttim. 

A Lady's Favours may be worn with Honour. 

What, to refufe her Bracelet 1 . On my Soul, 

When I lye penfive in my Teat alone, 

Twill pais tie wakeful Hours of Winter Nights, 

To tell thole pretty Beads upon my Arm, 

To count for every one a fort Embrace* 

A melting Kifs at fuch and fuch a time; 

And now and then the Fury of her Loye» 

When-— — And what Harm's in this? 
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Alex. None, none, my Lord, 
But what's to her, that now 'tis paft for ever. 
Ant. [Going to tit it J] We Soldiers are ib aukwaid---- 

help me tie it. . 
Alex. In faith, my Lord, we Courtiers too are aukwatd 
In thefe Affairs: So are all Men indeed; 
Ev'n I, who am not one. But (hall I {peak? 
Ant. Yes, freely. 

Akx. Then, my Lord, fair Hands alone 
Are fit to tie it} (he, who fcht it, can. 
Vtn. Hell, Deaths this Eunuch Pandar ruins you. 

You will not fee her? ' 

[Alexas phiftert *n.4tttndant> whiffet mr. 
Ant. But to take myXeave. 
Vtn. Then I have wafh'dan JEthttpe. Y'arc undone; 
Y'are in the Toils; y'are taken ; y'arc deftroy'dr 
Her Eyes do Cdjfrs work. 
Ant. YquJear,too.foon.. 
I'm conftant to mf (elf: I know my Strength; 
And yet (he (hall not think me barbarous neither, 
Born in the Depths of Africk :' I'm a Rfimm, 
Bred to the Rules of &ft Humanity^ 
A Gueft, and kindly usM, (hould bid FarcwcL 

Win.- You do not know 
How weak you are to her, how much an Infant; 
You are not proof againft a Smile, or Glance* 
A Sigh will quite difittri youV 

Ant. See, (he* comes! * 
Now you ihall find your Error: Gods, I thank you : 
I form'dHfce Danger greater than it was, 
And now 'tis near, 'tis leften'd. 
Vtn. Mark the end yet. 

Inter Cleopatra, Chafmion and Iras. 
Ant. Well, Madam, we are met. < , 

Clti. Is this a Meeting? 
Then, we muft patt ? 
Ant. We muft. ; , 
Cko. Who fays We muft? 
Ant. Our own hard Fates. 
Gfe We make thole Pates our felyes. 

jut* 
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Ant. Yes, wc have made 'em j yrc bprcloy'd each o- 
Iqto .our mutual Ruin. . . "' " ' [tfecr 

Cleo. The Gods nave feen my Joys asrith envious Eyesj 
I have no Friends in I&eav'p ; and ail the World*, ' 
(As 'mere't^ bus'nefs of Mankind to part lis) 
Isarm'd agajnft my Love : Ev'n you your telf 
Join with the reftj you, you are arm'cf againlr me. > 

Am. I will be juftifr'd in all I do." 
To late Po%ity, a^f therefore .hear me. 
If I mix a Lie 

With any Truth, reraoach me freely with i.ti , 
Eife, favour me wjtn Silence. '! "■ , ^ ; 

Cfa. You command me, 
And I am dumb. " ' 

Ven. I like this yrdl : He. (how* Authority.* 

Ant. That I derive my Huin ' 
from you alone 

Cko. O Heav*ns ! I ruin you ! 

Ant f You.promis'd me your Silence, anj you break k 
Ere I have fcarce begun. 

Cleo. Well, L obey you. 

Apt. yfh.cn I beheld you firft, it was in JEffft, 
hcCdfar iaw your Eyes* you gave rne Loye, 
And were too yfcung to know it 5 that I fetled 
Your Father 'in -his Throne, was for your fake, 
I left th* Acknowledgment for time to ripci. 
Ctfv ftept in, and with a greedy Hand 
Pluck'd Ae green Fruit, ere the firft Blum of red, 
Yet cleaving to the Sough. He was my Lord, 
And was, befide, too great fpr me to rival, 
Bat, I defend vou firfiV tho* he enjoy'd you. 
When, after, I oeheld you in G'ZrVw, 
An Enemy to Rome, I pardon'd you. 

Cfc#. I cleared my fclf—- . 

Ant. Again you break ybur Promue. 
I lov'd you ffiD, and took your weak.Excufcs, 
Took you into my Bofom, ftain'd by Gefar, 
And not half mine: I went to J&gyp with you, 
And hid me from the Bus'neft of the World, 
Shut out enquiring Nations from my fight, 

!Wl.IV. K Tr 
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To give whole Years to you. 

Ven. Yes, to your Shame be!t fpokcn. Afrit. 

Ant. How I Wd 

Witncfs ye Days and Nights, and all ye Hours, 

That danc'd away with Down upon your Feet, 

As all jour Bus'nefe were to count my Paffion. 

One Day paft by, and nothing law hut Love; 

Another came, and ftiB 'twas only Love : 

The Suns were weary^l out with looking on, 

And I untirtf with loving. 

I faw you ev'ry Day, arid all the Day; 

And ev'ry Day was ftill but as the firft: 

So eager was I (till to fee you more. 
yen. *Tis all too true. ^ 

Am. Tuhfa, my Wife, grew jealous, 

-As flie indeed had reafim*, ratfd a War 

In Italy, to call me back. 
Ven. But yet 

You went not. 

Ant. While within your Arms I lay^ 

The World fell mouldringirom my Hands each Hour, 

:And leftTne fcarce a grarp (I thank your Love fort) 
Ven. Well pufiYd: That laft was home. 
* CU*. Yet may I (peak? 

Ant. If I have urg'd a Falftiood, yes* elft, not. 
Vour Silence fays I have not. Fulvi* dyM; 
(Pardon, you Gods, with my Unkindnels dy'4) 
To fct the World at Peace, I took OB#via t 
This C*fi**s Sifter j in her pride of Youth 
And flov/r of Beauty did I wed that Ladv, 
Whom bluftiing I muft praife, becaufe I left her,' 
You call'd 5 my Love obey'd the fatal Summons : 
This rais'd the Roman Arms \ the Caufc was yours. \ 
I would have fought by Land, where I was ftronger* 
You hinder'd it : Yet, when I fought at Sea, 
Forfook me fightings and (oh ftain to Honour! 
Oh lafting Shame!) I knew not that I fledi 
But fled to follow yoi?. 

Ven. What hade (he made to hoi ft her purple Sails? 
And, to appear magnificent in Flight, 
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Drew half our Strength away* 

Ant. All this you caus'd. 
And, would you multiply mere^ Ruins on me? 
This honeft Man, my beft, my only Friend, 
Has gatherM up the Shipwrack of my Fortunes; - 
Twelve Legions I have left, my laft Recruits, 
And you have watch'd the News, and bring your Eyes 
To feize them too. If you have ought to anfwer, 
Now (peak, you have free Leave. 

Alex. [Ajfide.'] She Hands confounded : 
Defpair is in her Eyes. 

Vm. Now lay a Sigh i'th* way, to flop his Pattage: 
Prepare a Tear, and bid it for his Legions j 
Tis like they (haU be fold. 

Cfa>. How (hall I plead myCaufe,when you myjttdgi 
Already have condemn'd me? Shall I bring 
The Love you bore me for my Advocate? ' 
That now is turn'd againft me, that deftroys me $ 
For, Love oncepaft, is, at the beft, forgotten ; 
But oftner fours to Hate: 'twill pkafe my Lord 
To ruin me, and therefore 1*H be guilty. 
But, could I once have thought it would have pleasM yo«," 
That you would pry, with narrow {earthing Eyes 
Into my Faults, fevere to my Deftru&ibn, 
And watching all Advantages* with Care, 
That ferve to make me wretched ? Speak, my Lord, 
For I end here. Though I deferve this ufage, 
Was it like you to give it? 
Ant. O you wrong me, 
To think I fought this Parting, or defir'd 
To accufe you more than what will clear my felfV 

And ju&fie this Breach. 
.^ do. Thus low I thank you. 
•And, fince my Innocence will not offend* 

I (hall not blufli to own it* 
Ven. After this 

I think (he'll hlufli at nothing. 
C/e#. You feem griev'd, ** 

( And therein you are kind) that C4&r ftrft 

£njoy'd my jloyc, though you deterv'd it better: 
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I grieve fbf chat, my Lord, mtchmocf than yoiu 
For, had I firft been yours, it' would iavej&y'd 
My fccond Choice: Zaem bad teen fcU, ^ 
And ne'er had bee* but y«rttfs. - But C^frr &Q, ■ • ,\ 
'You fay, poflcfc'd my Love, 'Not fa mj LptfLi 
He firft pofie&'d my Perfonj you my Lovfii 
'Ci[*r lov'd me; but I Jov'd Jnu#y. 
•If I endur'd -inna after, 'twas becaw . 
£1 judg'd it due to the firft -Name <jf J^ton 
And, half conftraro'd, l ; ga*c, astaa Tyrant, . . 

What he would take by force. 

Ven y O Syren! Syre*! 
'"Yet grant that all the hope 0* boafts ware Mfc . 
'Has foe not rum'd you? I {till urjptfeat, 
v5he foal Csmirqucnce. 

Cfol The Cooieauence indeed, 
Tor I dare ChaflengeJbim, myg0eai*ft.<Kir, 
To fay it -was defign'd; 7TU tree, I toy'd^m, 
.And kept you far irom ao wftafic Wife 
(Such JF«/|4» was. j 

Yes, but he'll fay, you Wt 0&m**fot ma t u , . 
^<od, can jroj*blame me |o ttoavfc thai law. 
Which quitted fiich Qtfert, for <mrtUefs me? 
How often have I .wifh'd fame ?otkcr C*/ir, 
Great as the fifft, ,*nd as v thefccond -Young, 
Would court cay Lpye, to be refund for you ft 

Clee. Ev'n there, I dare his Malice. Tjrjjcyl-fiouitffitt 
^To fight at Seaj but, I betray'd younpt. 
I fled} but not to th* E»cmy. *Twas Fears 
Woul£ I had -been a Man, not toiwc fcar'd, 
For none would then have envy'd «e*|»iir Fricadflijp. 
Who envy me your Lore. 

Jbu, AVe're l^oth ti&fcappy : 
If nothing dfe, yet our ill Fojrtune*paffs us. 
t peak j Would you have me pcrtih, by my Stay? 
/ Cieo. If as a Friend you 4^. my judgmtot, £e* 

If as a Lover,. Stay. If you nuift: £*&& : 
Tisahard Wordi.ivt ftjiy. 
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Vent: See ntfw tft'Efle&s of her fb boafted Love! 
She drives to drag you down to Ruin with her: 
But, could fhe fcaWwitKout'yoti, oh hew foon- 
Would (he let go her hold* and hifte to Ofac* 
And never look behind! 

Clet. Then judge my Love by this. ' 

[Grtting Antony * Writing. 
Could 1 ! have born 

A Life or Death, a Haypmefr or Wde 
Prom yours divided, this had giv'n me means. 

Jnt.Bj Hercules, the Writing of Oilavimf 
I know it wcih 'tis that proscribing Hand, 
Youcfg as it was, that led the way to mine, 
And left me but the ftcond Place in Murder ■ i ■ 
See, fee, temhBvs ! here he Offers Mgfft* 
And joins all $pi* to if, is a Preftfct, 
So, m reouiril, fhe fbrfikfr my Fortunes^ 
And jonx.her .Amrwirh hfe: 

Ck*. And yet. you leave .me!' 
You leave me, Anmrf ; and, yet I lov£ few. 
Indeed I do: I have refus'd' a Kingdom, 
ThattalPrifH;: . • 

For I codld yart with ttftf; With" any thing, 
But only ytyu. O let mi die But with you? - 
Is that a* haf d Requefr? ' 

Ant. jText living With you, 
Tis all that Hcav*n can give. 

Alex. He melts j we Conquer. [A$fc. 

Get. No: You (hall go: Your Int'ref! calls you hence. -, 
Yes* your dear Int'reft pulls too ftrong, for tnefe 
Wear Arms to hold you bete— — [Takes hu Hand.. 

Go* leave me, Soldiery 

(For you're no more a Lover :) leave me dy Tng. ; 
Pum nte alf pafe and panting from your Bofom, 
And, wfitjn your Inarch begins, let one run after 
ftjeathlefs almoft fbr Joy-j and cry, (he's dead : 
jTlifc Soldiers ihout; you then ^perhaps may figh. 
And mufter all your Ronwrt Gravity} 
Vemidim chfteS ; arid flxaitf your Brow d«ars up, 
4sLhadi^.vcr-b«eh. * .••'■• 

K j Ant.' 
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Ant. Gods, 'tis too much; too much for Man to ban 

Cleo. What is't for me then, 
A Weak forfaken Woman? and a Lover?—— 
Here let me breathe my laft; Enry me not 
This Minute in your Arms: I'll die apace: 
As faft as e'er I can 5 and end jour Trouble. 

Ant. Die! Rather let me perifh : Loofen'd Nature 
Leap from its Hinges, fink the Props of Heav'n, 
And fall the Skies to crufli the neather World. 
My Eyes, my Soul; my all ! ' - [Embraces fa* 

Vent. And what's this Toy 
In Ballance with your Fortune, Honour, Fame? 

Ant. What is't, Vtmidius ? it out- weighs 'cm all* - 
Why, we have more than conquered Gyar now: 
Mr Queen's not only Innocent, but Loves me. 
This, this is (he who drags me down to Ruin! 
But, could (he fcape without me, with what hafle 
Would (he let flip her hold, and make to fliore, 
And never look behind ! 
Down on thy Knees, Blasphemer as thou art, 
And ask Forgivenefs of wrong'd Innocence. 

Vent. I'll rather die, than take it. Will you go? "*-• 

Ant. Go! Whither? Go from all that's Ex celled t! 
Faith, Honour, Virtue, all good Things forbid, <• 
That I ihould go from her, who lets my Love * 
Above the Price of Kingdoms. Give, you Gods, •" 
Give to your Boy, your Ckfar 9 
This Rattle of a Globe to play withal, 
This Gu-gau World, and put him cheaply off: ' 
Mi not be pleas'd with lefs than Cleopatra^ 

Cle*. She's wholly yours. - My Heart's fo full of JojS 
That I (hall do fome wild Extravagance 
Of Love, in pubiick; and the foohfh World, 
Which knows not Tenderncfs, will think me Mad. 

Vmt. O Women! Women ! Women! aH the Gods 
Have not fuch PowV of doing good to Man, 
As you of doing harm. . [&#k 

Am: Our Men are arm'd. 

Unbar the Gate that looks to GtAr's Camp j 

I would revenge the TreacJwryio meant me: . _ 

r - ' lad 
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ftnd long Security makes Conqueft eafie, 

I'm eager to return before I go j 

For, all the Pleafures I have known* beat thick" 

On my Remembrance; How I long for Night! 

That both the Sweets of mutual Love may try, 

And Triumph once o'er Cajar e're we die. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. 3CE NE I. 

At one Doer, tftterCleop&tra, Charmion, Iras, and Alexas, 
a Train ef ^Egyptians: At the other, Antony and Ro- 
mans. The Entrance en both Side* is frefafd by Mttfick j 
the Thtmfets firft jemding en • Antony V Part: Then an-, 
f»er*d by Ttmbrels, &c. en Cleopatra's* Charmion and 
„ Iras held a Laurel Wreath betwixt them. A Danes of 
^Egyptians. After the Ceremony > Cleopatra Crewm 
Antony. , 

Jfc.T Thought how thofe white Arms would fbld me in, 

X And rtrain me clofe, and melt me into Love* 
So okas'd with that fweet Image, I ff rung forward*, 
And added all my Strength to every Blow. 

C&a. Come to me, come, my Soldier, to my Arm*, 
You've been too long away from my Embraces j 
But,' when I have you raft, and all my own, 
With broken Murmurs, and with amorous Sigh^y 
I'll fay, you were unkind, and punifh you, _. 

And mark you red with many an eager Kifs. 

Ant . My brighter Venus i 

dee. O my greater Mars! 

Am. Thou join'H: us well, my Lover 
Suppofe me come from the Phlegraan Plains*' 
Wnere gapping Giants lay, cleft by my Sword* V 
And'Mountain tops par'd off each other blow, 
To bury thofe F flew; Receive me, Goddefsr 
Let Cdfar fpread his fubtile Nets, like Vulcan* 
la thy Embraces I would be beheld 

K4 #7 
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By Heav'n and Earth at once : 

And make their Envy what they meant their Sp&rt. 

Let thofe who roofc us bluih ; I to>u!d love on 

UTith awful State, regardWs of their FroWtls, 

As their '^crior Gitf. 

There's no fatiefy of Lov$ hr thee'; ^ 

Enjoy'd, thou (hll art new; perpetual Spring 

Is in thy Arms; the ripen'd Fruit but fells', 

And Bloflbms rife to fill its empty Place ; p 

And. I gr*w rich by gjjing. 

^ffTentfdius; and ft fads afnrt. 

Alex. O, now the Danger's paft, your General com«. 
• fje joins not in your Joys, nor minds your Triumphs* 
' But, with contracted Brows, looks frowning oh, 
As Envyirfg your Succefs. 

Ant. Now, ou my Sou}, Ke loves me; troty foves mcj 
Re never flatterM me in any Vice, 
But awes me with his Virtue: Ev*n this Mihutfe 
Methinks he has" a Right of chiding lfee. - 
Lead to the Temple : Til avoid his Pretence;- 
It checks too ftrong. upon me. . JExmatrfo uf, 

[As Antony u going, tf entidius fuUs huh by ;$ Wt. 

Vent. Einp«ror. 

Ant. *Tis the old Argument; I prcthec (pare me. 

[Uokfy bk\k 

Vent. But this one heading, Emperor. . . ' - 

Ant. Let go 
My Robe; or, by my Father Hereuks-^--*, 

Vent. By Hercules's Father, that's yet greater; . 
I bring you fbmewhat you would wifh to know/ , 

Ant. Thou fee'il we are ohferv'd j attend me here, ' 
And Til return. (Exit. 

Vent. Vm waining in his Favour, yet I love him * 
I love this Man, who runs to meet his Ruin;. 
And, furo die Gods, like me, are Fond of him ; 
His Virtues lye fo mingled with his Crirnes, 
As woiild confound their Choice to punifh one, 
And not reward the other. 

inter Antony. 

Ant. We can Conquer, • 
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Y»u fee, ^ithbttt font AW. 
We* have cftflbdg'd their* Troop*, 
They look on us at diftance, aftd, Kkc Grft 
Scap'd from the Lions paws, they bay far off, 
And lick their Wounds-, and faintly threaten War. ' 

"Five thouprad fltywuw with their Faces upward 
Lye breatiftefs m the P&rft. 

Fe»r. ;Tis well: And he 
Who loft 'em, could havefpar'd ten thoufand more. 
Yet if, by tfeis Advantage, you could jgain 
An eafier Peace, -While Ctfar doubts the Chance 
GfA*ms! - — 

Am. O think not on't, Vetit'tMur, 
The Boy purfhes my Ruin, he'll no Peace ; 
His Malice is considerate in Advantage; 
0, he's the cooleft Murderer, fo ftanch, 
He kills, and keeps his Temper. 

Vent. Have you no Friend 
Iifall his Army, who has Power tormoye him? 
Mecmts, or Aptya might do much. 

Am. They're both too deep in Ctfar's Interefts, 
We'll work it out by dint of Sword, or periih. 

Vint . Fain I would find fomc other. 

Ant . Thank thy Love. 
Some four or five fuch Victories as tlvs ^ 

WiH laye thy farther Pains. . 

Vent. Expect no more j C&fkr is on his Guard : 
I know, Sir, you have conquer \i again ft odds> 
Bat ftill yefu draw Supplies from one poor Town, 
And of JEgyptiam: He lias all the World, 
And, at his Beck, Nations come pouring in, 
To fill the Gaps you make. Pray think again. 

Am. Why doft thou drive me trom my lclf, to fearch 
For Foreign Aids ? to hunt my Memory, 
And range all o'er a wade and barren Place 
To find a Friend ? The Wretched hare no Friends—-- 
Yet I had one, the) btaveft Youth of Rome, 
Whom Ctftr loves beyond the Love of Women j 
He could refolve his Mind,, as Firexloes Wax, 
From that hard rugged Image, melt, him down, . 

K. ^- And 
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And mould himin what fbfter Form he nteastt. 

Vera. Him would I fee: that Man of all the World i 
Juft fuch a one we want. 

Ant. He lov'd me too, 
I was his Soul* he liv'd not but in me: 
We were fb clos'd within each others Breafts,' 
The Rivets were not found that join'd us firft. 
That does not reach us yet : We were fb mixt, 
As meeting Streams, both to our felves were loft; 
We were one mafs \ we could not give or take, 
But from the fame* for he was I, I he. 

Vent. He moves as I would wifli him. [4*k 

( Am. After this, 
% need not tell his Name: 'Twas todabett*. 

Vmt. He's now in Ge/fcr's Camp. 

Ant. No matter where, 
Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 
That I forbade him Cteepatras Sight', 
Secaufe I fear'd he lov'd her: He confeft 
He had a Warmth, which, for my fake, he ftifledj 
Pot 'twere impofliUe that two, 6 one, 
Should not have lov'd the fame. When he departed, ' 
He took no leave; and that confirmed my Thoughts. 

Vent. It argues that he lov'd you more than her, 
-Elfe he had fraid j but he perceiv'd you jealous, 
And would not grieve his Friend: I know he loves yoi» 
. Ant. I fhould have feep him then e'er now. 

Vent. Perhaps 
He has thus long been lab'ring for your Peace. 

Ant. Would he were here. 

Vent. Would you believe he lov'd you ? 
I read your Anfwer in your Eyesj you would. 
Not to conceal it longer, he has font 
A MeiTenger from C&far's Camp, with Letters. 

Ant, Let him appear. 

Vent. I'll bring him inihntly. 

[Exit Ventidius, and re-enters immediately with DolabeSfc 

Ant. 'Tis he himfelf, himfelf, by holy Friendship! 

[Rms to embrace &»• 
Art thou return'd at h&> mj better half? 

Come, 
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Come, give me all my felf. . ' ' 

Let me not live, 

If the young Bridegroom, longing for his Night, 
Was ever half (b fond. 

Btf*. I muft He filent; for my Soul is hufie 
About a nobler ..Work : She's new come home,. 
Like a long-abfent Man, and wanders o'er 
Each Room, a Stranger tu her own, to look 
Hallbe&fe. 

Am . Thou haft what's left of me. 
For I am flow €o funk from what I war, • 
Thou finder me at my loweft Water-mark. 
The Rivers that ran in, and rais'd my Fortune* i 
Are all dry'd up, or take another courfc : 
What I have left is from my native Spring j 
Fve {Hll a Heart that fwells, in Scorn of Fate, 
And lifts me to my Banks. 
Dob. Still you are Lord of all the World to mc 
Ant. Why, then I yet am fo$ for thou art all. 
If I had any Joy when thou wert AHent, 
I erudg'd it to my felf $ methought I robb'd 
Thee of thy Part. But, Oh my Bolabella ! 
Thou haft beheld me other than I am. 
Haft thou not feen my Morning Chambers filled 
With Scepter'd Slaves, who waited to falute me:. 
With Eaftern Monarchs, who forgot the Sun, 
To worftiip my Uprifing ? MenialKings 
Ran courflng up and down my Palace-yard, 
Stood filcnt in my Prefence, watch'd my Eyes, # 
And, at my lead Command, all flatted out * 
Like Racers to the Goal. 
Dola. Staves to your Fortune. 
Aai. Fortune is Gej&r's now; and what am I? 
Vent. What you have made your felf} I will not flatter. 
. Am. Is this friendly done ? 

Dola. Yes,/when his End is fb, I muft join with him j 
Indeed I muft, and yet you muft not chide : 
,Why am I elfe your Friend T 

'At.t. Take heed, young Man, 
How thou uphraid'ft my Love.; The Queen has Eyes, 

Mi 
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And thou too haft a Soul. Canft ihou rernembir 
When, fwelTd with hatred, thou beheldfther nrftH' 
Ab acceferjr to thy trot Ws "Death? .... 

D»li. Spare ^my Remembrance -, 'twas* guilty Day, 
And ftill the filufti hangs here. 

Ant. To dear her ieJF, 
For /ending him no Aid, (he came from %$ftf, - 
Her Qally (town th* Silver Gyinos rowtf, • 
The tackling Silk, the Streamer* wav'^with 6old, 
^The gentle Winds were tajg*d in .purple §ails:.. 
Her Nymphs, Kke tiere'tds, round 'herCbucli were plac'ij 
Wliere fhe, another Sea-born Pernio lay.. . . 

■D»i». $0 ihdre : 1 would not hear it. 

Ant. O, youmuft! ^ 

She lay, and leant her Cheek upon her tfand, 
And caft A Look Co languiftiingly fwect, 
As if, fecure of all Beholders Hearts, 
Neglecting fhe could take 'em; Boys v like CufUs, s 
Stood finning, with their painted Wings* the Wii^fi 
That plaid about her Face: feut if fhe imihl, 
A darting 6 lory fcenYd to blaze abroad; 
That Mens dchnhg £vts were never weary^; 
But hung upon the Objc& : 1fo foft frlute* 
The Silver Oars kept time* an$ While they plaid, 
The Hearing gavenew Pleafure to the Sight j 
And both to Thought i y T was HeavV, or foraewhat more* 
For (lie fo charm'd all fiearts, that gazing Crowds 
Stood panting on the Shore* and wanted Breath 
To ghp their welcome Voice, 
Then, Dolal>etla a where was then thy Soul? " 
Was not thy Fury quite difarm'd with Wonder I 
Didft thou not flixink behind me from thole Eyes, 
And whifper in my Ear, Oh tell her not " 
That I accus'd her of my Brother's Death? 

Dots. And (hould my Weakness be* Plea for yours?' 
Mine was an Age when Love might be excus'd, 
When kindly Warmth, and when my fpringing Youth • 
Made it a Debt to Nature. Your s « 

Vent. Speak boldly. 
lToui5, he would fay, hi your declining Agc,> 
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When no more I&at wa^^kut what you tbrc^,' 
WV& all the Sab was needful for tfe trunk t 
When it went down, then you ©onftratn'd tbfc.Gourlcf 
And robb'd from Nature, to fhjply JDcfirej. 
In you (I would not uie fo harfli a tVoid) 
Tis but plain Dotage. 
^. Ha! , 

DcU. Twt&mgd to* horne. 
But yet the Lois was private that I made; ♦ 
Twas tut my lelf I loft ; I loft m Legions* 
I had no World to Iofe, no People's Love, 
Am. Tljis from a Friend t 
Dol*. yes, jfatotjfi a true one; 
A Friend lb tender, that each word I {peak 
Stabs my own Heart, before it reach your £*/. ., 
O, judge me not lefs kind becauie I chide: 
To Cdfir I excufe you f- 

. Am. Q ye Gods! . . 

have 1 then liv'd to be excustt to V*f*r1 ,n 
. DoU. As to your Equa). . 

Ant. Wel^ he's but my EqGalr . 
While I wear this, he never ihall be more.- 

IW*. I bring Conditions from him, 
- Ant. Are they Noble? 

Methinks thou ihouUft not bring 'em elft; yet ht 
Is full of deep DiiTembliog-, knows no Honotar 
Divided from his Int'reft. Fate miftook him; 
For Nature meant him for. an.Ufurer, 
tie's fit indeed to buy, not conquer Kingdoms. 

Vent. Then, granting this, . 
What Pow'r was theirs who wrought fo hard a Temper 
To honourable Terms ! 

Ant. It was my DoUbeUd, or fomc God. 
Dola. Nor 1$ nor yet Idecam, nor Agrift*: 
They were your Enemies j 2nd I a Friend 
Too weak alone j yet 'twas a Rortows Deed. . 

Ant. 'Twas Jike \Rtrvm done : Show me that Man 
Who has preferv'd my Life, my Love, my Honour j 
Let me but fee his Face. 
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Vent. That task is mine, 
And, Hfi^Ri thou knov/ft how ptaafing, Q£xy#VoC 

DoU. YouTI remember *" 

TO whom you ftand obKgM? 

-**. When I forget k, ^ 
Be thou unkind, and that's my greateft Curie. 
My Queen (hall thank him too. 

DoU. I fear (he will not: 

Am. But (he (hall do*t : the Queen, mjDoUbeJU* . 
Haft thou not ftill fome grodgings of thj Fever? 

DoU. I would not fee her loft. 

^ftf . When i forfake her, 
Leave me, my better Stars* for (he has Truth 
Beyond her Beauty. Qtjkr tempted her, 
At no lefs Price than Kingdoms, to betray me; 
But (he refitted all: And yet thou chidTl me 
For loving her too well. Could I do fb? 

DoU. Yes, there's my Reafon. 
***** Ventidkis, with O&avia, U*im& Antony's t** 

Utile pmghtm. 

Am. Where ? O&avi* there! [Stormf hck 

Vtnt. What, is (he Poi&n to you? a Difcafe? 
Look on her, view her well} and thofc (he brings: 
Are they all Strangers to your Eyes ? has Nature 
No fecret Call, no Whiiper they are yours? 

DoU. For (hame, my Lord, if not for Love, receive*e» 
With kinder Eyes. If you confefs a Man, 
Meet em, embrace 'em, bid 'em welcome to you. 
Your Arms (hould open, ev'n without your Knowledge, 
To clafp Vm in 5 your Feet (hould turn to Wings, 
To bear you to 'em ; and your Eyes dart out, 
And aim a Kifs e*re you could reach the Lips. 

Am. I flood amazed to think how they came hither. 

Vent. I lent for 'em* 1 brought r ern in, unknown 
To Cleopatra's Guards. 

Vela. Yet are you cold? 

Oftav. Thus long I have attended for my welcome* 
Which, as a Stranger, fure I might e*£e& 
Who am 1? 

Am. Ctfar's Sifter. . . - ' . 
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OBmv. That's unkind! . . 
Had I been nothing more than C^/V* Sifter, , 
Know, I had ftill remained in Gear's Camp* 
But your O&mia, your much inmr'd Wife* 
Tho baniuYd from your Bed, driv'n from your Houie, 
In fpight of Ci/frs Sifter, fHU is yours. 
*Tis true, I have a Heart dizains your Coldnefi* . 
And prompts me not to feck what you mould offer} 
But a Wife's Virtue fHD furmounts that Pride; 
I come to* claim you as my own; to (how 
My Duty firjft, to ask, nay beg, your Kindneis; 
^Your Hand, my Lord* 'us mine, and I will have it. 

\T*kin£ kit U*U< 

Vent. Do, take it, thou defaVft it. 

Vol*. On my Soul, * 

TAnd fo me does : She's neither too &bnumVe,j 
Nor yet too haughty j but £b juft a mean, 
Shows, as it ought, a Wife and Roman too. 

Am. IJcar, Oftavia, you have begg'd my Life 



Oftarv. Begg'd it, my Lord? 
Poorly and bafely begg'd it of your Brother. 



-*f»*. Yes, begg'd it, my Ambafladrefi, 



Oftaw. Poorly andbalely I could never beg; 
Nor could my Brother grant. 

< Am. Shall I, who, to my kneeling Slave, could fa/, 
Rife up, and be a King; mall I fall down 
And cry, Forgive me, Otfrri (hall I fet 
A Man, my Equal, in the Placq of Jove> 
As he could give me Being ? No > that word, 
forgive, would choke me up, 
And die upon my Tongue, 

DoU. You frail not need it. 

Am. I will not need it. Come* youVe all botray'd me*. 
My Frifod too ! To receive fbme vile Conditions, 
My Wife has bought, me, with her Prayers and Tears* 
And now I mull become her branded Slave . - 
In every pcevilh Mood me will upbraid 
The Life (he gave : If I but look awry. 
She cries, PU tell my Brother. 

Q8av. My hard Fortune 

Subje&ft 



Sttbjeds me ftill to. your unkind taii&lfas. . ' 

But the CoaSm* * iWe*' BttiuM**^ ffitK . 

You need no* bftrfh ibf&ti r" Jove 1 Vou* Honour^ . 

Because 'tis mine\ it mfc ft*H be &d 

rt&rtttfe HttWaridf wa* her SfotHert SIW*. 

Sir, you aye fcecj fite> ev*tt framhef you loltii 5 

For, theftiif Brothe* baYgaih* fervour fcd*e\ 

Males tte^ fcrtfcd iffid €*tttttot of tourEtejKt, . - 

I^have a Sou* nlc }tiurt$ f catfnot take ' 

Your Lo*e as Alms', no* fcejg'wnat I dfcffefVe: 

HI tell m> Better We are ftdotfcifd*;' * 

He (fcaB oVaw back: tfottwfr andydu ftafl march' . 

fey tvSt tlW taft : I may be droptat Athens* 

No matter where, I never will cbrhplaini » 

But only keep the barren Name of Wife, 

And rid you of" the TrouWe. 

Vent. Was ever flicft a Strtle of fuBen Honour I 
Bpth (corn to \st oblig'd. 

Belat. O y ftie has toucht hihi in the tended t& y ■; 
See how he reddens with tye'ifytgkf and Shame . 
To be out-done in:Gehefoflty! 

Vent. See how he winks! now he dries up a Tear* 
That fain would f afl ! 

Ant*. 0&4vsa, I have heard you, and xttuft praife.^ 
The Greatnefi of your Soul j 
But cannot yield to what you hare prbpos'd: 
For I can ne'er be conquer'd Imt by Lovej 
And you do all for Duty. You would free tne, 
.And would- be df opt at Athens 5 Wast not fV? 

O&m/. It was, my Lord. 

Am. Then I muft be oblig'd 
To one who love me not, who,, to her (elf, 
May call me thanklefs and ungrateful Man: 
1% not endure it, no.. 

Tent. I'm glad it pinches there. 

Od*v. Would you triumph o'er poor O&nW* Virtue! 
That Pride was all I had to bear me up; 
That you might think you ow'd me for jour Life, 
And ow'd it to my Duty, not my Love. 
Ifcavc been injur'd, and my haughty Soul .* 

Could 
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Could brook but ill the Man who (lights my Bed. 

Ant. Therefore you love me not. 

OStav. Therefore, my Lord, 
Ifljouldttot love you, 

4nt. ThefeFofe ybii would leave me? , 

OBav. And therefore I fhould leave- you*— if I could. 

Ttola. Her Soul's too great,* after foch Injuries^ , 
To fay (be loves ; and yet fhe lets yoa fee it. 
Her Modefty and Silence plead her Caufe. 

Ant. O, ikUbell*, which way (hall I turn ? 
I find a Secret yidding-in rhr Soul; 
But Ckofatra, who would die with me, ; 

Muftfhebe : left? Pity pleads for Q&ayia) x : 

But does it not plead more for deofatra t 

Vent. JufHee and Pity both plead £ox OBavm-y • 

For Cleopatra, neither. 

One* would be ruin'd with ytou ^ but. (tiejiri 
Had rum'd you : The other, you have ruin'd> 
And yet (he would preferve you. 
In every thing t&eir Merits arc uncjgttaT. 

Ant. O, my diilra&ed Soul! _..'•"/" 

Q8av. Sweet Heaven cbmpoft it. 
Come, come, my Lord, if I can pardon ▼**£ 
Methinks you fhould accept it. Look on theft;' 
Are they not yOurs? Or ltand they thus a£gk&ed 
As they are mine? Go to him; Children, go* 
Kneel to him, take him r/y the Hand, ipeak to him 5 
For you may fpeak, and he may own you too* 
Without a J&rihs and & he cannot all > 

His Children!; Go, J far, and puU him %a me, 
And pull him to your &lve&, from that bad Woman.' 
You, Agriftins, hang upon h& Armd; : 
And you, Antonio, dafp about his Waftei " 
If he will jhakc you off, if he will dafh yott 
Againft the Pavement, you muft beat ir, Gttfchen ; 

Bor you are mine, and I was born to fwfifer. 

[Here the Ch&fre* go to him, &*. 
Vem. Was eve* iight £0 moving ! Empe*«rl 
Vol*, Friend! 
<Wfc Husbandj 
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BothChiU. Father! 

Ant, I am vanquifh'd: Take mc, 
OfttvM', take me j Children $ (haremcall.[£^r>wi^*^!. 
IVe been a thriftlefs Debtor to your Loves, 
And run out much, in Riot, from jour Stocks 
But all /hall be amended. 

08*v. ObkftHour! 

Pola. O happy Change! 

Vent. My Joy flops at my Tongue; 
But it has found two Chanels here for onef 
And bubbles out above. [thou wibf 

Ant. to O&av. This is thy Triumph) lead me whet 
Ev*n to thy Brother's Camp. 

Q8av. All there are yours. 

Enter Alexas hafify. 

Akx. The Queen, my Miftrcfs, Sir, and yours—— 

Am, *Tis paft. OBavia, you frail /lay this Night} 
To morrow, Cafar and we are one. 

[Ex. hiding O&avia, Dol. and the ChiUrm fo&9. 

Vent. There's News for you; run, My officious Eunuch> 
Be fure to be the ffrft; hafte foreward: 
Hafte, my dear Eunuch, hafte. [Exit. 

Alex. This downright fighting Fool, this thick-icuM 
This blunt unthinking Inftrument of Death, [Hcriv 
With plain dull Virtue, has out-gone my Wit ; 
Pleafure forfook my earry'ft Infancy, 
The Luxury of others robb'd my Cradle, 
And ravifh'd thence the Promife of a Man: 
Caft out from Nature, difinhcrited 
Of what her meaheft Children claim by Kind} 
Yet, Greatncfc kept me from Contempt: That's cone* 
Had Cleopatra Mbvr'd my Advice, 
Then he had been betray'd, who now forfakes. 
She dies for Love 5 but flie has known its Joys : 
Cods, is this juft, that I, who know no Joys, 
Muft dic f becaufe (he loves ? 

'Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Kami 
Oh, Madam, I have feen what blafts my EyesI 
Qtisvfo's hoc! " * *■ " 
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Cko. Peace with that Raven's Note. 
1 know it too* and now am. in 
The Pangs of Death. 

Akx. You are no more a Queen j 
Egyf t is loft. 

Cko. What tell'il thou me of Egypt t 
My Life, my Soul is loft! O&avia has himf 
Q fatal Name to Cleopatra's Love ! 
My Kiifes, my Embraces now are hers 5 

While I But thou haft feen my Rival* ipcafc 

Does (he deierve this Blefling? Is flic fair, 

Bright as a God&fs? and is all Perfection 

Confin'd to her ? It is. Poor I was made 

Of that courfe Matter which, when (he was flniuYd, 

The Gods threw by, for Rubbiflu 

Alex. She's indeed a very Miracle. 

Cko. Death to my Hopes, a Miracle I 

Alex. A Miracle j [***0fr 

1 mean of Goodnefs; for in Beauty, Madam, 
You make all Wonders ceafe. 

Cko. I was too ra(h : 
Take this in Part of Recompence. But, Oh, 

[Giving* sT3ng 
I'feafthbuflatter'ftme. '' . * 

Char. She comes! flic's here! 

Iras. Fly, ftfadam, Cdfar*s Sifter! 

Cko. Were (he the Sifter of the Thund'rer Jov$\ 
Aod bore her Brothers Lightning in her Eyes, 
Thus would I face my Rival. 

[Meets O&av. w/V/>,Vcntid. Odlav. bears up to hot. 
Their Train come upon either fide. 

O&0V. I need not ask if you are Cleopatra* 
Your haughty Carria g e ■ 

Cko. Shows I am a Queen: , 
Nor need I ask you who you are. 

OSav. -A "Roman: 
A Name that makes, and can unmake a Queen. 

Cko. Your Lord, the. Man who fervcs me*, is a Itoman, 

O&av. He' was a toman, till he loft that Name 
To be a Slave in ^{Xf ^5 but I come ' 
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To free him thence. 

da. Peace, peace, my Lover's Jura: 
When he grew w«ary of that HoumdH-Clojg, 
He chofe my eafier iSonds. 

O^^v. I wonder not ' . 

Your Bonds, arc eafiej yon have lorig been jtetcWd f 
In that lafctvibus Aft : He's not the firft 
For whom you fpreadyottr Snares: Let C*fkr witnefi, 

Cfo>. I loir*d not Ckf*r\ 'twas but Gratitude 
I paid his Love: The worft your Malice can, 
Is but to fay the greateft of Mankind 
Has been my Slave. The next, but ftr above Kim- 
In my Eftecm, is He whom La\tf calls yours, 
Flit whom his Love made mine. 

OBav. I would view nearer faking uf&ft ft bw, 
That Face, which has fo long u&rji'd my Right, 
To find th' inevitable Charms, that catch ' 

Mankind & for** that ruin'd my dear Lord; ' 

CUo. 6, you do well' to fearch; for had yoti ktiowii 
But half thefc Charms, you had. not 16ft his Heart. 

Ottmj. Far be their Knowledge from a Rtmto taclj, 
, Far from a model* Wife. SKamedf ©uTSfer, 
- Doft thou not blu(h, to own thofc black Endearmenl*, 
That make Sin pleafing,? 

Cleo. You may blufli, who want *tfrJi, 
If bounteous Nature, ^if indulgent! Heav'il ; 
Have giv*n me Charms to pleafc the braveft Kfan$ . 
Should r not thank 'eni ? (hould I be affcam'd, 
. J^nd not be proud? I am, that he haslov'd m*j 
And", when I k>vc not; hi#,, Hpav'ii diiw£^fetlh^ Facr 
For one like that. ^. . / . '.' , 

Otlgv. thou Iovtf Rim hot fo spell, t ' -r 

Clea. I love him better/ and dcferVf Sim more, r . * 

0&*u. You do notj. cannot: Ypii iav« been tesjkrifl. 
Who made him cheaj) at Koine, but (%oj>atr* t 
Who made him feorn'd abroad, but ClleqktriJ * 

Who made Kis Qiilckch Orphans? sfedpoor me 
Awr«ctcdWiac%?ohryC&^^ r - • 
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Cleo. Yet (he who loves him beft is Cleopatra. 
If you have fuflfer'd, I have fiiffer'd more. 
Tnu bjear the Ijpccious Wiik of a Wife, r ' " 

■fo guild your Caufe, and chaw the pitying "World 
To favour ys: Tjfe WorJdyco£temns£por me* 
For I We* toft my Horfour, -loft my FameJ 
And ftain'd the Glory of my Royal Houfe, 
And all to beir the br«aded*l*pte*f 'm$btt& 

T^c waitf? tat life tftf-^ . .- . 

For him Ilgve. . . f . . „ 

Oflav. BVtTo then ; w take thy Wilhi * ,£$$*, <p? j&». 

C/m. And 'tis my^ify • , . .,•-.'.*-. 
Now he is lo^lor'^rhpm alone. J/lfrVL. 

My S^ght grow d^ijwji <;^y,C^$$W*& , 
.And fvrims before mc/iftlfrc'.^^ . 

Mv Spirits, jjrkfle they Jyejce ppjwM* kept HP* 

"Tney coald not fi^lei^lLa^^V^i 1 ^ 1 ' 
fcit now (he's gone they Taint. 
JUx. Mine have had Jcifure^ 
To recoiled: their Stxcj^gt^.ai^.feipy.fli 

T« ruin he* $ >w^ c & W^#^ . . m 

Cko. Vain Promi^r! 

Lead me, my .Cbfvm'y **$• .jro^rjftnd tqq, hap 

My Grief Ua$ jraj^iaoqggp to'ijnfc*^,^*^ ' 

Ctnduc* ^c to- Jj^ £q^^^ . ,' t 

And draw the' Obtains xpund,* 

Then leave me to my ietf, to tak^a^e ' 

JWy Fill of Grief ^ 

There i tiU PeaA^%^spnjcindnei5 weep: . . 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 

Enter Antony and Dolabell** 

tbU. \AfH Y would youlhiftit from your f8f, on mcF 
* Y Can you not tell her you-muft part? 

Ant. I cannot, 
I could pull out an Eye, and bid it go, 
And t'other fhonld not weep. Oh, DflabeJUi 
How many Deaths are' in this word Depart ! 
I dare not tnift my Tongue to tell her fb: 
One Look of hers would thaw me into Tear% 
And I fhould melt till I were loft again. 

DoU. Then let Vumim\ 
He's rough by Nature. 

Ant.iSh; nell fpeak too harfhly* 
He'll kill her with the News: Thou, only thou; 

DoU. Nature has aft me in £o foft a Mold, 
That but to hear a Story feign'd for Pleafure 
Of fome fad Lover's Death, moiftens my Eyes, 
And robs me of my Manhood.-- — I fhould fpeak 
So faintly ; wkh fuch Fear to grieve her Heart, 
She'd not believe it earncff. 

Ant. Therefore} therefore 
Thou only, thou art fit: Think thy fclf me, 
And when thou fpeak'ft (but let it firft be long} 
Take off -the Edge from every (harper Sound, 
And let our Parting be as gently made 
As other Loves begin : Wflt thou do this ? , 

Dola. What you have faid, fo finks into my Soul 
That, if I muft fpeak, I fhall fpeak juft fo. 

Ant. I leave you then to your fad Task : Farewd. 
1 feat her word to meet you* 

[Goes to the Dm, md cm* &#** 
I forgot^ * t 

Let her be told, FJJ make her Peace with mine; 

- - ■ • -.-..-. — - - jfc 
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Her Crown and Dignity (hall be preferv'd, 
If I Bare Pow*r with C*fi r Q, he fee 

To think on that. 

Dot*. Fear not, I will rememDer. 

[Antony goes agnin to the Dow, mU comes back. 
' Ant. And tell her, too, how much I was confbrain'dj 
I did not this, hut with extrcameft Force: 
Defire her not to hate my Memory, 
For I (HO chenfh'hers-, — infift on that. 

Del*. Truft me, I'll not forget it. 

Ant. Then that's all. [Goes o*t, md return *g*ml 

"Wik thou forgive mv Toadnels this pnee more? 
TcU her, tho' we (hall never meet again. 
If I ihould hear (he took another Love, 
The News would break my Heart — r-Now I muft go* 
For every time I have return'd, I feel 
My Soul more tender $ and my next Command 
Would be to bid her ftav, and ruin both. [J&& 

VoU. Men are but Children of a larger Growth* 
Oor Appetites as apt to change as theirs, , 

And full as craving too, and lull as vain; 
And yet the Soul, fliut up in her dark Room,' 
Viewing' fb clear abroad, at home fees nothing; 
But, Hke a Mole in Earth, bufie and blind, 
Works all her Folly up, and cafts it outward 
To the World's open view : Thus I difcover'd, 

And blam'd the Love of ruin'd Antony ; 

Yet wifh that I were he, to be fo ruin'd. 

Enter Ventidius above. 
Vent. Alone ? and talking to himfelf ? concerned too? - 

Perhaps my Guefs is right; he lov'd her once, 
• And may purfue it {till. 

Dola. O Fricndfliip! Friendlhip! 

IH canft thou anfwer this * and Realbn, worfe : 

Unfaithful in th' Attempt; hopelefs to win* 

And, if I win, undone: Meer Madnefs all. 

And yet th' Occafion's fair. What Injury 

To him, to wear the Robe which he throws by ? , 

Vent. None, none at all. This happens as I wilh, 

To ruin her yet more with Antony. 
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■&** Cleopatra, t^k'mg wifh Alqcas, Channion, Iris m 

the other fde\ 

£rf«.She comes rWhatCharms have Sorrow.qn that Face! 
Sorrow feems pleas'd to dwell with fo much ^weetnds; 
"Yet, now and then, a melancholy Smile 
Breaks loofe, like Lightning, in a Winter's Night, 
And (hows a moments Day. 

Van. If fhe fhould love Km too! Her -Eunuch tjierel 
That Forcfifi* bo^es^ll -Weather. Draw, dsaw nearer, 
Sweet Devil, that I may near. ' ' A 

Akx. Believe me j try 

*[Dolabclla pes *ver to Cljarn^on /tqd Iras* {*(plM 
t*tk with them: 
To make him jealous; Jealpufie is like 
A peltfht QJafs beld to {he Lips when. Life's }n *M> t: 
If &ere I* "Breath, 'r^vtil. catch the j?amp and /how it. 

C6w. I grant youJeaWnVs a Proof i^f^pye. 
But 'tis a weak and unavailing Med'cinej 
It puts opt thej^fea#, syid majtcs jt H>ow, 
But hasiid^ow'rto gire." " ' J . 

Akx. 'Tis your I'aflrkemedy, and ftrp^gejl too: 
And thea this Dtty'beJU, who fo fit 
To pra&ife on? He's Jiandfome, valiant, young, 
And looks as he weje laid for feature's Bait 
To catch wea£ Womeris jSyes.'' 
He fbnds already mpre than half fuipedled 
Of loving you: The leaflTkind WordJ or G]afl<£, 
You give this Youjthj wift jtindle him witfi l$ve: . 
Then, like a burning VelTel letadriff, 
You'll fend him doyvn amain hefore tie Wind, 
To : fire the Heart of jqalcus '^Ifcttpy. 

Clio. Can I do this? Ah no* my Love's (b true, 
That I can neither hide it where it is, 
Nor (how it where it, is-flot. Nature meant me . 
■A Wife, a filly harmlefs houihoU Dove, "" 
Fond without Art; and kind without Deceit $ 
But Fortune, that feas made a Miiireft of me, 
Has thruft me out to jthc wide tyorld, unfuxnilh'd 
Of Fa^oo4to be fagp. / 
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Akx. Force your felf. 
Th' Event will be, your Lover will return * 
Doubly defirous to poflefs the Good 
Which once he fear'd to lofe. 

Cleo. I muft attempt it; 
But Oh with what Regret! 

[Exit Alex. (She comes up to DblabeHa.) 

Vent . So, now the Scene draws near ; they're in my reach . ** 

C/rt.wDo/.Difcourfing with my Women! Might not I 
Share in your Entertainment ? 

Char. You have been. 
The Subject of it Madam, 

Cleo. How > and how ? 

Iras. Such Praifes of your Beauty ! 

Cleo. Meer Poetry. 
Your Roman Wits, your Gallus and Tihullus 
Have taught you this from Cithetis and Delia. 

Dola. Thole Roman Wits have never been in Egypt t 
<&heris and Delia elfe had l?een unfung: 
I» who have feen ■ ■ had I been born a Poet, 
Should chufe a nobler Name. 

Cleo. You flatter me. 
But, 'tis your Nation's Vice: All of your Country 
Are Flatterers, and all falfe. Your Friend's like you, 
I'm fure he fent you not to fpeak thefe Words. 

Sola. No, Madam ; yet he fent m e ■ » 

Cleo. Well, he fent yo u 

Dola. Of a lefs pleafing Errand. , 4, 

Cleo. How lefs pleafing? ^* 

Lcfs to your felf, or me? 

Dola. Madam, to -both; 
For you muft mourn, and I muft grieve to caufe it. 

Cleo. You, Cbarmion, and your Fellow, ftand at diftance. 
Holdup, my Spirits. [Afsde^ Well, now your mourn- 
ful Matter $ 
For I'm prepar d, perhaps can guefs it too. 

Dola. I wifli you would 5 for 'tis a thankless Office 
To tell ill News : And I, of all your Sex, 
Meft fear difbleaftng you. 
. CUo. Of all your Sex, 
Vol. IV. " L 1 \ ' 
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. I fooneft could forgive you, if you fhould*. 

Ff»/^Moft delicate advances! Woman! Woman! 
" Dear damn'd, inconftant Sex! 

Cleo. In the firft Place, 
I am to be forfakenj is*t not fo ? 

Dola. I wifli I could not anfwer to that queftion. 

Cleo. Then pafs it o'er, becaufe it troubles you: 
' I {hould have been more griev'd another time. 
Next, I'm to lofc my Kingdom— —Farewcl, Igftt. 
Yet, is there any mo*e? 

Dola. Madam, I fear 
Your too deep Senfc of Grief lias tufrfd your Rcafon. 

Cleo, No, no, I'm not run mad,' I can bear Fortune: 
And Love may be expell'd "by other Loire, 
. As Poifons are by Poubns." 

Dola. —You o'erjoy me, Madam,. 
To find you* Griefs fo moderately born. 
You've heard the worft; all are not faHe, like him.' 

Cleo, No } Heav'n forbid they (hould. 

Dola. Some Men are conftant. 

Cleo. AndGonftancy deferves Reward,- that's certain.' 

Dola. Deferves it not ; but give it leave to hope. 

Vent. I'll fwear thou haft my leave. I have enough : 
But how to manage this! Well, I'll confider. ' [#& 

Dola. I came prepar'd, 
To tell you heavy News ;'News, which I thought 
"Would fright the Blood from your pale Cheeks to hesi 
But you have met it with a Cncarfulnefs 
That makes my Task -more eafiej and my Tongue, 
Which on another's Menage was employed, 
Would gladly fpeak its-own. 

Cleo. Hold, DolabeUa. 
Firft tell me, were you chofen by my Lord? 
Or fought you this Employment f 

Dola. He pick'd me out ; .and* as his Bofom-frieni 
He charg'd me with his Words. 

Cleo. The Meflage then 
I know was tender, and each Accent finooth, 
\To mollific that rugged wool Depart. 
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'Dola* Oh, you miflake: He chofe the harflieft Words, 
With fiery Eyes, alid with "contracted Brows, 
He coin'd his Face in the fevered Stamp : 
And Fury (hook his Fabrick like an Earthquake; 
Heheav'd for vent, and burft like bellowing J£tna 9 
In Sounds fcarcc human, " Hencej away for ever : 
" Let her begone, the Blot of my Renown, 
"2 And bane of all my Hopes: 

' [Alltht time of this Speech, Cleopatra fiems time and 
• more concerned, till fljejmks quite down. 
* Let her be; driv'n as far as Men can think 
f From Man's Commerce: She-ll Poifim to the Center. 

Geo. Oh, I can bear no more! [Wretch! 

Dola. Help, help: Oh Wretch! Oh curfed, curfed 
What have I done ! 

Char. Help, chafe her Temples, Iras. 

Iras. Bend, bend her forward quickly. 

Char. Heav'n be prais'd, 
She comes again. 

Cleo. Oh, let him not approach me. 
Why have you brought me back to this loath'd Being, 
Th' Abode of Fallhood, violated Vows, ' 
And injur'd Love? For Pity, let me go $ 
For, if there be a Place of long Repofe, 
I'm fure I want it. My difdainful Lord 
} Can never break that Quiet 5 nor awake 
* The fleeping Soul, with hollowing in my Tomb 
Such words as fright her hence, Unkind, unkind. 

Dola. Believe me, 'tis againft my felf I fpcak,[10«e#*gr 
That fure deferves Belief} I injur'd him : 
My Friend ne'er fpoke thofc words. Oh, had you fcen 
How often he came back, and every time 
With fbmething more obliging and more kind, 
To add to what he faidj wnatdear Farewelsj 
How almoft vanquiftit by Tiis Love he parted, 
And lean'd to what unwillingly he left : 
I» Traitor as I was, for Love of you, 
{But what can you not do, who made me falfe !)] 
I forg'd that Lie* for whofc forgivenefs kneels 
This fclf-accus'd, felf-punifiYd Criminal. 

L a c&# 
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Cleo With how much cafe believe we what we wifli! 
' Rife, Vol*bell*\ if you ^ve been guilty, 
I have contributed, and too much Love 
Has made me guilty too. ,.,',- r, u 
• Th' Advance of Kindnefs which I made, was feigtfd, 
To call back fleeting Love by Jealoufiei - 
But 'twould not laft. Oh, rather let me Joie, 
Than fo ignobly Trifle with his Heart. • 

DoU. I find your Breafcfenc'd round from human reach, 
Tranfparent as a Rock of folid Cryfcd 5 
Seen through, but never piere'd. My Friend, my FnenB 
What endlefs Treafurc haft thou thrown away, 
And fcattcr'd, like an Infant, in the Ocean, 
Vain Sums ofWealth which none can gather thence. 

Cleo. Could you not beg 
An Hour's Admittance to fais private Ear? 
Like one who wanders through long barren Wilds,, 
And yet foreknows no hofpitable Inn 
Is near to fuccour Hunger, 
-Eats his Fill, before hs painful March: 
So would I feed a while my famifti'd Eyes 
Before we part j for I have far to go, 
If Death be far, .and never muft return. 

Ventidius, with O&avia, behind. 
Vent. From hence you may difcover— Oh, fweet, fweef! 
Would you indeed ? the pretty Hand in earneft? 

Dola. I will, for this Reward. f Takes her Hmd. 

— — -Draw it not back, 
*Tis all I e'er will beg. ' 
* k Vent. They turn upon us. 

O&rv. What quick Eyes? has Guilt! 
,• Vent. Seem not to have obferv'd 'em, and go oft/ 

Jhey enter. 
" DoU. Saw you the Emperor, Ventidmf 

Vent. No. 
I fought him; but J heard that he was private* , 
.None with him, but Hifparcbtu his Freedman., 

Vola. Know you his Bus'nefs ? 

Vent, Giving nim Inftru&ions, 
And Letters, to Jus Brother ~G«/&r. ; , 
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Vol*. Well, 
He mult be found. [Exeunt Dola. md Qc*l 

Oftav. Moft glorious Impudence! 
Vent. She look'd methought 
As (he would fay, Take your old Man, Oftavia; 
Thank you, I'm better here. 
Well, but what ufe 
Make we of this Difcovery ? 
OBarv, Let it die. ' 

Vent. I pity Dolabett*; but {he's dangerous: • 
{fcr Eyes have Pow'r beyond Thejfalim Charms 
To draw the Moon from Heav'n* for Eloquence, 
The Sea-green Svrens taught her Voice their Tlatt'ryi 
And, while the ipeaks, Night fteals upon the Day, 
Uamark'd of thofe that hear : Then (he's fo charming, 
Age buds at fight of her, and fwells to Youth: 
j The holy Priefts gaze on her when (he. f miles j 
!• And with heav'd Hands forgetting Gravity, 
They blefs her wanton Eyes : Even I who hate her, 
With a malignant Joy behold fuch Beauty - 9 
' And, while 1 curfe, defire it. Antony 
Muft needs have fome Remains of Paflion ftill, . 
Which may ferment into a worfe Relapfe, 
> If now not fully cur*d. I know, this Minute, 
With Ge/fcr he's endeavouring her Peace. 
Oftav. You have prevail:— — but for a farther purpofc 

IH prove how he will reh'fti this Difcovery. 

What; make a Strumpet's Peace! it fwells my Heart: 

It rnuft not, fha* not be. 

Vmt. His Guards appear. 
Let me begin, and you (hall fecond me. 

Enter Antony. 
Ant. d&xiti, I was looking you, my Love: 
' What, are your Letters ready ? I have giv*n 
My laft Inftru&ions. 
Otla. Mine, my Lord, are written. 
Ant. Vemidius ! [pramini him tfidel - 

Vent. My Lord ? 
Ant. A word in private* 

. Lj When 
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When faw you Dola&ella t 

Vent. Now, my Lord, . 

He parted hence ; and Cleopatra with him. 

Ant. Speak foftly. 'Twas by my Command lie went, 
T6 bear my laft FareweL I 

Vent. It look'd indeed [-"** } 

Like yeur FareweL 

Ant. More foftly ' My Farewel? 
"What fecret Meaning have you in thofe word* 
Of my Farewer? He .did it by my Order. 

Vent, then he obeyed your Order. I fuppofc [AIM* 
You bid him do it with all Gentlenefs, 
All Kindnefs, and all^ Love. 

Ant. How fhe mourVd, 
The poor fbrfaken Creature ! 

Vent. She took it as fhe ought; (he bore your Parting 
As fhe did Ca/ot's, as fhe would another's, 
Were a new Love to come. 

Ant. Thou doft belie her $ ^ \**h 

' Moftbafely, and malicioufly belie her. 

Vent. I thought not to difpleafe you; I have done. ^ 

OBav. You feem difhjrb'd, my Lord. \Cwmg ifc 

Ant. A very Trifle. 
Retire, my Love. 

Vent. It was indeed a Trifle. 
He fent— r — 

Ant. No more. Look how thou difobey'ft me; 

[Anpilj. 

Thy Life fhajl anfwer it. 

Oftav. Then 'tis no Trifle. . , 

Vem.to08av. i T\$lcfsi a very nothing: You too &W it* 
As well as I, and therefore 'tis no Secret. 

Ant. She faw it! 

Vent. Yes : She faw young Dolabella ■ 

Ant. Young Dolabella I 

Vent. Young, I think him young, 
'And handfbme too; and fa do others think him. 
Bat what of that? He went by your Command, 
Indeed 'tis probable,, with fbmc kind Meflagcj 
for fhe receiv'd it gracioufly; fhe fmtfd: 

As 
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And then he grew Familiar with her Hand, • 
Squeezed it, and worry'd it with ravenous Rifles j 
She blufh'd, and figh'd, and fmil'd, and blufiVd again j 
At Iaft (he took Occafion to talk foftly; 
And brought her Cheek up clofe, and lean'd on Ms: 
At which, he whi/p^r'd Kifles back on-hers; 
And then (he cry d aloud, That Conftancy 
Should be rewarded. 

Oftav. This I law and heard. 

Ant. What Woman was it, -whom you heard and &!#/ 
So playful with my Friend I - 
Not Cleopatra? 

Vent. Ev'n (he, my Lord! .< 

Ant . My Cleopatra 1 ■/ 

Vent. Your Cleopatra -> ■■ 
Dolabeiys Cleopatra: 
Every Man's Cleopatra. 

Ant. Thou ly'ft. 

Vent. I do not lie,irr« Lord; 
Is.this fb ftrange? Should Miftrefles be fefti" 
And not provide againft a Time of Change ? 
You know (he's not much ,us'd to lonely Nights, 

Ant. 1*11 think no mere on't. 
I know 'tis falfe, and fee the Plot betwixt you. . 
You needed not have gone this way, O&avia* 
What harms it you that CUbpatra's juft ? 
She!s mine no more. I fee; and 1 forgive: 
Urge it no farther, Love. 

OHav. Are you concerned 
That Ihe's found falfe? 

Ant. Hhould be, were it fb; 
For, tho' 'tis paft, I would not that the World- 
Should tax my former Choice : That I lov*d one 
Of fo light Notej but I forgive you both. 

Vent. What has my Age deferv'd, that you fhoukl think ". 
I would abufe your Ears with Perjury ? 
If Heav*n be true, flie's falfe. 

Ant. Tho* Heav'n and Earth 
Should witneii it, I'll not believe her tainted, 

L4^ Vent] 
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Ven. I'll bring you then a Witncfc ' 

From Hell to prove her ib. Nay, go not back \ 

[Setmg Alexasfuft mmg* and flatting Uck. 
For (lay you muft and (hall. 
Alex. What means my Lord ? f 

Ven. To make you do what moft you hate > {peak-truth. 
You arc of Cleopatra's private Counicl, 
Of her Bed-Counfel, hjer lafcivious Hours ; 
Are confeious of each nightly Change (he makes, 
. Arid watch her, as Chaldeans do the Moon/ 
Can tell what Signs (he pafTes through, what Day. 
Alex. My Noble Lord. 
Ven. Mv-moft Illuftrious Paadar, 
No fine fet Speech, no Cadence, no turned Periods, 
But a plain home-fpun Truth, is what I ask : 
I did, my felf, o'erhear your Queen make Love 
To Dolaiella. Speak * for I will know, 
By your Confeflion, what more paft betwixt 'emj 
How near the Bus'nefs draws to your Employment! 
And when the happy Hour. 

Ant. Speak truth, Alexas, whether it offend 
Or pleafe Vtntidius, care not : Juftifie 
Thy injur'd Queen from Malice: Dare his worft. 

OB. [Afijdei] See, how he gives him Courage, hew he 
To find her jalfe! and {huts his Eyes to Truth, [fcaw 
Willing to be mif-led ! ^ 

• Alex. As far as Love may plead for Woman's Frailty* 
Uig'd by Defert and Greatnefs of the Lover j 
So far (Divine Oftavia !) may my Queen 
Stand ev'n excus'd to you, for loving him, 
Who is your Lord: $0 far, from braye Ventidius, 
May her paft Actions hope a fair report. 
Ant. Tis well, and truly fpoken: Mark, VmiMus. 
Alex. To you, moft Noble Emperor, her tfrong PaffioO 
Stands not excus'd, but wholly juftified. 
Her Beauty's charms alone, without her Crown, 
From Ind and Merde drew the diltant Vows 
Of fighing Kings j and at her Feet were laid 
The Scepters ot the Earth, expos'd on heaps* 
To chufe where {he would Reign : 

She 
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She thought a Kfmm only could deferve her* 
And, of all Romans, only Antony. 
And, to be lefs than Wife to you, difdauVd 
Their lawful Pamon. 

Ant. Tis but truth. 

Alex. And vet, tho' Love, and your unmatch'dDefert* „, 
Have drawn ner from the due regard of Honour, 
At laft, Heav'n open'd te unwilling Eyes 
Tb fee the Wrongs (he ofrer'd fair 08*vi* $ 
Whofc holy Bed flie lawiefly ufurp'd, 
The fad Eife&s of this improfperous War, 
Confirm'd thofe pious Thoughts.* 

Ve*. [Apde^ O, wheel jrou there? 
Obferve him now; the Man begins to mend, 
And talk fubftantial Reafon. Fear not, Eunuch, > 
The Emperor has giv'n thee leave to fpeak. 

Alex. Elfc had I never dar*d t' offend his Ears. - 
With what the laft Neceflity has urg'd 
On my forfaken Miftrefsj yet I muft not 
Prefume to fay hei Heart is wholly alter'd. " 

Ant. No, dare not for thy Life, I charge thee dare not* ,. 
Pronounce that fatal Word. 

Oftm). Muft I bear this? Good Heav'n, afford me Pa- 
tience. \Aftdt* ** 

Yen. On, fweet Eunuch j my dear half Man, proceed. 

Alex. Yet Dolabella . . 
Has lov'd her long, he, next my God-like Lord, 
Dcferves her heft; and fhould ihe meet "his Paflion, 
Rejected, as fhe is, by him (he lov*d ' 

Am. Hence, from my light; for I can bear no moses 
Let Furies drag thee quick to Hell; let all 
The longer damn'd have reft; each torturing Hand'j 
Do thou employ, 'till Cleopatra comes, 
Then join thou too, and help to torture her. 

[Exit Aiexas, thruft out bj Antony^ - 

OUav. 'Tis not well, 
Indeed, my Lord, 'tis much unkind to me, 
To fhow this Paflion, this extream Concernment 

For an abandoned, faithjefi Proftitute, \ 

-- - — - • • — — -- . • .'•«»* 
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Ant. O&m*; leave me: I am much difbrder'd; . 
Leave me, I (ay. 

Oftfiv. My Lprd ? 

Ant. I bid you leave me. 

Ven. Obey nim, Madam: Beft withdraw a whtkj 
And fee how this will work. . 

03av. Wherein have I offended you, my Lord, 
That I am bid to leave you ? Am I fake, 
Or infamous ? Am I a Cleopatra I 
Were I (he, ' 

Bafe as fhc is, you would not bid me leave yon \ 
But hang upon my ■Neck, take flight Excuies, 
And fawn upon my FaKhood. 

Ant. 'Tis too much, 
Too much, OBttvia ; I am preft with Sorrows 
Too heavy to be born; and you add more; 
I would retire, and recoiled what's left 
Of Man within, to aid me. 
O&firv. You would mourn 

In private, for your Love, who has .betray s d you £ 
You did but half return to me: YourKindaefs^ 

LingerM behind with her. I hear, 'ray Lord, 

You make venditions for her, 

And would include her Treaty. Wond'rous Proofe . 

Of Love to me ! 

Ant. Are you my Friend, Ventidimi 

Or are you turn'd a DolMU too, 

And let this Fury loofe? 
Ven. Oh, be advis'd, 

Sweet Madam, and retire* 

Oftav. Yes, I will go 5 but never to return! 

You (ball no more be haunted with this Fury. 

My Lord, my Lord, Love will not always laft- 

When urg'd with long Unkmdnefs, and Difdain^ 

Take her again whom you prefer to me; 

She frays hut to be call'd. Poor cozen'd Man! 

Let a feign'd Parting give her back your Heait* 

Which a feign'd Love firft got; for injured me, : 

Tho' my juft fenfe of Wrongs forbid my flay, 

My Duty (hall be yours. 
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To the dear Pledges of our former Love, 

My Tendernefs and Care (hall be transferrM, 

And they' fhaU cheer, by turns, my widow*d Nights: 

§o take my laft Farewei; for I deipair 

To have you whole, and fcorn to take you half. [Exit. 

Ven. I combat Heav'n, which blafts my beft Defigns : 
My laft Attempt mult be to win her back 5 
But Oh, I fear, in vain. [E*i*. 

Ant. Why was I fram'd with this plain honeft Heart, 
Which knows not to diiguife its Griefs and Weakncfs,* 
But bears its Workings outward to the World t 
I fhould have kept the mighty Anguifll in> - 
And fbrcVl a Smile at CUopatrtts Falfhood: 
OBavia had believed it, and had ftaidj 
Bufcl am made a mallow-forded Stream, 
Seen to the -bottom : All my Clearnefs (cora'd, 
And all my Faults expos'd ! — — See where he comei 

^ Muter Dolabella. 

Who has prophan'd the Sacred Name of Friend, 
And worn it into Vilenefs ! 
With how fecure a Brow, and fpecious Form 
He gilds the fecret Villain! Sure that Face 
Was meant for Honeftyj but Heav'n mif-matchVl it, 
And fusttiuYd Treafon out with. Nature's pomp, 
To make its Work more eafie. . > 

Dola* O, my Friend ! 

Jnt. Vfcft,D*ht6ella> you performed my Menage? 

ZW*. I did, unwillingly. 

^//Unwillingly ? 
Was it £0 hard for you to bear our parting } 
You mould have wifht it 4 

Dola. Why? 

Ant. Becau&yau love me. 
And (he receiv'd my Meflage, with as true, 
With as unfcign'd a Sorrow, as you brought itp 

Dola. She loves you, ev'n to Madnefs, 

Ant. Oh, I know it. 
You, VeltUlU) do not better know 
How much 4he loves me. And fhould I 
Foriakc thiijBeauty? This ajl-per&& Creature? . . 

7 '"' ' "' " " Dot** 
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Dola. I could not, were (he mine. 

Ant. And yet you firft 
Perfwaded me: How come you alter'd flnce? * 

Dola. I laid at firft I was not fit to go j 
I could not hear her Sighs, and fee her Tears, 
But Pity muft prevail: And fo, perhaps, 
It may again with you ; for I have promis'd 
That flic fhould take her laft farewel: And, fee, 
She comes to claim my Word. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

AntlYdkDolaheUa! 

Dola. What's falfe, my Lord?, 

Ant. Why, Dolsttlla's falfe, 
And Cleopatra's falfe; both falfe and faithkfi.' 
Draw near, you well-join'd Wickcdaefs, you Sarpents,. 
Whom I have, in my kindly Bofom, warm'd 
Till I am dung to Death. 

Dola. My Lord, have I 
Deferv*d to be thus us'd ? 

Cleo, Can Heav'n prepare % 

A newer Torment ? Can it find a Curfe 
Beyond our Separation? 

Am. Yes, if Fate 
Be juft, much greater: Heav'n mould be ingenious 
In punifhing fuch Crimes. The rowling Stoat, 
And. gnawing Vulture, were flight Paias, invented 
When Jove was young, and no Examples knowa 
Of mighty Ills; but you have ripen'd Sin 
To fuch a monftrous-Growth, 'twill pofe the Gods . 
To find an equal Torture. Two, two fuch, 
Oh there's no farther Name, two fuch— to me, 
1*0 me, who lock'd my Soul within your Breafts, 
Had no Defires, no Joys, no Life, but you; 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you 
In Dowry with my Heart; I had no ufe, 
No Fruit of all, but you: A Friend and Miirrefi 
Was what the World could ^wc. Oh, Cleofasral' 
Oh, DolaSella I how could you betray 
This tender Heart, which with an Infimt-fondneft 
Lay lull'd betwixt your Bofoms, and there flcpt 

Secure 
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Secure of injur'd Faith ? 

Dola. If (he has wrong'd you,' 
Heav'n, Hell, and you revenge it. 

Jb4. If me has wroagtt me ! 
Thou woukTft evade thy Part of Guilt 3 but fwear 
fhou loVft not her. 

P9I4. Not fi> as I love you. [her.' 

u^. Not fbl Swear, (wear, I fcjr, thou doft Dot love 

Dola. No more than Fncadfhip will allow. 

Am. No more? 
' Frieodihip allows thee nothing : Thou art oerjur'd-— • 
And yet thou didft net fwear thou lov'dft her not; 
But not fo much, rio more. Oh trifling Hypocrite, 
Who dar'ft not own to -her thou doit not love, 
Nor own to me thou doft ! Vmaidws heard it; 
Q3#vi* (aw it. 

CUo. They are Enemies. 

Ant. Alex* is not fo: He, he eenfeft it; 
He, who, next Hcllt beft knew it, he avow'd it. 
Why do Iieck a Proof beyond your fctf? - p» Doi; 
You whom I fent to hear my taft Farewel* 
Return'd to plead her Stay. 

Dola. What (hall I anfwer? 
If to have lov'd be Guilt, then I have nWd& 
But if to have repented of that Love 
Can wafh away my Crime, I have repented. 
Yet, if I have offended paft Forgiveaeftj 
Let not her fuffer : She is innocent, 

Cleo. Ah, what will not a Woman do who loves} > 
What means will fhe refufe, to keep that Heart 
Where all her joys are pke'd ! 'Twas I enoourag'd* 
Twas I blew up the Fire that fcorch'd his Soul, 
To make you jealous * and by that regain you. 
But all in vain ; I could not: Counterfeit: 
In fpight of all the Dams, my Love broke o'er, 
And drown'd my Heart again; Fate took th'Oetafion* 
And thus one Minute's feigning has deftroy'd 
My whole Life's truth. 

Ant . Thin Cobweb Arts of FalfhoodjJ ■ 
Seen, and broke though at firit / 
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Dola. Forgive your Miftrefs. : 

deo. Forgive your Friend. 

Ant. You have convince your (elves, 
You plead each other's Caufe: What Witnefi have you, 
That you but meant to raife my Jealoufie ? 

Cleo. Our felves and Heav'n. [fliipr 

Am. Guilt witnefles for Guilt. Hence, Love and Friend* 
> You have no longer place in human Breafts, 
, Thefe two have driv'n you out : Avoid my. Sight? 
I would not kill the Man whom I have loVd j 
And cannot hurt the Woman ; but avoid me, 
I do not know how long I can be tame; 
For, if I ftay one Minute more to think , 
How I am wrong'd, my Juftice and Revenge 
Will cry foJoud within me, that my Pity 
Will not be heard for either* , 

Dola. Heav'n has but 
Our Sorrow for" our Sins; and then delight* •- 
" To pardon erring Man: Sweet Mercy feems 
Its* darling Attribute, which limits Juftice; 
As if there were degrees in Infinite; 
And Infinite would rather want Perfection* 
Than punifh to extent. . 

Am. I can< forgive 
A Foe $ but not a Miftrefe, and a Friend : 
Treafon is there in its moft horrid Shape, - 
Where Truft is greateft: And the Soul rcfigntt * 
Is ftabb'd by its own Guards .* I'll hear no more; 
Hence from my' Sight, for ever. - 

Cleo. How? for ever! 
I cannot go one Moment from your Sight* ? 
And muft I go for ever? 
My Joys, my only Joys are center'd here: 
What Place have I to go to? my own Kingdom? 
That I have loft for you : Or to the Romans ? 
They hale me for your fake: Or muft I wander 
The wide World o'er, a hejplefs, baniftYd Woman, 
Banifh'd for love of you ; banifh'd from you; 
Ay, there's the Baui&meat! Oh hear me; hear m y 
y?ith ftriftcft Juftice: For I beg no favour: 
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'And if I have offended you, then kill me, 
But do not banifli me* 

Ant. I muft not hear you. 
I have a Fool within me takes your Part; 
But Honour flops my Ears. 
<3w. For Pity,hear me! 
Would you caft off a Slave who fbllow'd you,' 
Who crouch'd beneath your Spurn?— He has no pity J • 
See, if he gives one Tear to my Departure; 
One Look, one kind Farewel ; Oh Iron Heart ! 
Let all the Gods look down, and judge betwixt us. 
If he did ever love! 
• - Ant. No more: Akxasi 
Dola. A perjur'd Villain! ' 
Ant. to Cleo. Your AlexMs-, yours. 
Cleo. O 'twas his Plot: His ruinous Deiign 
T inrage you in my 1 Love by Jealoufie. 
Hear mm; confront him with me ; let him ipeak. 
Ant. I have; I have. 
Cleo. And if he clear me no t, m ■ 
Ant. Your Creature! one who hatgs upon your Smifesl 
Watches your Eye to fay or to unfay 
Whate'er you pleafc! I am not to be movft 

deo. Tnen muft we part? Farewel, my cruel Lord* 
Th' Appearance is againft me; and I go 
Uojuftify'd, forever from your Sight. 
How I nave lov'd; you know; how yet I love* 
My only Comfort is, I know my felf : 
I love you more, ev'nnow you are unkind. 
Than when you lovM me moft; fb well, fo truly^ 
I'll never ftriye againft it $ but die pleas'd 
To think you once were mine. 

Ant. Good Heav'n, they weep at parting. 
Mud I weep too? that calls 'em innocent. 
I muft not weep; and yet I muft, to think 
That I muft not forgiv e 

live; but- live wretccied, 'tis but juft you fhoufcf, 
Who made me fb: Live from each others fight: 
Let me not hear you meet: Set all the Earth, 

• *4 
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And all the Seas, betwixt your fiiader'd Lores: 
View nothing common but the Sun and Skies : 
Now, all take feveral Ways 5 - 
And each your own fid Fate with mine deplore \ 
That you were falfc, and I could truft 00 mote. 
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Enter Cleopatra, Charmion ami Iras. 

<^/»r."D E jufter, Heav'n: fiich Virtue punifti'd thus, 

1 13 Will make us think that Chance rules all above* 
And ftiuffles, with a random Hand, the Lou 
Which Man is forc'd to draw. 

Clet. I could tear out thefe Eyes, that gain'd his Heart, 
And had not Fow'r to keep it. O the Curfc 
Of doting on, ev'n when I find it Dotage! 
Bear Witnefs, Gods, you beard him bidntetgo*. 
You whom he mocVd wjith imprecating Vows 
Of promis'd Fait h . ■ I'll die, IwiH not bear it.*- 
You may hold me*— — — 

[She fulls out her Dagger, and they held bet. 
But I can keep my Breath 3 I can die inward* 
And choak this Love. 

Inter Akxas. 

Iras, Help, O Alexas* help ! 
The Queen grows defperate, her SouJ ftruggletitt ha 9t 
With all the Agonies of Love and Rage, 
And ftrives to force its Pafiage, 

Clee. Let me go. 
Art thou there, Traitor! ■ O , 

O, for"a little Breath, to vent my Rage! 
Give, give me way, and let me loofe upon him. 

Alex. Yes, ! dejferve it, for my ill-tim'd Truth, 
Was it for me to prop 
•jfhe Ruins of a falling Majcfty ? 

To 
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To place my ielf beneath the mighty Flaw, 
Thus to be crufh'd, and poundedinto Atomes, 
By its o'erwhelming Weight ? 'Tis too prefuming 
For Suhje&s, to prefcrve that wilful Pow'r 
Which courts its own Deftru&ion. 

Cleo. I would reafon ' ' H 

More calmly with you. Did not you o'er-ruIeV, 
Ajkd foroe my plain, dive&, and open Love 
Into theft crooked Paths of Jealoufie ? * 

Now, what's th* Event? QBavvi is removed j 
But Cleopatra's banifh'd. Thou, thou, Villain* 
Haft pufh'd my Boat to open $ea$ to prove, ' • 
At my fad Coft, if thou canft fteer it back. 
It cannot bej I'm loft too far j I'm ruin'd: 
Hence, thou Impoftor, Traitor, Monfter, Devil— <~ 
I can no moTe : Thou, and my Griefs, have funk 
Me down fo low, that I want Voice to curfe thee. 

Alex. Suppofe fome (hipwrack'd Seaman near the ShoreJ 
Dropping and faint, with climbing up the Cliff, 
If, from above, fome charitable Hand 
'Pull him to Jafety, hazarding himftlf 
To draw the others weight; would he look back < 
And curie him for his Pains? The Cafe is yours $ . 
But one Step more, and you have gain'd the Height&J , 

Cleo. Sunk, never more to rife. 

Alex. Oft&vids gone, and JtolabeUa banifh'd. 
Believe me, Madam, Aatmy is yours. 
His Heart was never loftj but ftartedoff * . 

To Jealoufie, Love's laft retreat and covert: 
' Where it lyes hid in Shades, watchful in Silence^ j 

And Hft'ning for the Sound that calls it back, I 

Some other, any Man, ( tis fo adyane'd) 
May perfect this unfinifh'd Work, which I; 
(Unhappy only to my felf) have left 
So eafic to his Hand. 

Cleo. Look well thou do't; elfe. " ■ , ,„\. 

Alex. Elie, what your Silence threatens-—'— Arttofy 
Is mounted up the Pharos $ from whofe Turret, 
He ftands furveying our Mgyftim Gallies, 
Epgagtf with Coir's Fleet ; Now Death, or Cooqueih 



iffr Ax. l for L o ve ; Org ; 

If the firft happen, Fate acquits my Promife: 
If we o'ercome, the Conqueror is yours. 

[A difiara Shorn mhm, 

Char. Have Comfort, Madam ; Did you mark that 
Shout? * [Second Shorn nearer.* 

Iras. Hark ; they redouble it 

Alex. *Tis from .the Port. 
The loudnef- (hows it near : Good News, kind Heav'ns* . 

Cleo. Ofiris make itib; 

Enter Serapion. 

Seraf. Where, Where's the Queen ? 

Akx, How frightfully the holy Coward Hares ! : 
As if not yet recoverVl of th' Aflault, 
"When all his Gods, and. what's more dear to him, , 
His Offerings were at ftake. +*' 

Seraf- O horror, horror! x 
Egypt has been; our lateft Hour is come: 
Yk Queen of Nations from her ancient Seat, 
Is funk for ever in the dark Abyfs: 
Time has unrowl'd her Glories to the laft*. 
And now clos'd up the Volume. 

Cleo. Be more plain: 
Say, whence thou cam' ft, (though Fate is in thy Face£ 
Which -fiom- thy haggard Eyes looks wildly out, 
And threatens e'er thou, fpeak'ft.) 

Seraf. I came from Fharos-, 
From viewing (fpare me, and imagine it) 
Our Land's laft hope, your Navy - ■ » . 

Cleo. Vanquifli'd? 

Seraf. No. 
They fought not. 

&eo. Then they fled. 

Seraf. Nor that. 1 fa w, 
With Antony* your well-appointed Fleet 
Row out ; and thrice he wav'd his Hand on high/ 
And thrice with chearful Cries they fhouted back: 
Twas then, falfe Fortune, like a fawning Strumpet 
About to leave the Bankrupt Prodigal, 
With a diffembled Smile would kifi at parting, 
And flatter -to the Laft* the welkiariiOaj* 
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Now dipt from every Bank, now fmoothly run 
To meet the Foe; and foon indeed they met, 
But not as Foes. In few, we few their Cap* . 
On either fide thrown up; th'Egyptim Gallies 
(Rcceiv'd like Friends) paft through, and fell behind 
The Roman Rear: And now, they all come forwards 
And ride within the Port. 

Cleo. Enough, Serapion: 
IVc heard my Doom. This. needed not, you Gods : 
When I loft Antony* your Work was done ; 
J Tis but fuperfluous Malice. Where's my Lord £ 
How bears he this laft Blow ? 
' Setup. His Fury cannot be exprefc'd by words.: 
Thrice he attempted headlong to hare fain 
Full on his ISoes, and aim'd at Cdfar's Galley : 
With-held, he raves on you; cries, He's betray 'd^ 
Should he now find yo u 

Alex. Shun him, leek your Safety, 
Till you can clear your Innocence. 

Geo. Pil ftay. 

Alex. You muft not, hafte you to your Monument^ 
While I make fpeed to dfar. 

Cko. C&far! No, 
I have no Bufinefs with him.' 

Alex, I can work him 
To fpare your Life, and let this Madman perifli. [too I 

CUd. Bafc fawning Wretch! wouldft thou betray him 
Hence frem my Sight, I will not hear a Traitor^ . 
Twas thy Deiign brought all this Ruin on us \ 
Serapion,. thou art honeft; counfel me: \ 

But hafte, each Moment's precious. 

Serap . Retire; you maft not yet fee Antony. 
He who began this Muchief, 
*Tis juft he tempt the Danger: Let hhn clear youj.^. 
And, fince he ofter'd you his fervile T*ongue, • 
To gain a- poor precarious Life from Ce/Sr, 
Let him expofe that fawning' Eloquence, , 
And fpeak to, Antony. 

Alex. O Hcav'n'sf I dare not, 
I meet my certain. Deajthv* 
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Cles. Slave, thou deferv'ft it. 
Not that I fear my Lord, will I avoid him; 
I know him noble: When he banifiYd'mc, 
And 'thought me fake, he fcorn'd to take my Life; 
But I'll be juftify'd, and then die with him/ 

Alex. -O pity me, tad let mc follow you. [caaft, 

Cleo. To Death; if thou ftir hence. Speak, if thou. 
Now for thy Life, which bafcly thou wouldft favej 
While mine I prize at this. Come, good Serafm. 

[Exeunt Geo. Scrap. Char. and. Iras. 

Akx. O that I lefs cou'd fear to lofe this Being, 
Which, like a Snow-ball, in my Coward Hand; . 
The more 'tis grafp'd, the fafter melts awajr. 
Poor Reafon! what a wretched Aid art thou ! 
For ftill, u> fpight of thee, 
Thefc two long. Lovers, Soul and Body, dread 
Their final Separation* Let me think: 
What can I fay, to fave my felf from Death ? 
No matter what becomes of Cbipatt*. . 

Ant. Which way ? where ? \Widm, 

Vm. This leads- to th' Monument. ' [tVitbtn. 

Alex. Ah me! I hear himj yet I'm tmprepar'd: 
My Gift of Lying's gone j 
And this Court-Devil, which I fb oft hare rais'd, 
Forfakes me at my Need. I dare not ftay j 
Yet cannot far go hence. [£*fc 

Enter Aatony and Ventidhw. 

Ant. O happy C&ftr! Thou haft Men to lead: 
Think not 'tis thou haft conqucr'd Antony y 
But Rome has conquer'd Egypt. I'm betray'd. 

Vent. Curfe on this treach'rous Train! 
Their Soil and Heav'n infect 'em all with Bafenefs : 
And their young Souls come tainted to the World. 
With the hrft Breath they draw. 

Ant. Th' original Villain fure no God created j 
He was a Baftard of the Sun, by itife, 
Ap'djnto Man; with all his Mother's Mud 
Crufted about his Soul. 

Vent. The Nation is 
Q*e Uaiv^fil Traitor * and their Quota 

^ The 



■4 

i 



The WtfRLD *well Lost, xfa 

' The very [Spirit and Extract of 'cm all. 

Ant . Is there yet left 
A PouibfttyofAid from Valour? < 
Is there one God unfworn to my Deftru&ion ? 
The lead unmortgag'd Hope ? for, if there be, 
Methinks I cannot fall beneath the Fate 
• Of fuch a Boy as Ge/&r* 
The Worlds one half is yet in Antony; 
And, from each limb of it that's hew'd away, 
The Soul comes back to me. 

Vent. Thfce yet remain 
Three Legions in the Town. The laft AflSuk 
Ldpt off the reft : If Death be your Defign, 
As I rhuft with it now, thefe are fufficient 
To make a Heap about us of dead Foes, 
An honeft Pile for Burial. 

Ant. They're enough. 
We'll not divide our Stars; hut Side by Side 
Fight Emulous : And with malicious Eyes 
Survey each other's A As: So every Death 
Thou giveft, 1 11 take on me, as a juft Debt, 
And pay thee in a Soul. 

Vent. Now you fhall fee I love you. Not a Word 
Of chiding more. By my few Hours of Life, 
I am fo pkas'd with this brave Roman Fate, 
That I would not be Ctftr, to out-live you. 
'When we put off this Flefh, and mount together, 
I (hall be mown to all th' Etherial Crowd j 
Lo, this is he who dyM with Antony. [Troops^ 

Ant. Who knows but we may pierce through all their 
And reach my Veterans yet ? 'Tis worth the Tempting 
TVer-lcap this Gulph of Fate, 
And leave our wond'ring Deftinies behind. 

inter Alcicas, trembling. 

Vm. See, fee, that Villain } 
See Ckotatr* ftampt upon that Face, 
Wkh all her Cunning, all her Arts of Falfhood ! 
How (he looks out through thole difTembling Eyes! 
How he has fet his Countenance for Deceit > 
And Promiies a Lie, before he fpeak*.' , 

Let 
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Let me difpatcli him irft. [prmmg, 

- Alex. O, fpare me, fparc me. 
Ant. Hold} he's not worth your killing. On thy Life, 
(Which thou mayft keep, becaufe I fcorn to take it/ 
No Syllable to juftifie thy Queens 
Save thy bale Tongue its office. 

Alex. Sir, (he's gone, 
Where {he (hall never be molefted more 
By Love, or you. 

Ant. Fled to her VolabeUa! 
Die, Traitor, I revoke my Promife, die.[GWagfc kilikim] 
Alex. O hold, the is not fled. 
Ant. She is: My Eyes 
Are open to her Falfhood ; my whole Life 
Has been a golden Dream, of Love and Friendfiiip. 
But, now I wake, Pm like a Merchant, rows'd 
Prom foft Repofe, to fee his Veflel finking, 
And all his Wealth caft o'er. Ingratcful Woman! 
Who follow'd me, but as the Swallow Summer, 
Hatching her young Ones in my kindly Beams 
Singing her Flatt'ries to my Morning Wake; 
But, now my Winter comes, fhe fpreads her Wing£ * 
And feeks the Spring of Cdfir. 

Alex. Think not io: 
Her Fortunes have, in all things, mjxt with your% 
Had fhe betray'd her Naval Force to Rime, 
How eafily might-fhe have gone to Cfifir, „ 
Secure by fuch a Bribe i 
Vent. She fent it (irft, 
To be more welcome after. . 

Am. 'Tis too plains 
Elfe wou'd fhe have appear'd, to clear her felf. 

Alzx. Too fatallyihe has; fhe could not bear . 
"To be accus'd by you ; but fhut her felf 
Within her Monument: Look'd down and figh'd$ 
*While, from her unchatig'd Face, the filent Tears 
Dropt, as they "had not leave, but ftole their Parting* 
Some «ndiftingui(h'd Words fhe inly murmue'd; 
At laft, fhe rais'd her Eyes; and, with fuch Looks 
As dyivgLucrece caft' 
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Am. My Heart forebodes > « ■■ 
, Hot*. Ail for the beft: Go on. 

Alex. She fhatch'd her Ponyard, 
And, e're we oaVd. pre vent the fatal Blow, 
Plunged it within her Breaft: Then tum'd to mc£ ; 

' Go, bear my Lord (faid (he) my laft Farewclj * 

And ask him if he yet (uipe& my Faith. 
More ihe-was fayingrbut Death rufti'd betwixt. 
She half pronounced your Name with her laft Breath, 
And bury'd half within her. 
Vm. Heav'a be prais'd. 

Ant. Then art thou innocent, my poor dear Love? 
And art thou dead? > 

thofc two Words! their Sound fhould be divided: 
Hadft thou been falfe, and dy'dj or hadft thou liv'd, 
And hadft been tru e But Innocence and Death? 

This (hows not well above. Then what am I, 
The Murderer of this Truth, this Innocence! 
Thoughts cannot form themfelves in words fo horrid 
As can exprefs my Guilt ! [ous : 

Vent. Is't come to this? The Gods have been too graci- 
And thus you thank 'cm for't. 

Ant. 'to Alex. Why ftay'ft thou here? 
Is it for thee to fpy upon my Soul, 
And fee its inward mourning? Get thee hence: 
Thou art not worthy to behold, what now 
Becomes a Roman EmpeFor to perform. 

4kx. He loves her ftill: \[Afide* 

His Grief betrays it. Good! the Joy to find 
She's yet alive, compleats the Reconcilement. 
I\e fiV'd my felf, and her. But, oh! the 'Ramans I 
Fate comes wo faft upon my Wit, 
Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each double. [Exit, 

Vent. Wou'd fhe had dy'd a little fooner tho', 
Before OBavia went 5 you might have treated : 
■ Now 'twill look tame, and wou'd not be recciv'd. 
Come, rouze your ielf, and let's die warm together. 

■4w- I will not fight:" There's no more work for Wju\ 
The Bus'neft of my angry Hours is done. 
Vent. Cdfir is at your Gates, 

Ant* 
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Ant. Why, let him enter; 
He's welcome now. 
Vent . What Lethargy has crept into your Soul> 
Ant. 'Tis but a Scorn of Lite, and juft Defire 
To free my felf from Bondage. 
Vent. Do it bravely. 

Ant. I will; but not by fighting. O, VenMml 
What fhould I fight for now? My Queen is dead. 
I was but great for her ; my Pow^, my Empire, 
Were but my Merchandife to buy her Love; 
And conquer'd Kings, my Fa&ors. Now (he's dead, 

Let Csfar take the World- . 

An empty Circle, fince the Jewel's gone 
Which made it worth my Strife: My Being's naufcous; 
For all the Bribes of Life are gone away. 
Vent. Weu'd you be taken? 
Am. Yes, I wou'd be taken; 
But, as a Romtm might, dead, my Ventidms: 
For* I'll conrey mv Soul from Cdfi/s reach, 
And lay down Life my felf. 'Tis time the World 
Shou'd have a Lord, and know whom to obey. 
We two have kept its Homage in fufpence, 
And bent the Globe on whofc each fide we trod, 
Till it was dinted inwards : Let him walk 
Alone upon't ; I'm weary of my Part. 
My Torch is out;* and the World ftands before me 
Like a black Dcfart, at th' Approach of Night i 
I'll lay me down, and flray no farther on, 

Vent . I could be grieved, 
But that I'll not out-live you : Chufe your Death; 
For, I have feen him in iuch various Shapes, 
I care not which I take : I'm only troubled 
The Life I bear, is worn to fuch a Rag, 
'Tis fcarce worth giving. 1 could wim indeed 
We threw it from us with a better Grace; 
That, like two Lions taken in the Toils, 
We might at leaft thruft out our Paws, and wound 
The Hunters that inclofe us. # 

Ant. I have thought on't. f 

Ventdius, you muft live. 

Yat< 
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Vent. I muft not, Sir. 

Ant. Wilt thou not live, to (peak Come good of me> 
To ftand by my fair Fame, and guard th' Approaches 
From the ill Tongues of Men ? 

Vm. Who (half guard mine, 
For living after you ? 

Ant. Say, I command it. 

Vm. TfVe die well, our Deaths will (peak themfelves/ 
And need no living Witneis. 

Ant. Thou haft Iov'd me, 
And fain I wou'd reward thee: I muft die j 
Kill me, and take the Merit of my Death 
To make thee Friends with Cap*. 

Vm. Thank your Kindnefs. 
You Odd I lov'd you; and, in Rccorapence, 
You bid me turn a Traitor: Did I think 
You wou'd have us'd me thus ? that I (hou'd die 
With a hard Thought of you ? 

Am, Forgive irte, Roma*. 
Since I have heard of Cleopatra s Death, 
My Reafon bears no Rule upon my Tongue, 
But lets my Thoughts break all at random out ; 
I've thought better 5 do not deny me twice* 

Vm. By Heav'n, I will not. 
Let it not be r/ out-live you. 

Am. Kill me flrft, 
And then die thou : For 'tis but juft thou fcrve 
Thy Friend, before thy fclf. . ' 

Vm. Give me your Hand. 
Wo fcon (half meet again. Now, Farewel, Emperor. 

[Em6rae$. 
Methinks that word's too <rold to be my laft : 
Since Death (weeps all Diftin&ions, Farewel, Friend. 

Tkat's all 

I will not make a Bus'nefs of a Trifle : 
.And yet I cannot look on you, and kill you; 
fey turn your Face. 

Ant. I do: Strike home be fure. 

Vft. Home, as my Sword~will reach. • [XiBs kuqfelf. 

VW.. IV. . M Anu 
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Ant. O, thou miftak'ft; 
That wound was none of thine: Give it mc back: 
• Thou robb'ft fne of my Death. 

Vert. I do indeed; 
But, think 'tis the firft time I e*er deceived you; 
If that may plead my Pardon. And you, Gods, 
Forgive me, if you will* for I die perjur'd, 
Rather than kill my Friend. \WL 

Ant. Farewel. Ever my Leader, ev'n in Death! 
My Queen and thou have got the Start of me, 
And I'm the Lag of Honour > Gone fb foon?, 
I* Death no more? He us'dliim carelefly, ' 

With a familiar Kindnefs: E'er he kriock'd, 
Ran to the Door, and took him in his Arms, 
As whofhould fay, You're welcome at all Hours, 
sA Friend need give- no Warning. Books had ipoil'dJiimj 
For all the Learri'd are towards by Profeflion. 
*Tis not worth 

My farther Thbugfe; for Death, for ought I know, 
Is but 4» think no more. Here's to be iatisfy'cL 

[Falls on bis Sml 
Tvc mitt my "Heart. O unperformmgHand! 
"Thou never ebuld'ft have errtl in a worfe Time, 
My Fortune jades mc to thelaftj and Death, 
Like a great Man, takes State, and makes me wait 
For my Admittanc e \Tram}lmg within. 

Some perhaps from Ctfir: 
If he mould find me living, and fufpe& 
'That I plaid Booty with my Life! I'll mend 
My Work, e'er they can reach me. [Rifes upon bisKne*. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, ami Iras. 
ideo. "Yfhere is my Lord ? where is he ? 
-Char. There he lyes, 
.And dead VemUms by him. 

Cleo. My Fears Were Prophets j I am come too late*, 
X) that accurstt AUxasl [$#m n bim* 

Ant. Art thou living ? 
Or am I dead, before I knew ? and thoa 
SThc. firft tind Gtooft that meets me r 
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Cleo t Help me feat him. 
Send quickly, fend for help, p% fiace him m 4 0>m* 

Am. I am anfwer'd. 
Wc live both. Sit thee down/ my Ckopmr* i 
I'll make the mofi I can of life, to flay 
A Moment more with thee. % 

Cko. How is it with you? 
.Jra. Tis as with a Man 
Removing in a Hurry ; all pack'd up," i 

But one deaf Jewel that his haftc forgot} 
And he, for that, returns upon the Spur: 
So I come back, for thee. £ me; 

Cko. Too long, ye Heav'ns, you) have been cruel t? 
Now {how your mended Faith, and give me back 
His fleeting Life * 

Ant. It will sot be, my Love* 
I keep my Soul by force, ' 

Say but thou art not fake. 

Cleo. Tis now too late 
To fay I'm true: 111 prove it, and die with youjj ; 
; Unknown to me, Alexts feign'd my Death: 
Which, when I knew, I hailed, to prevent 
This fatal Confequence. My Fleet betray'd 
Both you and me. < 

Ant. And DolabelL* 

Cieo. Scarce efteem'jd before he lovMj but hated nowi 

Am. Enough: My Life's not long enough for more. 
Thou fayft thou wilt come after : I believe thee* 
?o^ I can now believe whate'er thou fiyft, 
That we may part more kindly. 

Cleo. I. will come: 
Doubt not, my Life, I'll come, and quickly too; 
Ct/kr (hall triumph o'er no part of thee. 

Ant, But grieve not, while thou ftay'ft 
My laft difaftrous Times : 
Think we jiave had a clear and glorious Day; 
And Heav'n did kindly to delay; the Storm 
Juft till our clofe of Ev'ning. Ten .Years We, 
And not a Moment loft, but all improv'd 
Tfctlf utttoft Joys; What Ages have We liv'd? 

Ma And 
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And now to die each others; and, fo dying, 
While Hand in Hand we walk in Groves below, 
^hole Troops of Lovers *Ghofts ihall flock about us, 
And all the Train be •nrs. 

Cleo. Your Words are like the Notes of dying Swans, 
Too fweet to Iaft. x; Were' there £o many Hours- < 

For your Unkindnefs, and not one for Lore? 

Am. No, not a Minute— This oae Kus— more worth 
Than all 1 leave to Cdfar. [Dm. 

' Cle$. O, tell me fo again, 
And take ten thoufand Rifles, for that word. 
My Lord, my Lord : Speak, if you yet have Being* 
Sigh to me, if you cannot Jpeak; or caft 
*One Look': Do any thing that fhows you live. 

Iras. He's gone too far, to hear your 
*And this you fee* a lump of fenflds Gay, 
The leavings of a Soul 

Char. Remember, Madam, 
He charged you not to grieve. 

CUo. And I'll obey hmi. 
I have WOt lov'd a Zfcwww, not to know 
What fliould become his Wife; his Wife, my Chamim] 
For 'tis to that high Title I afpire, • 
And now I'll not die kfs. Let dull Ofiavis 
"Survive, to mourn him dead : My nobler Fate. 
Shall knit our Spoufals with a Tie too ftrong 
For Roman Laws to Weak. 

4r*s. Will you then die? " 

CUo. Why fhouldft thou make that Queftioa? 

Iras. Otfar is merciful. 

Cleo. Let him be fo 
To thofe that want his Mercy : My poor Lord 
Made no fuch Cov'nant with him, to fparc me 
When he was dead. Yield me to Cdfafs Pride ? 
What, to be led in Triumph through the Streets, 
A Spectacle to bafe tUbttm Eyes* . , 
While fbme dejected Friend of jfnumfs, 
Clofc in a Comer, (hakes his Head, and mutters 
-A fecrct Curfe onher who ruia'dJum ? 
-1*11 none of that* 
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Char. Whatever you refol ve, 
HUbliow ev'n to Death. ' 

Iras, I only fear'd 
For you j but more fliould fear to live without you. 

Cleo. Why, now 'tis as it fliould be. Quick, myFriendsi 
Dilpatch 5 e'er this, the Town's in Char's Hands : 
My Lord looks down concern 'd, and fears my Stay, 
Left I fhould be (iirpriz'd ; 
Keep him not waiting fo* his Love too long. 
You, Charmbn, bring my Crown and richeft Jewels*., 
With 'em, the Wreath of Vi&ory I made 
(Vain Augury !) for him who now lyes.dcadi.. 
You, Ir*s t bring the Cure of all but Uls. 

Iras. The Afpicks, Madam? 

Cleo. Muff I bid you twice ? - [Exeunt Char, and Iras* 
'Tis fweet to die, when they woul<) force Life on- me, 
To rufli into the dark Aboad of Ipeath, 
And feize him firft $ if he be like my Love, , 
He is not frightful fure. 
We're now alone, in Secrefie and Silence $ 
And is not this like Lovers? I may kifs 
Thefe pale, cold Lips; Oftavi* does not fee mc^. 
And,. Oh! 'tis better far to have hfrn thus, > 
Than fee him In her Arms— O welcome, welcome. . 

Enter Charmkm. and Iras. 

Char. What muff be done? * 

Cleo. Short Ceremony, Friends ; 
But yet it muff be decent. Firft, this Laurel 
Shall crown my Hero's Head : He fell not bafejy, 
Nor left his Shield behind him. Only, thou 
Couldft Triumph o'er thy fclf j and tnbu alone 
Wert worthy to to Triumph. 

Char. To what end 
Thefe Enfigns of your Pomp and Royalty ? 

Cleo. Dull, that thou art! why, 'tis to meet my Love; 
As when I faw him firft, on Cvdnt's Bank, 
AH fparkling, like a Goddefs $ 6 adorn'd, 
I'll find htm once again: My feeond Spoufals 
Shall match my firft, in Glory. Hade, hafte, both>. 
**& drefi the Bride of Antony. ' 

M 3 Char. 
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Char. Tis done. • . . 

CW Now feat me by my Lord. I claim Uujs plartj 
For I muft conquer C&Jar too, like him, ' 
And win my Share o*th' World. Hail, you dear Relief 
Of my immortal Love! 
O let no impious Hand remove youhencej 
But reft for ever here: Let Xqftt give 
His Death that peace, which it deny'd his Life.' 
Reach me the Casket* 

Iras. Underneath the Fruit the Alpick lyes. 

Cleo. Welcome, thou kind Deceiver! 

[Putting MpJe the lt*m 

Thou heft of Thieves ; who, with an eafie Key, . 
Doft open Life, and, unperceiv'd by us, 
Ev*n fteal us from our ielves: Difcharging ib 
Death's dreadful Ojjice, better than himfelf,. 
Touching our Limbs to gently into Slumber, 
That Death ftands by, deceiVd by his own Image, 
And thinks himfelf but Sleep. 

Serap. The Queen, where is fhe ? [PPim* 

The Town is yielded, Cd/aSs at/the Gates; * 

Cleo. He comes too late t'invade the Bights of Deatn. 
Hafte, bare my Arm, and roti&e the Serpent's Fury. 

[Holds outiber'Am* and draws it to& • 
Coward Flcl h 

Wou'dft thou confpire witit Gtfar, to betray me, 
As thou wert none of mine? I'll force thee to't, 
And not be. lent by him; 
But bring my (elf my Soul to Antony. 

[Turns afide, and then Jhms her Arm bm). 
Take hence 5 the Work is done. ll. 

Serap. Break ope the Door, " [Wtim. 

And guard the Traitor well. 

Char. The next is ours. 

Iras. Now, Ckarrnian, to be worthy 
Of our great Queen and Miftrefs. [They apply the A$fa* 

CUo. Already, Death, I feel thee in my Veins > 

I go with fuch a Will to find my Lord, 

That we (hall quickly meet; 

A heavy Numncfi creeps through every Limb, , 

Aid 
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And cow his at my Head : My Eye-lids fall, 
And. my dear Love is vanifti'd in a Mift. 
Where fhall I End him, where? O turn me to him, . 
And lay me on his Breaft ■ O tfar, thy worft ; 
Now part us, if thou canft. [Diesl 

[Irasy&Jb down at her feet, md dies; Charnaio* 
ftands behind her Chair, as drejjmg her Head. 

Inter Serapipn* rm Friefts, Alexas fawd> Egyptians. 

1 Priefts. Behold, Serap»n,vrl&tbxvock Death has madel 

Serap. 'Twas what I fear'd. 
Chftrmiony is this well done ? 

Char. Yes» 'tis, well done, and like* Queen, the laft 
Of her great Race: I follow her. [Sinks flown-, dtes\\ 

Alex. Tis true, 
She has done well :. Much better thus to die* 
Than live to make a. Holy-day in Rome. 

Serap, See, how the Lovers fit in State together, i 
As they were giving Laws to half Mankind. 
Th'Impreffion of a Smile left in her Face, 
Shows (he dy'd pleas'd with him for whom Ihe UVdk . 
And went to charm him in another World; 
Gear's juft entring* Grief has now no leifure. 
Secure that- Villain, as our Pledge of Safety 
To grace th' Imperial Triumph. Sleep, bled Pair,,. 
Secure 'from.human Chance, long Ages out, 
While all the Storms of Fate fly o'er your Tomb* 

And Fame, to late Pofterity, fhall tell, 

N* Lovers liv'd fo great, or dy'd fo well 
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PQets, like Difputants, when Reafonsfail, 
Have one Jure Refuge left ; and that* to rail. 
Top, Coxcomb, Fool, are thunder'd through the Fit\ 
And this is all their Equitage of Wit. 
, We wonder hem the Devil this difference grows, 

'Betwixt our Fools in Verfe, and, yours in Froje; 
Tor, 'Faith, the Jjguarrel rightly mderftood,. 
*Tis Civil War with their own Flefh and Blood* 
Hoe thread-bare Author hates the gawdy Coaty 
And [wears at the Gilt Coach, but /wears a-foet : 
■* for '$is abferv'd of rvery fcribling Math 
He grows a Fof as faft as eW he can 5 
Prunes up, and asks his Oracle the Glajs, 
If Fink or Purple beft become his Face, 
ior our poor Wretch, he neither rails nor prays 5 
Nor likes your Witjuft as you like his Flays j t 
- He has not yet Co much of Mr. Bays. 
Be does his beft-, and, if he cannot pleaft, 
Would quietly Cue out his Writ of Eafe. 
Yet, if he might his own Grand fury call, 
N By the Fair Sex he begs, to ft and orfaU. 
Let CxfarV Pow'r the Mens Ambition move, 
But grace you him who left the World for Love. 
Tet if feme antiquated Lady fay, 
The loft Age is not eopyd in his Flay ; 
Heav'n help the Man who for that Face muft drudge 
Which only has the Wrinkles of a Judge. 
Let not the Young and Beauteous join with thofe-, 
Wor fhouldyou raifefuch numerous Hefts of Foes* 
Sw Young Wits and Sparks he to bis Aid muft call, 
^ *IU more than one Man's Work to pleafi you all. 
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To the Right Honourable 
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My Lord, 

jg Cannot eafily excufe the printing of 

9 a Play at fo nnfeafonabie a time, 

jf when the great Plot of the Nation, 

& like one of Pbarath'i lean Kinc, hat 

K deypur'd lis younger Brethren of 

the Stage : But however weak my 

Defence might be for this, I am lure 1 Ihou'd not 

need any to the World, for my Dedication to 

yonr Lordftiip; and if you can pardon my Pre* 

fnmption in it, that a bad Peer fhould addrcls 

bimfelf to fo great a Judge of Wit, I may hope 

M leaft to fcnpc with the Excufe of Catullus, 

whea he w tit- to CUtru: 

M- 6 Gratia^ 



fb* Efifik Dedicatory. 

Grttlas t'tbi maximas Catullus 
j4git> pejfimtts omnium Poet a; 
Tanto pejfimus omnium Poeta, 
Quanta tu optimus omnium Patronuu 

I have fecn an Epiftle of Fleckuo's to a Noble- 
man, who was by fame extraordinary chance a 
Scholar; (and yon may pleafe to take notice bj 
the way, how natural the connexion of Thought 
is betwixt a bad Poet and Fleckno) where he'be- 
ginrthus: Qu&tuoriecim jam clapfi funt anni > &c* 
(his Latin, it fecms, *iot holding out to the end 
vf the Sentence ; but he endeavourM to tell bis 
Matron, betwixt two Languages which he under- 
Wood alike, that it was fourteen Years fince he 
toad theHappinefs to know him ; .''tis juA fo long, 
and as happy be the Omen of Dulnefs to me, as 
it h to fome Clergy-men and States-men, fince 
your Lordfhip has known that there fs a worfe 
Poet remaining in the World, than he of|fcanda» 
lous Memory who left it laft. I ,might inlarge 
tipon the Subjefi with my Author, and aflure yon* 
that I have fcrV'd as long for you, as one of the 
Patriarchs did for his Old Tcftament Miftrefs: 
But 1 leave thofe Flour i(hes, when occasion (hall 
ferve, for a greater Orator to ufe, and dare only 
tell .you, tbfft I never pafsM any part of. my Life 
with greater Satisfaction or Improvement to my 
felf, than thofe Years which I have hVd in the 
Hoftour of your Lord (hip's Acquaintance. If I 
*nsy have only the time abated when the puMick 
Service call'd you to another part of the World, 
whitihfo imitation of our florid Speakers, 1 might 
{if Htorit $pr«&me «pon the Exprdfion j call the 
JBmwmb^fij of my {Jfr. 

War 
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Jhat I have always honour'd you, I fuppofe 
I need not tell you at this time of Day ; for yoa 
know I (laid not to date my Refpeds to you 
from that Title which now you have, and to 
which yon bring a greater addition by your Me* 
rit, than yon receive from it by the Natae; but 
I am proud to let others know how long it is 
that I have been made happy by my knowledge 
of you, becaufe I am fare it will give me a Re* 
potation with the prefent Age, and with Pofteri- 
ry. And now, my Lord, I know you are afraid, 
left I flioold take this occafion, which lies fo fair 
for me, to acquaint the World with fomeof thdfe 
Excellencies which I have admirM in you ; but 
I have reafonably confidcr'd, that to acquaint the 
World, is a Phfafe of a malicious Meaning: Far 
it would imply, that the World were not alrca* 
dy acquainted with them. You are fo generally 
known to be above the meannefs of my Praifts, 
that you have ipar'd my Evidence, and fpoil'd 
my Complement : Should 1 take for my com- 
mon places, your knowledge both of the old and 
the new Philofophy, fhould I add to theft yout 
Skill in Mathematicks, and Hiftory, and yet far- 
ther, your being converfant with all the ancient 
Authors of the Greek and Latin Tongues, as well 
as with the Modern, 1 fhould tell nothing new 
to Mankind • for when I have once but nam'd 
yoUj the Wbrld will anticipate all my Commen- 
dations, and go fader before me than I can fol- 
low. Be therefore fecure, my Lord, that your 
^wn Fame has freed ft feif from the danger of 
a Panegyrique, and only give me leave to tell 
you, that I value the Candour of your Nature^ 1 
and that one Charade* of Fricndlineft, and* if "I 
#>«? iave leave to call it, Kindoefs in yoa, be- 
fore 
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* fore til thofe other which make you conGderaUe 
ia the Nation. 

Some few of onr Nihility are learqcd* and 
therefore Iwillnot conclude an abfoiute Contra* 
di&ion in the Terms of Nobleman And Scholar; 
but as the World goes now, 'tis very hard to 
predicate one upon the other ; and 'tis yet more 
difficult -to prove, that a Nobleman can be a 
Friend to Poetry : Were it not for two or three 
Inftances in Whitehall, and in the Town, the 
Poets of this Age would find fo little Incoorage* 
ment for their Labours, and fo few Underftand* 
ers,that they might have leifure to turn Pamphle- 
teers, and augment the number of thofe abomi* 
liable Scriblers, whq in this time of Licence a- 
bufe the Prefs, almoft every Day, with Nonfenft, 
apd railing againft the Government* 

It remains, toy Lord, that I ihould give you 
fome account of this Comedy, which you have 
never feen, becaufe it was written andaded kt 
your abfence^ at your Government of Jamaita. 
'Twas intended for an honed Satyr againft our 
crying Sin of Keeping; how it would have foe* 
ceedcd > I can but guefs, for it was permitted to 
be adled only thrice. The Crime for which it 
fttffer d, was that which is obje&ed againft the 
Satyrs of jfuve*^ and the Epigrams of Catullus^ 
that it cxprefs'd too much of che Vice which it 
decry'd : Your Lordfhip knows what Anfwer 
was return' d by the elder jo( thofe Poets, whom 
. I laft mention'dj to hi? Accufers, 

* ■ • * 

Caftumeffe dec** pium toetam 
Jpjum, Vjrfonks nihil m*JJ* 'Jt I 
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Qui turn dtviqurbdcnt falcm * Uf$r4m f 
«fr fint mtllicub & forum fudUi. 

1 

• » 

But I dtre not make that Apology for my fclf, 
ppd therefore have takeu a becoming Care, that 
tbofe things which offended on the Stage, might 
be either alter'd, or omitted in the Prefs : For 
their Authority is, ana (hall be ever facred to me, 
as much abfent as prefent* and ip all Alterati- 
ons of their Fortune, who for thofe Reafons 
have ftopp'd its farther appearance on the Thea- 
tre. And whatfoever hinderance it has been to 
me, in point of Profit, many of my Friends can 
bear me wicftefs, that I have not once murmur- 
ed againft that Decree. The fame Fortune once 
N happen 9 d to MMtre^ on the occafion of bis Tar- 
ing* ; which notwithstanding afterwards has feen 
the Light, in a Country more Bigot than ours, 
and is accounted amongft the bed Pieces of that 
Poet. I will be bold enough to 'fay, that this 
Comedy is of the firft Rank of thofe which I 
have written, and that . Pofterity will be of my 
Opinion. It has nothing of particular Satyr in 
it : For whatfoever may have been pretended by 
fome Criticks in the Town, I may fafely and 
folemnly affirm, that no one Character has been 
drtton from any fingle Man ; and that I have 
known fo pnmy of ibe fame Humour, in every 
Folly which is here ejpos'd, as may ferve to 
warrant it from a particular Refle&ion. It was 
printed in my abfence from the Town, this Sum- 
mer, much againft my Expectation, otherwife I 
had over- looked the Prefs, and been yet more 
careful, that neither my Friends fhould have had 
the leaft occafion of Unkindn^fs againft me, nor 
nay Snejufes-of upbraiding me; but if it live to 



2%e Epiftk Dedicatory. 

* fecond Impreffion, I will faithfully perform 
what has been wanting in this. In (he mean 
time, my Lord, I recommend it to your Prote- 
ction, and beg I may keep (till that place in your 
Favour which I hare hitherto enjoy'd; and which 
I (hall reckon as ene of the greateft Bleffings 
which can befall. 



My LORD, 



Ta#r Lordjbifs. moji Obc$ent y 



Faithful Servant, 



John Dryxhbn. 
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PROLOGUE. 

p T % Me Wit has fern its beft Days long ago, 

It ne'er look*d up, fince we were dipt in Show: 
When Senfo m Degrel Rhimes and Ootids was loft, 
And Dukefs fiounffljd at -the Aftors toft. 
Nor flop it here-, when Tragedy was done* 
Satyr and Humour the fame 'Bate have run* 
Ad Comedy is funk to Trick and Pun. 
Now our Machining Lumber will not fell, 
Ad you no longer care for Heanfn or Hell j 
What Stuff will pleafeyou next, the Lord can tell, 
lit them, who the Rebellion firft began 
To Wit, reftore the Monarch if they can; _ *\ 

Ow Author dares not be the firft bold Mm. 
*» Hke the prudent Citizen, takes care ^ 

1° keep for better Marts his Staple Ware, 
KisTtys art good enough for Sturbridge fair. 
Tricks were the Fajhion; if it now bo fpent, 
*Rs time enough at Eafter to invent-, 
to Man will makeup a new Suit for Lent : 
*/«» and then ho takes a fmall Pretence V 

To fi»*ge for * little Wit and Senfe, 
hay Pardon him, he meant you no Offence. 
N *xt Summer Nofbadamus tells, they fay, 
*** *U the Criticks fhaU he (hipt away, 
Admt enow be left to damn a flay. 
** *xry Sail befide, good HeaVn be kind;" 
**t drive away that Swarm with fuch a Wind, 
^hat not one Locufl may be left behind. 

U Drama- 
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Dramatis Perfoii& ; 



M E N. 

AUo, an bonert, good-natured, free-hearted 61$ 

Gentleman of the Town, 
Woodall his Son, under a falfe Name ; bred ti 

broad, and new return'd from Travel. 
Limberhanty a tame, foolifh Keeper, perfuaded bf 

what is laft faid to him, and changing next 

Word. 1 . 

Brainfickj a Husband, who being weH conceited 

of himfelf^ defpifes his Wife : Vehement and 

Eloquent, as he thinks j bat indeed a Talker of 

Nonfenfe. 
Gervafc, WoodaWs Man : format/ and apt to.gire 

good CounfeU * 

CiUfy JVoodtW* cafl Servant: 

WOMEN. 

Mrs. $*i*ity 7 an Hypocritical Fanatfck, Land* 

lady of the Boarding- Honfe. 
Mrs. Tricify, a Termagant kept Miftref*. 
Mrs. P Usance y fupposM Daughter to Mrs. Smttfy : 

Spightful and Satyrical $ but fecretty in Love 

with IVoodall. 
Mrs. Brainfick. , 
Judith, a Maid of the Honfe. 



SCENE, ABoarding-Houfe'mTwM* 



LW- 



i 



11 MB ERHAMi 

OR, THE 

Kind Kb e per. 
a c t i. scene!, 

SCENE, An open Gardtn-Houfe > 4 
Itableittit, and Chairs. 

Enter Woodall and Gervafe. 

' WOODAJLL. 

|iID the Footman receive die Trunks, 
1 and Pbrtmantua ; and lee 'cm plac'd in the 
■ Lodgings you hive taken (for me, while 
' I walk a turn here in the Garden. 
\ Girv. Tis already order'd, Sir: But they 
I are like to Hay in the outer 6.00m, till the 

Miftrefs of the Houfc return from Morning Exercift. 
WW, What, (he's gone to the Parifli Church, it fcims, 

to her Devotions. 
Gerif. No, Sir; the Servants have infbrrn'd me, that 

$ 
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houfc; where they pray for the Government, and pra* 
£bfe againft the Authority of it. 

' Wood. And haft thou trepan'd me into a Tabernacle of 
the Godly ? Is this Pious Boarding-houfc a Place for me, 
thou wicked Varlet ? 

Gerv. According to human Appearance, I muft con- 
fefs, 'tis neither fit for you, nor you for it; but, have Pati- 
ence, Sir, matters are not Co bad as thev may feem: There 
are pious Bawdy-houfes in the World, or Conventicks 
would not be fo much frequented : Neither is it im- 
pofiible, but a devout Fanarick-Landlady of a Boarding- 
noufe may be a Bawd. 

Wood. Ay, to thofe of her own Church, I grant you, 
Gervafe', but I am none of thole. 

Jperv. If I were worthy to read you a- Lefture in tKe 
Myftery of Wickednefs, I would initrudfc you firft in the 
Art of Seemn/Hoiinefs: But, Heav'n be thank'd, ]M 
have a toward and pregnant Genius to Vice, and fieri 
not any Man's Iaftru&ipn; and I am too good, I tkank 
my Stars, for the vile Employment of a Pimp. 

Wood. Then thou art e'en too good for me 5 a worfc 
Man will fervc my Turn. 

* . €erv. I call your Confcience to Witacfs, how often I 
have given you wholefome Oounfti; how often I have 
laid to you, with Tears in my Eyes, Mafter, or Mailer 



Wood. Mr. Woodally you Rogue! that's my nom Jeptem: 
You know I havejaid by AUo 9 for fear that Namefhould 
bring me to the Notice of my Father. 

Gerv.. Cry you mercy, good Mr. Woodall. JHow often 
have I faid, Into what- Courfes do you run! Your Fa- 
theffent you into France at twelve Years old, bred you 
up at Paris j firft, in a College, and then at an Aadtrmt 
At the firft, inftead' of running through a Courfe of P&- 
k)fophy,you ran through all the Bawdy-houfes in Town: 
At the latter, inftead of managing the great Horfc you 
exercis'd on your -Matter's Wife. What you did in Otr* 
many, I know not; but that you beat 'em all at their 
own Weapon, Drinking, and have brought home a Gob- 
let of Plate from Mmfier, for the Prize of fwallowing 
a Gallon t of Rhemjk more than die Bijhop, W*** 
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Wood. Gervtje, thou malt be my Chronicler, thou 
Weft none of my Heroick Adtions, » 

Gerv. What a Comfort are you like to prove to your 
old Father! You have run a Campaigning among the 
Imch thefe lift three Years, without his Leave j and, 
now he fends for you back, to fettle you in the World, 
and marry you to the Heirefs of a rich Gentleman, of 
whom he had the Guardianlhip, yet you do not make 
your Application to him. 
Wood, Prithee, no more. 

Gerv. You are come over, have been in Town above 
a Week Incognito, haunting PJay-houfcs, and other Places j 
which for Modefty I name not} and have changed your 
Name, form Mdo to Weodall, for fear of being difco- 
ver'd to him : Tou have not foTOUch as inquir'd where, 
| he is lodg'd, though you know he is moft commonly in 
\ London: And laftly, you have difcharg'd my honeft Fel- 

. Jow-fervant Giles, becaufc — 

; Wood. Becaufc he was too faucy, 'and was ever ofler- 
1 in g to give me Counfel : Mark that, and tremble at his 
,> Deftiny. 

Gerv* I know the Reafon why I am kept: Becaufc 
you cannot l>e difcover'd by my Means 5 for you took 
i .me up in France, and your Father knows me not. 
„ Wood. I muft have a Ramble in the Town: When I 
have lpent my Mony, I will grow dutiful j fee my Fa- 
ther, and ask for more. In the mean time, I have be* 
held a handlbmf Woman at a Play, I am falTn in Love 
"• with her, and have found her cane: Thou, I thank thee, 
, <£ haft traced her to her Lodging m this Boarding-houfc, 
,f and hither 1 am come to accomplim.my Defign. 

Gerv. Well, Heav'n mend all. I hear our Landlady's 
Voice without j [*>(/&.] and therefore (hall defer my 
Counfel to a fitter Seafbn. 

Wood. Not a Syllable of Counfel: The next Grave Sen- 
tence, thou marcheft after Giles. Woodnlfs my Name ; 
Remember that. 

Enter Mrs. Saintly. 
Is this the Lady of the Houfc ? 

Qervl 
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Gerv. Yes, Mr. Woodati 9 for want of a better, as (he 
will tell you. 

Wood. She has a notable Smack with her! I believe 
Zeal firft taught the Art of luffing dofe. [Saluting her. 
k Stint. You're welcome, Gentleman. WoodaU is your 
Name ? 

Wood. I call my felffo. 
r Saint. You look like a fober difcreet Gentleman; there 
is Grace in your Countenance. ' 

Wood. Some {prinklings.of it, Madam: We muft not 
boaft. 

Saint. Verily, boafting is of an evil Principle. 

mod. Faith, Madam— — 

Saint. No Swearing, I befcech you. Olyvhat Clrarck 
arc you? 
1 mod. Why, of Covem-Garden Church, I think. 

Gerv. How lewdly and ignorantly heAnfwers! [jf/uk] 
She means, of what Religion are you ? 

mod. O, does flieib? Why, I am of your Re- 
ligion, be it what it will, I warrant it a right one: FH 
not fhmd with you for a Trifle; Vmbytmaah Independent) 
Jnabaftifty they are all of 'em too good for us, uniefs we 
liad the Grace to follow 'em. ' . 

Saint. 1. fee you are ignorant 5 but verily, you are a 
new Veflel, ana I may {eafcn you, I hope you do net 
ufe the Pari(h-Church. 

Wood. Faith, Mada m (Cry you mercy j I forget 

again!) I have been in England but five Days. 

Saba. I find a certain Motion within me to this young* 
Man, and mud fecure him to my {elf, e'e* he fee my^ 
Lodgers. [A/idt.] O, < ferioufly, I had forgotten j jour 
Trunk and Portmantua are {landing in the Hall: Your 
Lodgings are ready, and your Man may place 'em, if k 
.pleaie, while you and I confer together. 

Wood. Go, Gervafe, and do as you are directed. 

[Exit. Ger, 

Saint. In the firi* Place, you mud know, we are a 
Company of our {elves, and expect you fiiQuld live con- 
formably and lovingly amongft us. 
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Wood. There you have hit me. I am the mod loving 
Soul, 'and (hall be conformable to all of you. 

Saint. And to me especially. Then, I hope, you're 
no keeper of late Hours. 

. Wood. No, no, my Hours are very early; betwixt 
three and four in the Morning, commonly. 

Saint. That mud be amended : But -to remedy the In- 
convenience, I will my felf fit up for you. I nope, you 
Would not offer Violence tome? ' 

Wood. I dunk I fliould not, if I were jfbber. 

Smt. Then, if you were overtaken,. and mould, offer 
Violence, and I content not> you may do your filthy 
Fart, and I am Blamelefs. 

Wood. [d/Ide.] I think thcDevifs in her; (he has given 
me the hint again. Well, it (hall go hard, but I will of- 
fer Violence fometimesj will that content you? 

Samt. I have a. Cup of Cordial Water in my Clolet, 
which will help to ftrengthen Nature, and to carry off a 
Debauch: I do not invite you thither j but the Houfe 
will be fife a Bed, and Scandal will be avoided. 

Wood. Hang Scandal j I am above it, at thofc times. 

Smt. But Scandal is the greateft Part of the Offence ; 
you muft be fecret. And I muft warn you of another 
thing; there arc, befides my felf, two more young Wo* 
men in my Houfe. * 

Wood'. [Apde^ That, befides her ielf, ts a< cooling Card, 
Pray, how young are they ? 

Saint. About -my Age; Some, eighteen, or twenty, or 
thereabouts. 

Wood, Oh, very good! Two more young Women h©> 
Ales your felf, and both^handlbme ? 

Smt. No, verily, they are painted Out-fides j you muft 
aot caft your Eyes upon 'em, nor liften to their Conyer* 
fction: You are already chofen for a better Work. 

Wtod<l warrant you, let me alone: I am ehofen, I. 

Saint. They are a Couple of alluring wanton Minxes. 

, Wood. Are they very alluring, fay you? very wanton? 

faint. You appear esaked, <whe» I mention thofe Pit- 
falls of Iniquity, 
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'#W. Who, I exalted? Good Faith, I am as fobcr, * 
Melancholy poor Soul ! ■ - ' \ ^ 

Saint. I fee this abominable Sin of Swearing is- routed 
in you. Teat it out * oh tear it out * it <Wffl «Wbojr 
your prerfous Soul. 

Wood. I find we two (hall fcaroe agree: I m6ic$<* 
come,, to youf Clofc* when I have got 4 *SoftitV >iW*t 
fuch a time, I am hdrflWy given to nv * ..-vi # Arifc 

Saint. Vertly, a little Swearing *ay tothifrtfk*rtfir 
You may'fwear yon fare me, 'tis a bwfulOafejJtt* 
then, you muft not look on Harlots, - - »•..•? •» ^, » » ; t*- 

fffef. 1 muft wheedle her, and whet mr'Gaiige 
firft on her; as a good MufScian always preluder*<fiH»4- 
Tune. Come, here's my firft Oath, [J***«itf **> l 

B**r AMo. *' •• lift Wafc 

-*&fr. How now, Ites.S/^f what <<«*** laftPW* 
here towards* • • •■ n- • fl#* 

KW. [^^.] AUo 9 my own na tonal Father « *tO 
I remember the Lines of that hide-bound Fate'.'Dfltt he 
lodge here? if he fltould know me, I am rutflM. -•• r 

Saint. Curfe on his coming! heha^difturbtt us.J-^W* 
'Weil, young Gentleman, I lhatl take a time to iftfbmft 
you better. ^ .-*** 

"" Wood. Tou fhall find me an apt Scholar. i ' ' v ^ 
" Jrtt*. I muft jo abroad ^pon tome Bu^neti^M**"' 
member your Fromifc, towry ytiui iclf «fdbefy ** 
without Sandal in my Family j and fo I leave yofc »» 
this Gentleman, who is a Member of it. - [S*. Safok 

^Wp. [4fife<] Before Gmg* y a proper Fellow, an** 
Swinger he mould be, *y his make! the Rogue *i«» 
humble a Whore, I warrant him ! You arewaoMiifk S™ 
amongft u s moft heartily welcome, as I jnay.»y- i 

Wood. All's well: He knows me not.— -Siivyoff j 

Civility is obliging to a Stranger, and may befriend mftf.j 

in the Acquaintance of our Fellow-lodgers. . j 

Mdo. Hold you there, Sir: I muft firft underftaod 
you a little better j and yet, methinks, you ihould t* 
true to Love. 

- mod. Drinking and Wenching, are but flips of Youth: ■ 
I had thofe good Qualities from my Father. ^ t 

J* 
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Jid$. Thou, Boy { Aha, Boy ! a true Trojm, I warrant 
thee! {Bugging him.'] Well, I fay no more* but you are 
lighted into ftch a Family, fochFood for Goncupiiccnce, 
fuch Bona Robots I 

Wood. One I know indeed; a Wife : But JtaukRfibfCt 
% you? 

atf/r. I fay, Bma RoSa's in the Plural Number. 

Wood. Why, what a Ifcr* Mm&mm* fhall I be ! No, I 
will not make my &lf drunk with the Conceit of fo 
much Joy : The Fortune's too great for mortal Man> 
and I a poor unworthy Sinner. 

Aido. Wou'd I lie to my Friend ? Am I a Man ! Am I 

aChriftian ? There is that Wife you'meatioo'd,. a delicate 

' little wheedling Devil, with (nth ajfr Appe&eanoe of Sim- 

pficity ; and with thatfhe doesftjoftdeimine^ fa fool her 

conceited Husband, that he defpife* her f 

Wood. Juft ripe tor Horns : His deftiny, like a Turk's^ 
is written in his Forehead. 

Aldo, Peace, Peace, thou art yet ordain'd for greater 
Things. There's another too, a kept Miftrefir, a'btmc 
topping Tade, a twojianded Whet** * * ... 

Wood. A kept Miftrete too! my Bowels yeatu to her 
already : She's certain Pri7«. 

Aido. But this Lady is fo Termagant an Empre&! and 
he (b fubmifilve, £o tame; fo led a Keeper; anil • as pnoud 
of hrs Slavery, as a Frenchman : I am confident he dares 
not find her Fake, for fear of a Quarrel with her $ be- 
rauie he is fure to be at the Charges of the War $ Aie 
knows he cannot live without her, and therefore fecks 
Occafions of Falling out to make him purchase Peace. I 
believe (he's now aiming at a Settlement. 
" . tfiod. Might not I ask you one civil QijerHon ? How 
pafs yon your Time in this noble Family ? for I find you 
are a Lover of theGame, and I ihouki be loath to hunt in 
your PurKews. 

. Ado. I rnuft hrft tell you fomething of mv Condi* 
tion : I am here a Friend to all of 'em j I am their Fac- 
totum, do all their Bufinefs 5 for, not to boaft, Sir, I am 
a Man of general Acquaintance : There's no News in 
• Town, either Foreign or DomefHck-, but 1 have it firii; 

Vol. IV. N » 



no Mortgage of Lands, no Sale of H<*tfe.jt&jr/f .ta$a 
Ffhgcr kfbfb; . r " • •' v «.r; t .-.dm?; <i:>.\ ,..l' 
WW. Then, 1. fuppofe* jyouace »7Gwft«r by #* 
Pains. iv <; r .07 > ; r,;; ( ,>- 

Lofer j only a Buck fomctimes fisonaf thtf goe4 l^i-flF. 
that eocd^LidyinthcCoonftj : . An^Jw^nptiotte, 
I muft hare Company. ... i > r y>b /UK 

^JI*Mi rtray^wEaoOwna^y^ *kU 

-4/io. .Beace/^cgccp Ijam.coAMOg t<* ypjtf : MhfroW 
mtrfV know L amtehder-naturM * ani^if e.wpafci^y : 
Difference have arifcn betwixt a Mift^fi^^^ 
UfcT/thebtArikein to <iagood Offices bejvpx^JepM 
•od, at i»ytown proper Charges, coadMd^^iQw4 
tMfth/a^bxiojRcnog Supper. .^ • ^ $■» v,^ 

#W. I find the Ladies of Pka%c .!** J^oldcn to 

-cotfite' B«foi# <Gtag*> I knre tic poor, iliflfe fkfllfc, J 
a im imieed ; a Fatten to W and fp tfey<t»iyne j 2 fc^W 
J tsr* my CeunicJ, andaffift 'om viith^i^X^\ih% 
not fee* pretty toner burry'd to P*ifoa. by: wettw 
Pirats, but Nature works, and I Bjuft Bailor,: Or ^ 
rtftpfetr^btit I have a Couple of, crim^.fi^I^i * 
Cream Tart,' and a Bottle of Wine to offer her. ejra&u 

WM. Sure you, ape^Jb«c kjadft^ifl MiiriWk 

\rfifc Fdith^not^wiCh ;; Najturc it^me^ Xfa%M 
ter-mark $ my Body's a Jade. *nd t^esim^r ^ioW 
love to finujgpe JiB'tat Corner $ /pat^fol ifloWW** 1 
pur over 'em $ but, after that, X can do 'era l&jqtyfl*- 

Wood. Then I'm acquainted with your Bufinds : Yon 
would be a Kind of Deputy-fa t^blcr under me. 

jddo. You have me right. Be you the Lim, to <k 
vour the Prey, I am your Jiuk-CM, to provide it to 
you : There will be a Bone for me to pick. . 

mod. Your Humility* becomes yotur Age. For «| 
Part, I am vigorous, and throw at all. . 

Aid*. As r£ht as if I had begtt thee ! Wilt thou &« 
me leave to call thee Son ? 

mod. With all my Heart, 

Aldo. Ha, mad Son ! 
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mod. Mad Daddy \ 

Aid*. Your Man told me, you were juft return'd from 
Travel ; What Parts have yoa kft vifited I 

Wood. I came from Twice. 

Aldo. Then, ^erhapsi you may have known an ungra« 
cioua Bojr fef • n>)ffid tnerev 
< wi*i; 'Kite enough : Pray, what'* his Name B 

•4/io. George Aldo. , .0. 

#W. I rrkiff <»nfefV J ^ know the Gentleman j fatis- 
fie v your ftlf, heVirf Health, and jjpon hisReCurn. 

;aaw. TKStfs <fotae Comfort 5. But, I hear, .a very 
I&gae, 'fc fewd *y©yng Fellow. 

wW.'The-woift I know of him is, that he loves 
a^Wejich i in* that" good Quality he has not ftoln. 

[Mufiek at the Balcony over* bead :. Adr/.Trickiy md 
o« n^blo. \jj,^«h V^^r. . *'«-.; 
Hark ! there's Mufick above. 

- ^Ifo/'tisdt my Daughter Trkkjy& Lodging, the kept 
MHtrefs I told yoq of, 'the Lafs oi Mettle : But tor all 
(he "carries it fb high, I know her Pedigree * her Mo- 
ther's a^Semftrels' in Dog and Bitch-Yard, and was, in her 
Youth,' 'as right as (he is. 

Wood'. "Then (lie's a two-pil'd Punk, a Punk of two 
Defcents. '** "f" •' 

AWi' n Attl her Father,' the Famous Coblcr, who taught 
»^»^to^hel3ladc^birds. How ftand thy Aftc&i- 
oristo Kef, fhott lu% ftogue ? 
" WoU. All o*fire f A moft urging Creature ! 

wito. Peace ! they are beginning. 

ASONG. 

» 

L 

*/~**Amfi Keepers we Ventm^ 

\j Who vertd mclofe the Cm.fnoa : 

'lis enough to raife Sedtiim 

In the Free-born SubjeB Wbman. 

Becaufe for his Gold, 
I my Body have fold, 

N a He 



ffr r^tfx, domineers, 

■ He fmAggm ami fo*Mrs* f * r ■•' 'j . 

jtodvoitd keef me as hare ashisJVifel ? t , . < 

* • TV '. . v 

% awr/f and fair, < rniEK 

That*Te*(tIfrepart 5 , lw\.^* .tow 

.., w ****%» fcr dirt Aptetheh fir, i„ y- ., u OA 
^ , I'll mat with thtrJft .:.!..> «;■ :oO ?*w 

&wip w el come? Gueft, .!: o\" 

;« ^f fhtBsdtm& tm (aid mf iefori. ; , 4 

rv.J#ta£. A San$ agaiafl Keepers J this naafcei vwfcfor 
as lufty Lovers. ..craiohi 

<0&*o£4tot**J Father, Father *&ft / . - : >&. 

' y^.paogh^r.Xric^.are you there ChiMi^ ojr* 

friends at&mief are aH well, and your dear Materia* 

- forlw*, tjhat ncbklfefbejim, is returning with *em. v 

. JHfk. And you are come upon the Spur befoftv'tfao 

-quaint me with the News. 

W^a. Well ? thou art the happicft Rogue k ^ kW 
Keeper). He drank thy Health five Tifl)«, jefenuuflm 
to my Son JBram-faki and dipt m^ Uaugken 1/o^s 
im}e Finger, to ma^e it go down? more §ibi/ 1 *ad, & 
fore^wr^f, I grew tory rory, as they Jay, ascMfcwl 
a Brimmer through theLUly-whiceSmoek^fiiith. 

3>idr, You win never leave thefe §amb\ffig&&tot 
Father, till you are takeuupoaSuipiciofiof rVbhfead, aid 
have a Baftard kid at your Door : I am fare y©tf*»dfl 
*own it for your Credit. ' -*••< ^ 

^W?. Before Gwrg?, I (hodd not ice it. flaitfetffreifc 
MotJtfr's fike ; F<*r> ifc-fte were a PunfcMfte w* go* 
matur'd, I warrant her. . . - 4 , .-.<;. or s^ns* 

#W. fytffcQ VfeUp if ever i^ was )hfcfc ***> 
hopeful father, I aoi. c ; *'^* 

ZW^. Who's that G^ittae&Q with you ? 

*dJ4*. -A young Monfaxr rcturrfd &om Travel j tfWfr 
young Rogue j a true-mill!d WhoKmate, wfcfed* 
ttght Sump. He's a .Fcftpw-lodger, incorporated 0* 

Society: 



T&& JUto i> K § t p*rI iff 

Society : For whofe\ fck* lie ^ftneTil^ M htm tell 

md.lAftde.'} Ate you gl^tii^ afrealy ? tfcert there V- 
bopes i'iaith. v .* * «»' * •*'■ • * ,,A ' ^ ••"* 

Zw*. You feera to know him, Father. 
-4M>. Know bica 1 . from hfeCmdlc , ? ■ '■ i ■ '' ■ VBht^s your 

WW. WW*//. ■•- - M * •• w * * uM 

^/<fr. #W*# of M*^ > I /knew ^italnfr* we 

were Contemporaries, and ^lew-wtfcdfcrs lb our. 
Youth. , . V *-■ -\v .ij- v.'-.... 

Wood. {Afiie\ Hy honefr Fatter vJhniiBtes' rhft>' truth, 
in fpight of Lyioa;. 

aOtafc I^Wae juft coming down tfr tfce^ar&n^tafc 
Wore you came. >• u .< , j, ., 

Mb, I'm fbrry J -cannot Ifey toptfeift lfy fofltMint- 
»?o fou/flhot-'J ha*e ite^y^'iw^teri;th^s^tto>igh 
fciJtari'fta T ,^ . ; -. / ... w*i '■>*.*. -'jfEi/K- 

*^^-dfow.3 ;^*«* rt>y Stadf • fo J avokf Hfty.f^tlfer, 
*4>}I,*tote run full int* hi^ Mouth-, and fet I htfve a 
frong Hank upon him too, for I am private to asiita- 
ifytftf-hi* Virtues, ** h*4s *f mifte. After afi, if I had 
afcCtanceiof INfiirttiwa 'hsV ¥ ftouW furfue* this BCiii* 
^^Jfartiim-^ ^^tw«i^^^^inca to *HoU&!tW41t 
■iiMdbltfdi 'domr-wharwilf *n*, thou aifc anftfcttfelc 
foiallig^Si^ o&*4*> .i . or r . n ■'■ 

, )iHfte^ftic ceoaics, this Heir- Apparent of a Semftreft* 
•wdAGobkrl and yen ttiltfa ador*'d,'fc* looks like any 
finaiiefc of *ho Blood. [SMutes her. 

pick, [>§£&.] What a Difieraiefc there is between 
ttts-GeatJemaa* and my Forbid KeqwvMf; Umbtrham I 
Hcfs to ttiyWiftu if he would but make the leaft Ad* 
wnces to me. Father *4/jfr tells me, Sir* you're a Tm- 
**Ucr : what Adventures have yon had in Foreign Coun- 
tries ? 

Wood. I have no Adventures of my own candefcnre 
7&n Curionty : but, now I think onfy I can jett-you 
one that hapned to airttcfr Giratier, a Friend of mine, at 

2%fc * 

N a TtUk* 
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Trkk. No Wart, I befeecfr fW^ I am fo weary of 
Father Mdft lorra'm and Oa}**. . * .-*■» - »; v 

mod. fhen this is as yufc wooid defile it, a J*tc 
Adventure. This Fr»»<* Gentleman was made a Sh?e 
to the pyt of Tripoli $ by fcfc good Qualities gatfdhis 
Mailer's Favour ; and after, by corrupting an Bomb, 
was brought 7 into the Sera^bo privately, tofce th^Djrt 
Mi ftrefs / ' r 1 *" "' '■ .■•'/>. r 1 o > n'» j ? r •/.» Lr.'/n : * 

Trick. This is fomewhat 5 proceed; fwarl Sir; oH? 

»W. He Wis fo much aroa^d^^w*e^h^^&A«eld 
her, leaning over a Balcono, that he fcarcely-daAtoift 
his Eyes, or fpeakSo fifcv ' -"-' 6 J v 

2hdfc. \Jfii*] I find him now. Bttf what' folta^d 
©f this dumb Interview? •'- "*• : ^ 

Wood. The NVw*£ was gracious, an£c*me do«m «> 
him 5 but with foGodde&Mee a Frefencei'that tW pte . 
Gentleman was^taKide*4h?utW again. - ; 

Trick. That favour'd little of the Morfmrs Gallantry, 
especially : when thfr Lad£ gave him Incourageroent. 
. Wood. The Gentleman was hot & dull, but he under- 
ftood the Favour, and was prefummg enough to try « 
ihe'were Mortal V* He advancM with more Affuraott 
and took her fair Hands : Was he not too bold, Madatftf 
and would not you have drawn bads: yours, had yw 
been in the Sultanas Place ? 

Trick. If the Sultana Hk'd him wetf 'enough to^omc 
down into the Garden to him, I flrppafe fee came not 
thither to gather Noiegays. 

Wood. Give me* leave* Madam, to thank yoo, iti my 
Friends behalf, for your favourable Judgment. [&{**** 
Jta?4] He kifs'd her Hand with an exceeding Tranl- - 
port 5 and finding that" (he ftxft Jlis a|the ferneto(w» ; 
he proceeded with a greater Eager fiefs td hcrXips. ^ 
Madam, the Story wou'd be without Lire, unleTs f# , 
give me leave to aartfce CSrcumftanccs/ MP.!?' i 

ZW<*. Well, ru fwcar you are the moft Natural H»- 
ftoran ! T ! 

Wo**\ But now, Madam, my Heart beats with m 
when I come to te*l you the fweeteft Part of h» '» 
venture : Opportunity was ftvouiabk, and Love wa? g 



hi? Side ioli<r*DM her* the Chamber* ww move, prjvatc, 
and a fitter Scene for Ptafire, ..Ttev, looking pn her 
Etc*, ite foirt!d>*dnfl«n^ift^ig.i iwjjftw her £Jieeks 
Wafhinfctfiand hsMfrherWmc \SnArim in a^ajfhdsnjal : 
'Hctiba^ terHatjd •with *fl amorotts jRJWcw^rtnr, 

^{0>mh Hold; Sktfryoi* aft.f.ou^P^too^fa^ p.Sw"* 
Friend was unconfcionableV if he defir'd m6rciJ£Hfl(rs 
at the rate httwVLlWi^"- ->,i ;rv-} >: 2-iiT .ajWE 

^ ^rW^rtHirlbaiii/^cHr^/^^ i^v^^m^fHfm and 

[Nw/fc.] 3>#VAr. Heavens! I hea#^o£i>M^>y9&e: 
bH^c&tiWd-frpifl £*****» t: -,. t ; j \ r. "I >-! 
#W. I'll avoid him. ».-* v-n:?-' cnuL j.:: 

o» flWcfc That's iinpoffihlq-j .b^^ep* y*ir. ..Let me 
idujnkia Mtiq^fcvJ^rs fc 5W^ is ajbyoftc^ aadjeajija^ ;<ht 
cover you: Have any of tfi$:S«v*BtHc#*j0w* ,, . 

t < J«Jb£Noffa* !4 , ' •. ,:: • ;" ... 

1?^ Tteiyw,' ftal* paf* fo my /tf^MSrthant of 
Eflences : Here's a JittJc ppx of 'envjuft ready. . - : - . 
criUMi'.fet/.:! (fflajc no #*&^ ^only;* few brcicrt 
, Scraps: whisht pdck'd up from Scammomh.- and Harlequin 

. 2>v£ y«u>>fnuft. ventre that: When we are rid of 
Umberbamy 'tis but flipping into your Chamber, throw- 

- ing off your, black Periwig, and Riding Suit, and you 
comciou^ian Bfgliflf*mmt. No more 3 he's here. 

Enter Lirnberhara. 
Ijws^. . Wiy,/ how now, fug ? Nay^ I muft lay yon 
\Wt% the Mp*i ISQ.tafee banici of 'em, for my Wel- 
ic$rne^ ;* ,0 ;; r. '.,-•' t : , 
c .. -3W<*ir£f^ji <Mi0Jifc#fc.3 Foh! how you foiell of 
«.Swta^hP§«r t, ?>,»» -;•_ ,- r f - - ^ i . >• / . 
i. >y Eimkij I^fCKpwtt ; nay icjf into this -. feme uafavory 
Heflupiwt of my violent Aife&ion to fee thee, Vug; be- 

- fote Gt$rge s rw Father -4^> fay«^ I could *wt live with- 
out theej thou art the pureft Bed-fellow, though I fay 

. k; that I <W nothing but dream of thee all Night; and 
than I was dp troublcfomct© Father Jldoifw you muft 

N,4 know? 



-know, he and* I were^lodg'cl toe&mtf ihat, ill mytkn* 

rfcjeace, i dtf & k& him, and Jo hug^imjnmf Sleep! 

J 7|w* £ I pWlKfworV'twas in jb^Sl(^|ffQr;^h«i 

you' arc wafciog..you are\ the iriof| tyjaelty ^utfet Beet 

Mow, that ever ky by Woman. . : ' ° i 

^.^^^elU^P^.aB .fliajl ,be amended V A s "0? 

home on purpofe topay crfdDcbts« v Birt who Sst^ nine 

'Fellow thejp * what roa^es hein r oiir Tirfitoiieir ^^ 

Jk ,;$tyL X^'AujpH you,, do you npt p^avJ tf e^tae 

JWMf ftjigoior, -who is cbrjie to ifefl me ®&tor ^ 

, ,* i^fc. I« 4u* tbe^Seignior ? I warrant you*, *tk Jfe t» 

'j^npopft wa&made.on, - ' ' '"' "* ; * ! .*' '• 

pfayp the Turn if Seignior, md m£ *ith H&m 

.;.^*.;Frithcp ieaye thy Foppery, that we m# haVfc 

^e ; withhjm; tie/asks an itoreafbtiafcte' Price, uridVe 

cannot agree. &eb, Seigrtior, take yottr^i^efcsi ^ 

^egonc*,^; i ' . ' •- '; >' J," , ' T 

<■ *w»£, HokJ, pray flay a fitde, Sdg^r^'^f « 
' come into my Head oW fudden, ' "' \»t 

frkk. What ww'd you bate, yon etenialSatfift 
Man's io hafte. , \- ".'./,'" 

Lim6. But why fhould you be in yriur Fnjfmpb , t 
When I defign only to oblige vou? I rmiftr ^reTcno 
with this Box of Eflartcs*. nothing cafe ; tte 'too dlsar^ 

thee. ' v - -- ::* ***„ 

Trick. Pray let him go, he undeHten<krto 2*$fi>^] 
Limb. Then how could you drive a BargaJtf ''Witk 
•Km, P*5gf ; "• w >-"- - : l* ' v ' u . 

Trir*. Why, by Signs, yon CoxeorrA: "* 

Z/w*. Very good! then I'll firft pufl Mm ty * 
Sleeve, that's a Sign to ftay. "Loolryou, MrV$ftw«7 
would make a Prefent of your Ellences to tins £.ady ; 
for 1 find I cannot fptefk too" pfam to ytofa', becadfe£OU 
imderftand no Engjjh* Be nor you* Ktb^Storf aw 
but take ready Worry: That's a Rale. 
KW. Seirtifrro, non in$endo InrUfe. 
Zmb. This is a very dull FdTow! fcefiys, I* <W*rt 
intends^. HpvrmchihaffIoflb'him,^«? t ' 
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*frnk.,Vywi wiH Prefott me. I have bidden hita ten > 
Guineas; Ji V ::i - . • " - • 

iJ^J'Jlfti'SSW Ctogft yoo'BM Kim fife. -Look 
you. Mr; #§^,1 will gireyott all thefc, i, 2*, 3, 4, 
ft *> }> % if 9 ahfl io. Do r0u fee, Sehnfor"} r * 

, ;)^^%o*y.6li.^^*^;'lfc t dDei:«*; : Here, -will; 

Lsmp.,4 tea> 9 '*pocfi! why, a Po* oMrou too, *hd yon* 
too tj* tint .Sfay/now'l think ohV I can tickle Mai , 
, jrp with BwmJ&j faell unttrfeftg'that' fare. * Mfogffcwy- 
ifa&x votss prendre t$s djx G talmas* torn its Eflhuh'i r 
monfyfrftajtz* l ' - - 

r , Wood! Chi vaJk* AmUti fio it Captt TOhttxpa, larataV 
fa, &s>snd#i y m&u l ffi her% Ium at the EnA - 

of my Italian, what will become or me? 

2H**. [To hmh\ Speak any thing, and make it pais fqp - 
Italian \ but be fiurfcyou take his Mony. 

fffod. $e$nio/ K fg *rah earth takkri td $uwko,£o(fl>3* • 
mente-, 'tis to my lojfo. 
. £ot)£. That is* ?q£ he cmnot poflibly take ten Gui- 
l teas, 'tis to his Lois: Now I underftand him, this is al- - 

.1Mb. tn&lifol away, you Fop: Tis a kind pf Lingua* 
&ama> as I naVe heard the Merchants call it; a certain 
compound Language, made up of all Tongues, that paiTes 
through the lav am. 

Umb. This lingua, wharyou call it, %s the mod rareft - 
Language, I undedland has well as if it wctc Btglifh ; ... 
yon tiam fee me anfwerhim: ^wrf, jfcjy 4 to/to, and . 
oonfsdor we Ho, tenQmnm is moayo,'a vety confiderabl* Jkmmo. 

Trick. Come, yoift fhafl makfc it twelve, and he (hall: 
take it for my late. 

ii»^. Then, Ssjgmoro, tor fkgfska, *4£o tm mow: 
p vom ammo bmadvifii fm^'nifremtnt.: fronts, me a mm 
mot. 

mod. folofiro moto: m* per'gagnart ifufln oofhrno* 

N e Lii?»J5fe - 
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thai. There is- both Hanfito and Gumifii fl*s,pfo 
and fo Good-morrow. 

TVrt*. Good- morrow,. Sfagfiur, lfikc ycnr Spirits very 
well, pray let me have all your Effefltt? you can fparc. 
' iMS.Cbtat, ft^fw, and kt us retire ia'J^, lie. 
Lovers* into odr Cfc*fc&*f for I gtcfrfffahSto i ft ^ 

Mm m^>M<*frm testify -■■ 

' vftiuo r cr £**** Lififeemfc ** trickf?; 
*fW. 1*W/ £r*ft«e*gattW S^urfe I^mMIM*. for tfc 
tafieftFooJ I'cvcV Jtnfcw, nitofny^Natfflt'of Fairies » 
the Alchfmifi. 1 &vc dbjfd, ^KahK* to nti Mito^ 
Imp** Frtwc** IWfifeata) fey thamfeet^ fcife ray Peri- 
wig and tMthh and tfien, with the i^Tof rcfty G*- 
«wip, concert the Bufinefr of thenext Campaign. Mj 
Father fticka iimiy Stdittoch fliBi btfrS^r&Ml ta 

be W*Ml vf ith hi»; iikI ^ Wlth^ ^orti«l.>n[H«t. 

ACT II. SCENT EI. 

£**tr Woodall **rf£Jemfr. 



o.i. 



EW.T 1 Ithcrto, fwect , Qtmt** m ha>e jarry'd M* 
Jl1 ters IWimmiogly : I have danced in a Net be* 
fore my Father, almoft gfccck-rnated.thc Keener,. retM 
to~iny Chamber uadifco*<oV foisted my Habir,and am 
cpme out an abfolute Mmttfitur to allure the Ladies. How 
fits my Cbttnux I 

Gerv. O very finely * wkh the Locks comtfd dpwfl, 
like a Mare-mauft on a Sign»pofr. Wei), you think now 
your Father mat live in the lame Houft with yoo tw 
booms-day, and never find you * or, when he has found 
you, ne will be kind enough not to confider what t Pro- 
perty you have made of Aim* My Employment is ** 
an end} you have got abetter Pimp, thanks to your fi- 
lial Reverence. 

Wood, Prithee what fhould a Man do with fuch a Fa- 
ther, but ufc Mm thus? Befidcs, he does Jawy- 1 ^* 



updfr ma* 'Ui'bi* mtxmxM fewUej iwd jny "•*yv» 
provide for his old Age. . ' '» c ,' mD o'j •; t 

<J«rv. Take, my ,$avice jret * down o'ycmr • M*rap*r- 

prow kta^jpu* Jjfcty tbet-fide of * whokfere* WtaMP» 

and prp^re&tQ your ow» Progeny in fte-fcar^ Heaven^ j 

**»</. I have no^pcatton feAib^n^v.i^W of 

aftn^Hra^to^c^i^s Cnmp is to %J>ftff^V^c v-A x , - V 
p'efiffP J/fT^fek^fqft 4 l*QW^rer,,,$iri , J?ebauc^^t*.uppm 
ifeftMffdtHt #*JfWfe . w >tty M(»:Uegan.^fee^F%fl^opi 
at& WW # Fops .are got Inta'r* 'ii$ tifiHt.^i^v^i^, 

* r - t * JSWftf AlOV»' * l'j'» !'>*> ov*-. 

Adventure of the Uaiim Merchant. 

^S^?^ wf (Safe -find a 

time^ofep^e tbejx l^ves, and ^rike in betwixt 'ercu 
Daddy: fiat 1 hear there's anotber Lady mjhe Houfe, 
my Landlady's fair Daughter $ J how came you to leave he* 
out.ofyour-€a«log«e> ; • . - J "' „ 
^^f She's pretty, I confefs, but moft damnably Ho* 
mh^\ Care dfheiV F^arm you^ifor (he's pryiig- 

r fiich r a'era^Fe&}^ Wily bear good Fruit another 

4fc/<>. No, no, avoid her : I warrant thee, young Jkx- 
< ^<fcr, f wHlVqvide thee more Worlds to conquer. 
f7 GVn/ l>0*-3 % old Matter Would 'tain pafs for Vhtr 
V Up of M#*^, when he is little better than Sir fondants 

' mod. If you get this Keeper out of Doors, Father, 

:5 aod eive me but an Opportunity • 

A?do Truft iny Diligence} I will tmoak him out, as 
they do Bees, but I wtU make him leave his Honey- 



comb* 



Gtrv. 



3<to Limber ham; Or, 

Cfrv.^^Eift.] If f had tthonfifld Spcs, none tf 5 ** 
Race of jthe Gervafes fhould ever be educated by Ace,, 
thou vile old Jlatah. / ' 

Alio. Away Boy/ fix thy Arms, and whet, like the 
lufty Gorman Boys, before a Charge: He foal! bolt imme- 
diately. 

Wot>i. O, fear not the Vigorous five and twenty.. 

Jtdo. Hold, a Word firft: Thou Al^ft, my Son w» 
fhortly to come oyer. - 

ffW. So he told me. 
' jfUo. Thou art my Bofbm Friend. v 

Gerv. [JjUe.J Of an Hour's Acqnairitano*. > 

AUo. Be fure thotf doll not di4jbofre*_mf Frailties to 
the young Scoundrel: 'Twere enough to make the Boy 
my Mailer. I muft keep up the Dignity of o)d< Aff 
with him. . . * ' 

Wood. Keep but your own CounM, Father, for wfct 
ever he knows, muft come from you. 

4Mo. The Truth ont is, I fent for him Gverj partjr 
to have marry'd him, and partly becaufe hi* vfl^anotB JiJs 
came fo thick upon me, that J grew weary of the 
Charge. . t ■■' ; L 

Gerv. He ^par'd for i]othing5 he laid if on, $«*» * 
have heard. ; ^ , . .,, 

*. Wo/ PeaccV you lying Rogues believe me, Sir,, bating 
$s neceflary Expcnces #t Women, which I know yo* 
wQiild not nave him want: In.all things elfe, he was the 
3kft v Manager of your Allowance - 9 and, tho* I fay it — ■ 

Gerv. [Jfide.] That ftiould not (ay it. 

#W. The moft hopeful young pentleman in P**. 

Aldo.s Report fpeaks otherwifc. And before Guty* 1 
fhaH read him a Worm- wood Ledhire, when I fie Jam. 
But hark, 1 hear the Door unlock ; the Lovers are com- 
ing out-. I'll ftay here, to wheedle him abroad 3 but yoU 
muft vanifh. 

Wood. Like Night and the Moon, in the Maids Tra- 
gedy; I into Mitt 3 you into Day. 

[I*e. WoodaB mt Gerv aft;. 

&t(T 



' 



Limb. Nay, but dear (Weet haaftjr^ftgt forgiye me 
but this once: It may be any Man's Oefc, wit* UaDe- 
free a** tob?Aerttath ••• *■• :.*:.: 

Jim*. But then thou wikmot lore me, IW. 

towards, Mfrtftt^ "* " • '" r,J '" £ - v:il 
***. Tea had *rftaal;imav and miki your AffJU- 

diculous! -"—'V* j 

Limb. She** in' Mftant -fra* & yon moderate this 

matter, tfattar '-'4Bfc- : ' * 

Ttt, Fathtf Mb1* w*aader <yotf *re not AJhsm'd to 

*■* fafe ft* i**J *»y be Iob ;PatWy if the T*ith w*rt 

w*M>. Mb* Gis^, 1 faeiU Rat, S«n £**«**** I 
dotffet,^ dottbt? here has been fome great Omiffion it 
LoytAftfcs. -.*■'* «-■ •-' - rf - - u I-'' 

tin*. fthmfc «R%h£ Stars inHeaVi have conflated my 
Rtiitt;' .''Ittboi in my Almanac k' ' ' ft ■ > .Asllappe ft* 
Mercy 'tisetofe Day now.'"- 

-Rick. Hang yeur yitiM EircuftfV -Tis well known 
wharoffers I iiaye had, and what Fortunes I might have 
made with others, like a Food as I was, to. throw away 
say 'Yaridritttf ffeaoty -topcm'. you. 1 could have had * 
young handfotoifg Ijord, that offered me my Coach and 
fix 5 befides many a good Knight and Gentleman, that 
would have parted With their own Ladies, and have let- 
fed half they had upon me. 

timb. Ay, you Jaid fb. 

Irkk. I (aid fo, Sir! who am l> u not my Word aa 
good as yours? 

Limh. As mine, Gentlewomen? tho 1 I lay it, ray 
Word will go for thousands. 

Trick. Tne more (hame for you, that you have done 
no more for me : But I am refiwr'd FM not lofe my Time 
with you % I'D part. 

Limb. Do, who cares? Go to B$g and Mitch-yard, and 
help your Mother to make Pootmens Skirts. 

Trick* I defie jroi, SfawktfTx 1 defe you/ 



J0X Limbejiham; Or* 

Xktf. I aefit her tocr- 

<4Ut* Nayy go*a Son! : r • J - ^ ; 

2Wdk. Let mc alone: IH hate.iam codgeld fey s$ 

Footman. •■ - - 

Hater Saintly. 

' 8M Bkfi ml whart hoe to do? My Neigktairs 

wfflthink I keep aNeft of unclean Birdshoe. / 

.1M. You had teft^each.new, Wi aaabe her.Houfe 

be thought a Bawdy^houfc. 

from that Scandal. Hark hither, Mr*. ««H». [*»#«* 
. l*^ Doi-tril, teB, «w ma«er fct that. . -: 

- &w*. Who.would **« imagitt'd you.had b*n tacit 
kiSrf Man. Mr.i*^< OHeavU ^»jg; 
1Aff f so, «•* ye* haVe *P* y " Vffltotf *•*»« 

^itfrn's over » ' ****' i ' 

>*L£> rcrvi» 1 That I ihouM ever live to fce-*W*D«f ? 

,£ BEw! can fa* ho-^ ft «***«** 
kind. I'll«o iato-a-***B»ry> and that * n ^;*»«^*' 
^U &n* hinder her, good Farter 4«« I'£f»J 
fce*ll come back from Jhaof, befor* flw^cts.halJWT 

o'ertoGtf**. . , ;•' • ,.'" ' n.ll'C^A 

• .Att Ndy.'bnt Sen limhrbm, th* *"£*£,££ 
Word ja prirate. You'll netw get) &**«*■> ««** 
for 1 Love nor Money. DobtttJoc* ^***i»ftlft» 
Mtftaefsfbr an Emperor. ,„,w~* 

IiU. Let her tea Miftreft for a Top, &* *«*» 
«f AM), as foe is. • - ?»•'. ^ ^» gi 

^«». Would I were worthy to be a-wing &»,** 
her lake: Sheihbdd eat »earl^r£ tee would *•*■«£- 

£»»*. Shecandigeft'em, andGoUtofc^n*** 1 
*ou Father^, flic has the Stomach otfan Eftricft. 

w<W». Daughter Dw*/r, a Word wuhyo*. =-• -■■■■■■1: 

THek. Mnear nothfegt 4 am for a N<"-*r- . - 

M>. I never fiw a W6mao, betore y«w, "t*** 
laft (he would be brought to Reafon. Hark you » 
you'll fcarcely find fo kind a Keeper : What if he to. 
fome Impediment oneway? every, Body « ™*Vy. 
«*fe, you ft»U haye my Sou fffrAtf , to fcpjgj* 
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that bears the Put 



fife, i " ■ ; '..... r ' ' <<• 



•••■•■ A 



. . . Limberjtom /aging . t- 
I my own Jsylfiir vy, my mtfT*r r 

' Fffca <&/ wy Liberty forty > 
I 90s 4 fritter, V**/# / ***V i# J&. 



.4W?. Why, look you now, Son Limberbam, i* this a* 
Song, to be feng at fuch.a time, when. I -am labouring 
vour JjUconeiJeinent? Come Daughter Tkickjy, jtyXiWJifc- 
fee ml'dj I'll be the PeAce-maker. 

TWdr. No, Tm juft going. ^ 
. lamb* The, peril take me, if X call you back. ; 

Trtik. Ao&hU Dam take me, if I return, except you do* 
. m jfldo. So, now you'll part, for a meer Pun&iio! Turau 
to him, Daughter: Speak to her, Son: Why (houU 
you be. &Terni&ory;bodfc to bring my gray £|akf witK 
fcrrow to the Grave ? "] .. 

Limb: I'll not be ferfaorq, t fwoie. firft. 7*,' 
Tw*. Thou art a forfworn Man however, for thou 
fwor'ft to JU>ve me eternally. . (/ , 

Limb. Yes, I was fuchaFooi, to fwearfo. 
-4&fr. And will you have that dreadful Oati lye gnaw- 
ing on your Cotifcichce? 
2tide. Let hint be damn'd; and & faiewcl for ever. 

~ ..' ,' [Grig. 

limb. Pug. 

ZKdr. Did you call, Mr. IJmbtrkamt 
Limb. It may be, Ay$ it may be, No. 
Trick. Well, I am going to the Nunnery: But to (how 
I am in Charity, Hi pray for you, 

Alio. Pray for him! fie, Daughter, fie} is that as 
Aniwer for a Chriftian? 

Limb. What did Vug %? will (he pray for me? Wei!, 
to (how I am in Charity, (he (kail not pray for me. 
Come back, Vug. But did I ever think. thou coud'ft 
have been fo unkind to have parted with me? [Crux. 
JU** Look you, Daughter, fie how Nature woiks 
in him 1 -- --- 

iimt. 




30* LtM»*r\l!AM ; d/V 

l*rtk. It Tetfa two- tarireH * Tear flpttHto, V 
Cft^o-thou faid'ft tjbou wouldfi pray for toV 

4^, Before, G^rjr, Son Ltmberhtm, you"? fpflfflall, 
if ^pu .uafcrJbid ft. Come, 4b** with your Daft, 
Man : ; Wht, &qw- ibift MjuA Wjfett *$fc l*y< i» 

xS*. we£;#;tr*tft;gr^^ v 

WW?. Comer therms no bettor Rice? tba* l^ii^fc, 
Tbff^(W^tTfatt for a Trifle, tyhfct, 80n LimkrhMtf 
fiw^^ptt4ftd r a Year's a Square funi, apd jon ;MJ gjjj) t 

£*& "Ttf tYtranS fum Indeed; I wifc^rJiree-ca&/ 

ht fo Pemcadbos /low, hif # Pray t*fc three hunAe*- 
Nm raj*rr th*n part, Pi£, it (hill be 4b. {&» Jfcw*. 

J*fc Itr falll* fi>; it 4K*H *e &: Come* now Baft* 
tad Seal the Bargain. 

2Hr*. [ Jttfer; W»5 Toti fie wjifct ft geed-ftsttfc'd 
fool 1 ami fm.ZJM^trftfta, to come-back into a wiek- 
ed World, for Lore of you. YpaT! (ee the Wrirtjt 
drawn, Father? 

Jfftfr. Ajr; tnd pay the Lawyer tool Why, 'this » as 
it fbould be.! I'll be at the Charge of the rtcortabngSap- 
per—— pfr^^Kfr.] daughter, rfty Son #WJW/ « wiit- 
ing for you— -—Come away, Son ^imbtrbm, to the 
Temple. 

Zw*. With all my Heart, wMk IheV m a good Hu- 
mour: It would eott me another hundred, if I'ftould 
Hay tilt f$*g were in wrath again. Adieu, Iwect ft£. 

(ex.ABomH Umh. 

Trkk. That he fliovH be fo filly to imagine I wou'd 
go into a Nunnery! 'tis likely; 1 have much flfuas Fk& , 
about me. But here comes my Gentleman. 
inter Woodall, not feeing bet. 

Wood. Now the Wife's Teturn'd, and the Dangfrter 
too, and I have feen "cm both, and am more ditafted 
than before: I would enjoy all, and have not yetdetcr- 
mia'd with which I ihould begin. 'Tis but a kind of 

' Clergy- 
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Clergy-covewufhefi in me , to defire fo many 5 if I 
iland gaping alter Pluralities, one of 'em is in dinger 10 
be made a Sine curt {Sees &tr,]'0, Fortune hat dqj- 

terminM forme. Tis jutt brre, as it is in tkCWorld* 
the Mtftrefs Will be ferVd beftretne Wife. 

iWr*. How now, Sir > are you rehearfing your £*g«4 
fhf»ot by your fclf, that you walk £6 penfively? 

#*W. No faith, Madam, I was thinking of the Fair 
Lady, who at parting befpoke Co cunningly of me all 
my Eflknccs. 

THth But there ate other Beauties m the Hottfe; and 
I ftfould be impatient of a Rival: For I anvaprto be part 
tial to my Celt, and think I deferve to be' prcfer'd. before 
*effir'* • " ' ' " : •• 

tfrfo/^our -Beauty will allow or no Competition* 
aritf "tf am fard my Love could make none. 

W^Tcs^yotthav* fcenMfS. 9r*mfiek, fbeVa Beauty. 

tVtod.*ta<* mean, I fuppofe, the-£eakmg Creature, the 
marry'd Woman, with a fifeling Look, as if oneCheck. 
carty^-fnore oyAfs than the* other * 
• 7fe*: Yes, and wit* a high Nofe, as vifible as a Land* 



mod. With one. Cheek blue, the other red : Juft ttk* 
flie*a*ver&g of Lambeth PalaSe. :'"'■» 
• jfcfc.'Nay, but her Legs, if you could fee Vflr.-— * 

ftfall.thc was to ftoHfh to wc%f' fcbrt 'Petticoats, and 
(how Vm;' ''They are Pillars; grofs' enough to ftrpport a 
larger .Building; of the Tufcm order, by my Troth. 

Dfr*. Arid her fotte Head, upon that feng Neck, (hows- 
Hc^* TrtitbrV$ciifl upoii a Pdle. Then, for her Wit-* 

HMtrSht *can hsve'hbne : Thetis nottoom. enough 
for a' Thought to pJayni. i - - : * 

Dick. I think indeed I may lately truft yon with filch 
Charm* : and yoa have fleas'd me with your Defcrigdon 
of her. 

Wood. 1 wWh yon would give rh* leave to pleafe you 
tefteri but youtranftcVas gravely wfth me *r* Spani- 
ard; and are kfmg Love, as he dots Flanders ; ten ponfideri 
and aermtr, ivhtn tfri Mttorh : h-*f*t J&toh md 09 your 

* 1 XHrir- 
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: Triek. Bflr*> VOX upm rJtetfi#^u^moW^yto 
have laid a formal Siege - > ■ i i 7'V . H VPflftftow tafyrirte 

■a luckier Day 'to y«L •=■ "« " -'- • ^d li -~ ft I W* 

MW. BdietonttY Madam* Lever* iaf# fcotfioteKift to 

morrow; Love; may die upon olff HanoV^d* OfJ*ttfljjr 

*y hi #anHttg ; *tis ©eft *««ifrin^t&e pwftnt<*fcuw<iN 

' *TwdR Mbi "llc^ 'MM^jwft it nwft have time to 

'rfcerron the 1^£*if4ete$ttto{jtti*^ 'twill but wi- 

^l&fa^terwa^fe. : - °* ^•'• 1 > ,v on aodj fled .fowl 

^ Rather 'tis like Gun-powder; <rfcat ^ttittpffib 
totbkeft, -is 'e^mrnonif • the- ftnangEft I if > r<t . . ayttto 

ZHMfc. You Lovers are fcch fiqoff^JCtfltatf** \ 
CTyttigfdt^h^Breaft^Jaiid, wttetr yo* WearicHW it, j 
fell fafr afleep in the Nurfe's Arms — — a*fflH# 
what Fa<&)h4fttt Mook wpoH wy JOtttpcfsatifd i*»« i 

f^, With the fame Faoe that all Mifireflcs lookup* 
their*. f 426me,.<rdhle* j: « ' ••- 1 '' 

Xr/<*. But my Rep«ta^ion1 .' *- , . .^ .*w 

#W. Nay, that's no Argument* if I AcrM beft^afi 
tttteflj for Women get good Fortune* aow r artla>s? by 
lofing their Credits as a cunning, Citizen does by'Aiwk- 

Triek. But I'm fo fhaine-factti Well* I'll go in, a* 
hide my Bluflie*. *'>■ f^- 

#W. I'll noc be long after youj fo* I tKhk rhavc 
hidden my Biufhes where I (hall never find fcm. im» 



&6~enter Tmkiy* * u.i 



.3^: 



2>«*. As I live, Mr. Lhnbirbam and <ttthff*^a« 
juft return'd* I faw.'em entring. Mys Setttehaebt-wiB 
mifcany, if you ore found her*;. Wha^ {haft we dofr • 

Wood. Go you into your Bed-chamber, andiWw^n 16 
to my Fortune.- - ••* * ; • ■; -' ::*V *.• u/ tr ":"iT 

Tw*. That you (hold* 'fee finhilM tfceir^dfttw** 1 
be as ftrongftill} for what fhouldmake yoti hail 

WkU. The curfcon't is too; I bid jny Man tell tfteFs- 

mily I was gone abroad 5 fo that if I am fien, yoatf* 

tnfalliWy dtfcoverU Pj£ 

»H*. Jttrfc I <Nbt.'cb!. Here's a Cheft which J bor-. 
row'd of Mrs. Fkafiwii get quickly into it, and I *j* 



V 
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lock you up :< Therefe. lofting, Jn'c, but £k>oth* o&Mm- 
berh*m% an4a Rox-of Writings. - - '. n- '. ^ i .„ 

f*Wi. I (hall be fmoiher'd. , ;/!.,, 

Trick. Make to$<v for Heav'ns' fake, ^they'll quifkly be 

»y.' That^bea, wij mafce niM*4.?enfei#e any ^hing. 

-d I!*-*. *■ I!^,Lii|iWhaf*^4&T ->i*u.- n.- 
Iiw^ Doft thou not wonder, to fee ^^qsae. agaia 

# J X«#*. N©r-*I am prepaid fotanyifpolifr Rreijt of 
yours: I knew you would hare a. Qualm* ^fya* jfiu 
came rt# ^Settle meat' . ^.i ^-\< 

Irfm^. -Ycwri Scttfcoy^t dcpemls nK^abfoVitciy.op 
that.Chcfr. . - .? • «. ,. . » »m .«. j -'\, f< -t ! 

Zr/**.' Father -<€M*, a Word with you* for, Hcftipn/s 
fike; 

Alio. No, no, I'll sot whifper: Do not ftand in your 
own Light, but produce the Keys, Daughter. 

. Limb. $e not mu&y, my pretty St. Peter, .but produce 
the Keys 5 I muft have the Writings out that concern 
thy Settlement. --...: 

THck. Now I &e you arc fo reasonable* 111 (how you 
I dare truftyour Honeftyj the Settlement Ihall be defer'd 
till another Day. . 

Aldo. No deferring, in thefe Cafes, Daughter. 

Trick. But I have loft the Keys* 

Limb. That's a Jeft! let me feel in thy Pocket, for I 
muft oblige thee. 

Trkk. You ihall feel no where : I havefek already, 
and am iure they ^are loft. 
, jfUo. But feel again, the Lawyer flays. 

. Iritk. Well, to fctisfie you, I will feel They.ar* 

not he r e Nor here neither. 

[She pdL out her Handkerchief* mi the Keys arvp after 
h\ Limberham takes 'em up. ■ 
. Limb. Look you now, Pug! who's in, the Right? 
Well, thou art born to be a lucky Pug, in fpight oTthjr 

fcl£ • . . . ; 

"~ Irkk. 
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leech you, Father Afd*~ • -. ^ . ■) *> • -^ "• . * '? - •*••■ > 
jtio. Not a Syllable : Wli a's tie tDcvilin; jrbm, Dswgtw 

ter ? Open Son, open. avi .w .1 c^;.. ^ « .*.' ■ :. .. 
IwA, [^M .] It (hall not be efetfaVl *Hft hmm? 

Will,' though I k>fc my Settlement: Wo«ttl>*tefc'wil& 

in the Cheft, I would Mdft downito^fplgh^ybu* F&y 



again, W uld I w wmtfmi dwoChefty f wrtrifl hftifcLit 
fcfcft, 



, you ftould not open it. 3febaftrotft^4n^s\ 
good Incle ©n. the. Top of the* itt&fe, if ii« have ttalffit 
to lay hold on*t. . . /- : -. : /r.r.***. . uyTioj 
Xi^* [G#^ /•*/•»** J. Befos* tieirje* Ittenkjoti 
have the Devil i$ a Striag* ?*£; I:©amot/io|feaii$j«&r 
die Cuts of me, -Jititau£o3ku l -what's hor^td fej^ 
believe, {iq^ovy Cojtfbience, .P«^ can Conjure) JMa*y> 
Coti bfcTs « all good^Chrittiaai, ~" r'noi ,- vri: ,c< am 

• LirpS. 1 cannot puih* /i.wa*Jl0t«r*gaod at pufluog.- 
When I pufli, J .think the Dcv^l-mAcs too? v WA I 
ttuft let it alone, £ot I am a F«nbkr*. Hen* ttk*rio* J 
Keys, Pag. .. •.' -w. .a .';:/o. 7 v.* •?<« vn« 

IhV*. \dfidt^ Then all's fife again. , * c ' «m . 

JBfettr |wHth'viptf Gcrvanl. . 4 ? vjbi i-o 

JW. Madam, Mrs /*w/fr«l»j*»t^ 
borrowed of her. She has pre&nt Qcca^GO Ibtityrtai 
has deiir'd us to carry it away. •>■ r • - . • o • ,iw .rrwtod 

Umb, WeD, that ^ but reakm: If fe*n«riHiafrcf<ifc H» 
JBiuAhave it. t y/- 

Tridr. Tell her, it ihall be return'd Come time toida?; 
At prefcift we mull crave her-Pardon, oceanic we mv* 
^fome Writings in it , which muft find he taken oat, 
when we can open it. -..'., 

' Jismb. Kay, that's but rcafiro too : > Then fhe 1 ma& Dot 
have it, - 

Gerv. Let me oome to*t$ I'll break it open, and you 
may take out your Writings. 

Lot*. That's true: 'Tis but rafinabfe it tenld bchro- 
fcenopen. 

K Then I may be bound to make good the Left. 



XM 'Tii wrfmfimibfe irftjould be ordken operi. ' : 
^<fc. BeforgeGawge, <3*revf/fcand hvffl carfry'it'awaf* 
art4 a Smith Sail be fen* for to my Daughter VUkfamts 
Chamber, to open it without damage. " ' * ' • : 
IJmk* Why* who fys agimtt it? *L<» it bei caftyftj 

v »V*d*)Ui I % it fhafl not ftir. » ■- ' » ^ — 4 - 
jc JiW. IWiuft * every >one mufb Ixavfe 'theii^wh ifVSi 
Ji&tfm 0itinmtM&mdut, - } ■■ ■ 1 - :>; ?< 

-Zfcafc *y, fittfujbb Tag t She rfuft ; have h*r owl* 
for j^ffci* is latm tor Juftice. [Aldo **/ GervV lift at & 
-AIM. iifhink the DeviPs in't. • ~ | 

>&erv<r&}x*ds {Somewhat bounces, like him/ in't. "Rs 
jftage£ heavy * but we'll take t'other heave. ' 

.\SiiA. poking bold of tk* Cbtjt.] thea jrotx fl^ir<Srrjr 
me too. Help, murder, murder. ' r ', 

•-o. ,,'■->••: * Enter Mrs. Saintly. 
\ &&*'. Verily, I think all Heffs broke loofe among you. 
* WhatvaSduim in my family r Does this fccbme&e Pu- 
rity pf my Houfe? What will the Ungodly fay-? 

Limb. No matterforth* Ungodly * -this I is all among 
our ielves : For, look you, the Bufinefs js this. Mrs. Plea* 
faoce hai&ttt for this lame Bufinefs here, which {he lent 
icrfugs bow Pug has fame private Bufinefs within this 
Bufinefs, which fhe would take out firft, and the Bufi- 
m& vti& not be r opened * And this makes all the Bu- 
finefs. ,? 
; Smm. Yerily/ I am rais'd up for a Judge' amojafffl; vou* 

aidf& y ■ p ^ 

, : Xfcf*. f fl have no Judge i It mall not go.' K 

^tW>. Why Son^ why Daughter/ why Mrs. Saintly^ 
*OT yon all niatf? Hear ' mfc, 1 am fober, lam difcreet* 
let a Smkh be fent for hither, let him break open the 
©hc#ri ct the things contained be taken out, and the 
thing containing be reftor'd. 

-' Ltmb. Now hear me too, for I am fober and diicreet* 
'Father Abb is an Oracle: It (hall be fo. 

Trifle. Well, to fhow I am reasonable, I am content, 
Mx.Gervafe and I will fetch an Inftrument from the 

next 
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next South v ia the a?ean timc^ ler, the^Cheft remain 
where i&aow ftands, and letjpqyjoae depart theChara- 

ii*»k That no Viqknc^bci.o^ery f to;iAe\Pa%i of 

^0. Then tlus matte/ ls^compos'd,., , ; : . • , \ , v , 

Man, and TetWnv free, w^ou* !*&*%* ;$** 
^Ir. Geryaje., j . , • . ,£^y(^^Sau#ly. 
,S*fl ? *..;yhere is a fqertaui IJoti^jpgt ^OL^yMind, 
and it is of good; I have Kevs here, which a precious 
Brother, a devout Blackfinitn, made me; .and which 
will open any Lock of the fame Bbre; f Vcrily^itcanJjc 
no Sin to unlock this Cheft therewith,, anljf take from 
thence the Spoils of the tJrigodly. I will fatisfiej my 
Cotfden^^gi^ 

tftp Needy i tome. to our Pallor, that; he niay profit 
lawful j and forne I will fenftifie tQ my own uje^ 

[S& «pfcfc /fe Cbejl, AVdVfoo&llfims Up. 
: Wood. Lejt me irnbrace you, "nay dear pdlverer! felefc 
lis! isit joife Mrs Saintly f .', : * . / [She fhrieks. 
Saint. \Sbriekinz.~] Heav'n,.of ,h*s Mercy! Stop Thief, 
flop Thief. . . r 

Wood. What will become of me now ? . . 
Saint. According to thy Wic^^ednqsy (hall it be "done 
unto thee. Havi I difcover'd ik% pack Hidings, thba 
unfaithful Man ! thy Treachery tp me flpu^^e Rewarded, 
verily j for I will TefHfie againft' tnee. 

Wood. Nay, firice you are Co Revengeful, you (hall dif- 
fer your Part of the Di&tace; if you teftine againft me 
for Adultery, I (hall teftifie againft you for Theft; There's 
an Eighth for your Seventh. [Noije. 

Sana. Verity, thev are approaching: Return to ray- 
Imbraces, and it (half be forgiven thee, 

Wood. Thank you, for your own fake. Hark! they 
are coming! cry Thief again, and help to fave all yet. 
Samt. Stop Thief, flop Thief, ^ 
Wood. Thank you, for your own fake : but I fear 'tis 
too late. 
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>&ck. *T*wrwjf3 TheOie* open, and WoodaU difeo- 
▼er*d, I am ruin'd ! • 
• Snter limb. Why aJPtMs fhrielring, MrsStmtlyr 

Wood. [Rujhinghim down."}' Stop Thief, ftop Thief ! cry 
you Mercy, Gentlerfkh^tf Ifeve hurt you. 

'hr^r^Jt^.Y'^ a'fioe Time to cry; a' Man? Mercy, 
wiert'you hire oeateti Ms Wind out: of his Body. 

^/#r/ AS f 'watched the Cheft, behold a Vifion fufhed 
out^f*it; rf on:thc fitddenjatid I lifted up my' Voice; and 

oM*a.- "-- - ' - ■- , . . ' - • ' 

• r iwwJ. A Vjfion,. Landlady* what, have we Qog an* 
Magajg- iri ( 'our Chamber? 

' i*i<£; A Thief, I warrant yp.ii, who had gotten into 
djeChefr. j .. ' ' : ' • .. ■ • ■; 

^W.'Moft certainh? a Thief: For^ hearing- mj Land- 
la^cVytuti'I fleWfrortt my Charnterto her help/and* 
met hi^'rarih|h^ t .]DOwtr Stairs; attd'thcri fe tterh'd back 
to; the pmom/iatid leapt into the Street. 

iW. J thought indeed that fometning held down the 
Cheft, when I would have open'd : ■ But my Wri- 
tings are there ftillj that's one Comfort ! t Oh, Seig- 
rmo> are you here*. ' l - - 

Wood.Xh, you fpeak to'rne, Sir f '' 

"}• ic » * i% •**! J** • - » a 1 * ■ #*.*'*» : 



^SftirThtei* Mr. Wbo3aH, your new Fellow-lodger; 
,t ^/OT^^^ry i, yOu ,, Meycy, Sir* I duTft have fworn you 

could' have Ipbfceh Ungm trtfofa-^ :— I thought in 

my Confcience, Pug, this' had' been thy JtaUm Mer- 
chants 

tPbtii'. Sir,! fee you miftake me for fomc pther ; I 
ftbuld be happy to be better known to you. 

Ximb. Sir, I beg your Pardon with all my Hearto* 
Before George, I was caught again there ! But you are fo 
very like a paltry Fellow, who came to fell Pug Eflenccs 
this Morning, tnat one would fwear thofe Eyes, and that 
Nofc and Mouth, belong'd to that Rafcal. 

Wood. You muft Pardon me, Sir, if I don't much re- 
lifli the Clofe of your Complement. 

Trick. Their Eyes axe nothing like : (you'll have a 

.QuantlO ^, 

limb* 
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Limb. Not very tike, I coafcfs. 

33v*. Their Nofc and Mouth are guitc different 

Limb. As Vug fays, they are quite different indeed: But 
I durfc havefworn it had been he; and therefore onoe 
\aga4o, I demand your fmdmo< 

Trick. Gome, let us go down; by this time Gtrvajt 
has brought the Smith j jmd then Mrs. P/m^om* my 
have her Cheft. PJeafe you. Sir, to bar u* Company. 

HM. At your Service, Madam. 

Limb. Fray lead t|be way, Sir< 

#fcW."Tis againft my Will, Sir : But I muft leave yea 
inF^Jcflion. [Extrn. 




ACT IIL SCENE I. 

Enter Saintly *** Plca&nce. 




ignii 

. Saint. Above all things, have a Care of him your fdf j 
jEbr furely there is Witchcraft betwixt his lips : He ua 
y/ctf within the Sheepfold; and therefore I will be earn- 
eft, that you may not fall. [JEttf. 

Tleaf Why mould my Mother be fb-inquifitife about 
this Lodger ? I half fufpe& old Evt her felt has a Miad 
to be nibling at the Pippin: He makes Love to one of 
'em, I am confident j it may be both $ for methinksl 
mould have done fo, if I had been a Man j but thedamn'd 
Petticoats have perverted me to Honefty, and therefore I 
have a grudge to him, for the Friviledgc of his Sex. He 
fhuns me too, and that vexes me; .for though I would 
deny him, I fcorn he mould not think me worth a ci- 
rUQueftion.. 
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*e-ent*r Woodall, with Trickfy, idfo. Brainfick, Judith, 

.„ .„ andUupck. 

yirs.$rw f Xomb, your Works, your Works j they 
(hall have the Approbation of Mrs. Plea/and, ' 

Trick. No more Apologies: ^t Judith the Words i flic 
fires *£&&,. . . . 



• '- v **• - ...... 
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BT *Jij^ Cgnft tymg, ' 
"Damon* rryV, *// p/tte and dying; 

But cruel She I lov'd m vain. 

* Sti u t to ta rm /y Vftu&le; . 

jfad hollow Mount sum 

My Grow rtdouHe: - 

Every l$nph mourns me, " * 

Thus while I languijh-, 
'She only feornsmte y 

Who cans' d my Anguijh. 

.No love returning me, hut all Hofe denying^ 

By a difm/d Cyfrefs lyitig/ 

Like a Swan, fifimg he dyirigi 
1 Xe?4 P Death that ends rny Taint'/ 

But cruel $bt flbvd in vain/ 

» « • * 

Tleaf. By thefe Ianguiming Eyes, and thofe Stmagres of 

' yours, we are given to uneferftand, Sir, you have a Mi* 

ftrefs in this Company: C*me, make a free difcovery 

which of 'em your Poetry is to Charm j and put the •- 

ther out of Pain. 

Trick. No doubt 'twas meant to Mrs. Brainfick. 

Mrs. Brain. We Wives are defoicable Creatures: w» 
know it, Madam, when a Mifbefs is in presence. 

fkaf. Why this Ceremony betwixt you? 'Tis a likdy 
proper Fellow, and looks as he cou'd People a new lu* 
of Fines. 

y^L.lV. C Mrs} 
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Mrs.Bra/w. 'Twerc a work of Charity to convert afcir 
young Schifmatick, like you, if 'twere but to gain you' 
to, a better Opinion of the Goyerninent. 

PUaf. If I am not miftakea m you two, he has work* 
of Charity enough upon his hands already; but 'tis awil- 
1 ng Soul, I'll warrant him, eager upon the Quarry, and 
.as fharp as a Govcrnour of Covtni~G*rden. 

Wood, Sure this is not the phrafe of your Family: I 
thought to have fouad a fandhfy'd Sifter; but I fiuped 
now, Madam, that if your Mother keptaPenfion in your 
Father's time, there might be ibme Gentleman-Lodger in 
the Houfej for I humbly conceive, you arc of .the half- 
Ifcrain at leaft. ' " 

Tleaf. For all the rudenefs of your Language, I am re- 
4oWd to know upon what Voyage you are bound: you 
Privateer of Love, you Argiet*s Man, that Cruife up and 
down for prize in the Streigkts M*uth-> which of the Vef- 
iels wou'd you jfaap now? 

Trick. We aie both under fafe Convoy, Madam: a Lo- 
ver, and a Husband, { 

Flea/. Nay, for your part, you are notably guarded, I 
confels j but Keepers have their Rooks, as well as Game- j 
iters: But they only venture under 'em, till they pick up 
a Sum, and tnen pulh for themfelvcs. 

Wood. (Ajide.) A Plague of her fufpicmnii they'll ruin 
gie on that fide. 

tleaf. So j let but little Minx go proud, and the Dogs 
w~Coven± Garden have her in the wind immediately: a) 
purfue the Scent. ] 

. Trick. Not to a Boarding houjfe, I hope! I 

Flmf. If they were wile, they wou'd rather go to a j 
Brothel-houfej for there moft Miftrefles have left ochind • 
'em their Maiden-heads, of blefled memory: andthofc j 
which wou'd not go off in that Market, arc carry'd abort 
by Bawds, and fold at Doors, like dale Flefh in Baskets. 
Then, for your honefly, or juftneis, as you call it> w j 
your Keepers, your kept Miftrefs is originally a Punk} 
' and let the Cat be chang'd into, a Lady never fo formally* 
ihe Hill mains her natural property of Mouling. 
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Mrs. Brain. You arc very (harp upon the Miftrefles j tut 
1 hope you'll fpare the Wives. 

Pleaf. Yes, as much as your Husbands do, after the fir ft 
Month of Marriage 5 but you requite their negligence in 
HouftioJd-duties, by makiag them Husbands of the&ft 
Head, c're the Y«ar be over. 

Wood. [Afide] She has me there too ! 

2leaf. And, as for you young Gallant, 

Wood.. Hold, I befeech you, a Truce for me. 

P £*£«i n } TOth } &** J™' fof y° u t*™ undertaken a 
moft difficult Task, to cozen two Women, who are no 

Babies in their Art; if you bring it about, you perform 
as much as he that cheated the very Lottery. 

WtoL Ladies, I am forry this IhouM happen to you 
for my fake: (he's in a raging Fit, you fee* 'tis beft with- 
drawing, till the Spirit of Prophecy has left her. 

Trick. I'll take flicker in my Chamber,-, — -whither I 
hope, he'll liave the grace to follow me, \Afide 

Mrs. $ram. And, now I tbirik on'r, \ have lome Let* 
tcrs to dilpatch. [2* Trick, and Mrs, Brain, federally. 

Pleaf Now, good John among the Maids, how mean 
you>t© beftow your time? Away, to your Study I advife 
you, invoke your Mufcs, and make Madrigals upon abience. 
% Wo0sL I wou'd go to China or Japan, to be rid of that 
impetuous Clack of yoursc Farewel, thou Legion of 
Tongues in one Woman. 

Tleaf. Will younot %, Sir? it may be I have a little 
buunels with you. 

f«*k Yes, the fecond part of the fame Tune! Strike 
byyourfelf, IwcctLarumj you're true Beli-mcttal, Iwar- 

Mt y° u ' [Exit 

tleaf. ThisSpightfulnefs of mine will be my Ruin: To 
nil them off, was well enough} but to talk him away 
too! O Tongue, Tongue! thou wert givca for a Curie 
to all our Sex! 

Enter Judith. 
Jud. Madam, your Mother wou'd ipeak with you 
tUaf I will not come: I'm mad I think: I come fcn- 
mediately Well, I'll go in, and vent my Paffion, by 
failing at them, and hjm too. c Ex f f 
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Jtd. You may cater in fcfety, Sir, the Endm/i 
march'd off. 

Bt-enter Woodall. 

Wood. Nothing, but the love I bear thy Miftrefs, <»tf4 
keep me in the nouie with fuch a Fury. When will the 
bright Nymph appear ? 

yud. Immediately: I hear, her coming. 

Wood. That I cou'd find her coming, Mrs. Judith! 

Enter Mrs. Brainfick. 
You have made me languifli in Expectation, Madam. Was it 
nothing, do you think, to be £*• near a Happinefs, witk 
violent Defires, and to be delay'd ? 

Mrs. Brain. Is it nothing, do you think, for a Woman 
of Honour, to overcome tie tyes of Virtue and Reputa-, 
tion; to do that for you, which I thought I (hou'd never 
Jwve ventur'd for the fake of any Man ? \ 

Wood. But my comfort is, tnat Love has overcome. 
Your Honour is, in other words, but your good Repute; ' 
and 'tis my part to take care of that : for the Fountain of a -i 
Woman's Honour is in the Lover, as that of the Subjcfi | 
is in the King. I 

Mrs. Brain. You had concluded well, if you had been j 
my Husband : you know where our Subjection lies. | 

Wood. But cannot I be yours, without a Prieft ? They* 
were cunning People, doubtlefs, who began that Trade; 
to have a double Hank upon us, for two Worlds : that i» 
Fleafure here, or hereafter ihou'd be had, without a Bribe 
to them. 

Mrs. Brain. Well, I'mrcfeVd, I'll read, againft the next 
time I ice youj for the truth is, I am not very well pre- 
paid with Arguments for Marriage - 9 mean while, &e- 
wcl. 

Wood. I ftand corrected j you have reafon indeed to gk 
if I can ufe my time no better : We'll withdraw, if J* 
plcaie, and diipute the reft within. 

Mrs. Brain. Perhaps, I meant not £o. „ 

Wood. I understand your meaning at your Eyes. VotfU \ 
watch, Judith? 

Mrs. Brain. Nay, if that were all, I expe& not mf 

Husband till to Morrow: The Tmth is, he's ib.odlj **■. 

- - - - - jmfiur4» 
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jnour'd, that, if I were ill-inclin'd, it wou»d half juftifie . 
a Woman: He's fuch a kind of Man. 

Wood. Or, if he be not, we'll make him fuch a kind of 
Man. 

Mr$. Brain. So Fantaftical, fo Mufical, his Talk all Rap- 
ture, and half Nonfenfe : Like a Clock out of order, fet 
him a going, and he ftrikes eternally. Befides,' he thinks* 
me fuch a Fool, that I cou'd half refblre to revenge my 
fdf, in jufti6cation of my Wit. 

Wood. Come, come, no half Resolutions among Lo- 
vers j Til hear no more of him, till I have reveng'd you 
fully. Go out, and watch, Judith. [Exit Judith. 

Mrs. Brain. Yet, I cou'd lay, in my Defence, that rriy 
Friends married me to him againft my Will. 

Wood. Then let us put your Friends too, into the Quar- 
rel: it (hall go hard, but 111 give you a Revenge for them. 

Enter Judith again, hafiily. 
How now ? what's the matter ? 

Mrs. Brain. Can'ft thou not fpeak? hail thou feen a 

Ghoft? — 

As I live, (he figns Horns f that muft be for my Hus- 
band: He's return'd. 

[Judith looks ghafity, and figns Horns. 

Jud. I wou'd have told you -ft,' if I cou'd have {pokeff 
fer fear. ^ 

Mrs. Brain. Hark, a knocking! what (hall we da? 

^ [Knocking.'] 

There's no dallying in this cafe: here you muft not be 
found, that's certain 5 but Judith hath a Chamber within 
.mine 3 hafte quickly thither j I'll iecure the reft. 

Jud. Follow me, Sir. [Ex. Woodall, Judiths 

Knocking again She opens: Enter Brainlick. 

Brain. What's thematter, Gentlewoman ? am I excluded 
from my own Fortrefs ; and by the way of Barricado F 
Am I to dance Attendance at the Dqor, as if I were fomer 
baft tlebeianGioom? Fli have you know,, that when rar 
Foot aflaults, the Lightning and the Thunder are not la 
terrible as the Strokes : Brazen Gates fhall tremble, and 
•' Bolts of Adamant dismount from off their Hinges, to ad- 
mit me. 

O 2. Mrs. 
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Mrs. Brain. Who wou'd have thought that 'noftnDear 
wou'd have come fo fbon? I was e'en lying down on 
my Bed, and dreaming of him : Turn a* me, and bufs, 
poor Dear, piddee buff. 
Brain. I naufeate thefe foolifh Feats of Lore. 
hits. Brain. Nay, but why fhou'd he be fo fretful now? 
and knows I doat on him j to leave a poor Dear fo.krag 
without him, and then come home in. an angry humour! 
' indeed I'ilky. 

Brain. Prethee leave thy fulfom Fondneis; I have (or* 
feited on Conjugal Embraces. 

Mrs. Brain. I thought fo; fi>me light Hufwife has be* 
witch'd him from me: I was a little Fool, fo I was; to. 
leave a Dear behind at Barntt, when I knew the Women 
, wou'd run mad for him. 

Brain. I have a lufcious ^ir forming, like a Patftf, In 
my Brain-pan : and now thou conVfl a-crofs my Fancy, 
todifturb the rich Ideas? with the yellow Jaiindiesdf thy 
Jealouiie. [ Noife within.] 

Hark, what Noife is that within, about Judms Bed? 

Mrs. Brain. I believe, Dear, {he's making it. ■ ■ 
Wou*d the Fool w#u'd go*. 

Brain. Hark, again! r 

. Mrs. Brain. \-4fide*\ I have a. difmal apprehenfioa ifl 

my Head, that he's giving my Maid a caft of his Office, 

in my ffead. O, how*it flings me! [Woodall /«#*«. 1 

Brain. I'll enter, and find the reafon of this Tumult. 

Mrs. Brain, [holding him.'] Not for the World: these 

may be a Thief there; and (hou'd I ^put 'nown Dear in 

danger of his Life ? 

>Mhat fhall I do? betwixt tie jealoufie of my Love, and 
fear of this Fool, I am diffracted: I mud not venture'em 
together, whate'er comes on't. Why, Judith* I. fay! 
Come forth, Damfcl. 

Wood. [ vifhin.J The Danger's over: I may come out 
fafely. 

Jut. [within.] Are you mad? you ma' not. 
% Mrs. Brain. .\_4Jkle. ] So, now I'm ruin'd unavoidably. 
Brain. Who-e'er thou art, I have pronoune'd thy Doom ; 
t*,. dreadful Brainfick bares his brawny Arm in tearing 

terrour* 
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terrour; kneeling Queens in vain fhou'd beg thy Beingv— 
Sa, fa, there. 

Mrs. Brain, [Ajuie."] Tho' I believe he dares not* ven- 
ture in-, yet I muft not put it to the Tryal. Why Judith*, 
come out, come out, Hufwife. 

lister Judith, trembling. 
What Villain have you hid within ?* 

Jud. O Lord, Madam, what (hall I fay ?' 

Mrs. Brain. How (hou'd I know what you (hou'd fay? 
"Mr. Brain/ick has heard a Man's Voice within j if you 
knew what he makes there, confefs the Truth} I am a£ 
moil dead with Fear, and he (lands fliaking. 

Brim. Terrour, I ! 'tis Indignation (hakes me. With 
this Sabre Pllflice him {mail as Atoms*, he {hall be doom'd 
by the Judge, and damned upon the Gibbet. 

Jud. [kneeling.'] My Matter's £o outragious, fweet 
Madam, do you intercede for me, and I'll tell you all in 
private. * . * {WlAfaers.] 

If I lay it is a Thief, hell call up help • I know not what 
•'th' fudden to invent. 

Mrs. Brain. Let me alone. — .And is this all? why 
wou'd you not confefs it before, Judith? when you 
know I am an indulgent Mittrefs. [Laughs.] 

Brain. What has fhe confefs'd? 

Mis. Brain. A venial Love-Trefpais, Dear: 'Tis a Sweet- 
heart of hers • one that is to marry her j and (he was un- 
willing I (hou'd know it, fo (lie hid him in her Chamber. 

Enter Aldo. 

Aide. What's the matter trow? what, m Martial pofturrj 
Son Brainpck ? 

Jud. Pray, Father Aldo, do you beg my pardon of my 
Matter: I have committed a Faulty thave hidden a Gen- 
tleman in my Chamber, who is to marry me without 
his Friend's Confent, and therefore came in private to* 
me. 

Aide. That thou (hould'tt think to keep this Secret! 
Why, I know it as well as he that made thee. 

Mr*v Brain, [afide.] Heav/n be prais'd, for this Knower 
©f all things: Now will he lie three or four rapping 
yolunticrs, rather than be thought ignorant in any thing. 

O4 Mr*i(-± 



jxo Limberham; Or* 

Bnwi. Do you know his Friends, Father .4Ur? 

Alio. Know 'eml I think I do. His Mother was, a* 
Arch-Deacon's Daughter; as honed a Woman as ever 
broke Bread : She and I have been Cater-Coufins in our 
Youth's we have tumbled together between a pair of Sheets, 
ifaith. 

Brain. An honeft Woman, and yet yon two fcave tum- 
bled together !' thofe are inconfiftcnt. 

Alio. No matter for that. 

Mrs. Brain. He blunders; I mull help him. I Warrant 
'twas before Marriage, that you were to great 

Alio. Before George, and fb it was: for (he had the 
prettiefl black Mole upon her left Ancle, it does megowl 
to think on't! His Father was Squire what d' you call 
him, of what d* you call 'em Shire. What think you* 
little Juiiih ? do I know him now ? 

Jui* I fuppofe you may be miftaken: my Servant** 
Father is a Knight of Hamfhire. 

Alio. I meant of HjtmpJtre. But that I fhou'd forget 
he was a. Knight, when I got him Knighted at the Kings 
coming in ! Two rat Bucks, I am Aire he fent me. 
. Brain. And what's his Name? 

Alio. Nay, for that, you muft excuJGb me: I muAnot 
difclofe little Judith's Secrets. 

Mrs. Brain. All this while the poor Gentleman is left 
in pain: we mud let him out in fecret; for I believe the 
young Fellow is fo bafhful, he wou'd not willingly be 
fcen. 

Jui. The beft way will be, for Father Alio to lend me 
the Key of his Door, which opens into my Chamber ; 
and fb I can convey him out. 

Alio. [Giving her a Key.] Do fo, Daughter, Not I 
word of my Familiarity with his Mother, to prevent * 
Blood- (bed betwixt us : but I have her Name down itt 
»y Almanack, I warrant her. 

Jui. What, kifs and tell, Father Alio; kifs and tell! 

[Mxk 

Mrs. Brain. I'll go and pais an hour with Mrs.Zfr#- 

- ■ : - - [M. 
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Enter Limber htm. 

Brain. What, the lufty Lover timberham ! 
Enter WoodaJl at another JDoorT 
* Aldo.O here's zMounfieur, nc/j come over, and aFet* 
low-lodger 5 I mull endear you two to;one another. 

Brain. Str, 'tis my extream ambition to be better 
known to you: you come out of the Country I adore. 
And hew does the dear Battifl? I Jong foi fome of his 
new Compofitions in the laft'-Ojer*. Aprofol I have had - 
the moft happy Invention this Morning, and a Tune 
trouling in my Head} I rife immediately in my Night- 
Gown and Slippers, down I put the Notes flap dam* 
made "Words to 'em like Lightning: and I warrant you 
kare 'cm at the Circle in the Evening. 

Wood. All were compleat, Sir, if S. ufvdre .would mak«r 
feps to *em. _ ' * * - _ ' * ■ 

Brain. Nay, thanks to my Genius^ that care's, over ; 

you /hall fee, you (hall fee. But firft the Air. [&£*•]. 

1st not very fine? H2, Mejpeurs! 

Ltm. The clofe of it is the moft ravifhing I ever 
heard! 

Brain. I dwell' not on your Commendations.* Whafc 
lay you, Sir ? \To Wood.'] 1st not admirable ? Do you ea- 
ter into't? 

Wood., Moft delicate Cadence L 

Brain. Gad* I think fo, without, vanity. Battifl and I : 
have but one Soul, But the clofp, the clofe! [Sings k 
thrice aver.'] I have Words too uporf the Air* but I am 
naturally fo baihfuU - 

Wood. Will you oblige me*. Sir ? 

Brain. You might command me, Sirj fbrliingtoo* 
m Cavalier.: but—— 

Lim. But you wou'ef be entreated, and fey. Sob, nolo*, 
nolo, three times, like any Bifhop, when your Mouth wa- 
ters at the Diocefe. 

Brain. I have no Voice 5 but, fince this Gentlcmak 
W&nvtnds me, let the Words commend themielves., 

[Sing** 
My Phyllis is Charmng. ■■ ■■ « '! v 

\ 
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Lim. But why, of all Names,, wou'd you chufe a PfoT- 
lis! There haveDeen fo .many FhUlis's in Songs, I thought 
there had not been another lefe, for Love or Money. 

Br *'m. If a Man fhou'd liften to a Fop! [S'mp] 

My Phillis 

A 1 do. Before George, I am on t'other fide; I think, as 
good no Song, as no Fhillis. 

Brain. Yet again ! — My Fbillis - [%.] 

Urn. Pray, tor my fake, let it be your Chloris. 

Brain. [Looking ftornfully *t him,'] My Fhillis — [Sag.] 

Lim. You had as good call her your Succubd. 
. Brain. Morbleau! will you not give me leave? I am 
full of Fhillis. [Sings. .] My Fhillis. 

Lim. Nay, I confefs, Fhillis is a very pretty Name. 

Brain. Viable! Now I will not fing to fpight you. By 
the World* you are not 'worthy of it. Well, I have I 
Gentleman's Fortune, Thave Courage, and make no in- 
confidcrable Figure in the World: yet I wou'd quit mj 
Pretentions to all thefe, rather than not be Author of thi* 
Sonnet, which your Rudenefs has irrevocably loft, 
. Lim. Some foolifh Trench quelque chofe, I warrant you. 

Brain. Ghtelque chofe ! O Ignorance, in fupreme Perfe- 
ction! he means a kekj/hofi. 

- Lim. Why, a kekjhms let it ' be then \ Aad' a kekfim 
for your Song. 

Brain. I give to the Devil fiich a Judge : well, were I 
to be born again, I wou'd as foon be the Elephant, as a 
Wit* he's leis a Monfter in this Age of Malice. I cou'4 
burn' my Sonnet, out of rage. 

Lim. Ycu may ufe your pleaiiire with your own. 

Wood. His Friends wou'd not differ him : Virgil was flat 
permitted to burn his JEneids. 

BrtJi. Dear. Sir, I'll not die ingratefuTfor your Appro-' 



bation: [Jjide to \iood*ll~\ You Tee this Fellow? he* an 
Afs already j he has a handfom Miftrefs, and you fhall i 
ftiake an Ox of him, e're long. ] 

food. Say no more, ir-fhallbe done. 

lim. Hark you, Mr.JfWa//; this fool Bramftck growl 
iafupfortablc j he's a publick Nufancej but I fcorn to fet 
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iny Wit againft him: He has a pretty Wife: I fay no 
more, but if you do not graff him ■ ■ ■■ 
Wood. A Word to the Wife: I fhall confidcr him, for 

- your fake. • 

Limb. Pray do, Sb: Coniider him much. 

Wood. Much is the Word This Fewd makes well 

for me. [Afide. 

Brain, to Wood. HI give you the Opportunity, and rid 
you of him' Come away, little Lbnberham ; you, 

and I, and Father Aldo^ will take a turn together in the: 
Square. . 

Aldo. We'll follow you immediately. 

Limb. Yes, we'll come after you, Bully Bramfick : But 
I hfipe you will not draw upon us there. 

Brain. If you fear that, Bilbo fhall be left behind. 

Limb. Nay, nay, leave* but your Madrigal behind r 
Draw not that upon us, and 'ps no matter for your 
Sword. [Exit Brain.. 

Enter Trickfy, and Mrs. Brainfick, with a Note for each. 

Wood. [A(ide.~] Both together! either of 'em apart, had 
been my Bufinefs; But I fhall ne'er play well at this 
three-hand Game. 

Limb. O, fug, how have you been paffing of your 
Time? , 

Trick. I have been looking over the laft Prefent or 

- Orange Gloves you made me 5 and methinks I do nor 

like die Scent O Lord, Mi.Woodall, did" you bring 

thofe you wear from Paris? 

Woods Mine are Roman, Madam; 

Trick. The Scent I love, of all the World. Pray let 
me fee 'em. 

Mrs. Brain. Nay, not both, good Mrs. Trickfy j for I 
love that Scent as well at you. 

Wood. [Psdling *em off, and giving each one.'] I (hall finch 
► two Dosen more of w omens Gloves among my Tri* 
fles, if you pleafe to accept 'em Ladies. 

Trick. Look to't; we fhall expert 'cm ■ ■ N ow to 
put i&'tny Billet doux I 

Mrs. Brain, So, now I have the Opportunity to thruft 
in my Note, 



* 
v 
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Trick Here, Sir, take your Glove again j the ■Pejlune 1 ! 
too ftrong iFor me. 

. Mrs. Brain. Pray take the other to'tj though I Ibould 
have kept it for a Pawn. - 

[Mrs. Rrainiick's Note falls out, Limb, takes it uf. 
Limb, What have we here ? For Mr. Wbodall. 
Both Women. Hold, hold, Mr.Limberbam.[lhey foatcbit. 
Aldo. Before George, Son Lsmberbam, you (hall read it. 
JfW. By your Favour, Sir, but he muft not. 
Trick. He'll know my Hand, and I am ruin'd! 
Mrs. Brain. Oh, my Misfortune! Mr . JffoM, will y<# 
fuffer your Secrets to be diicoverti ? 

Wad. It belongs to one of 'em, that** <%rtai ri ■ » * 
Mr. Limberham, I muft deHre you to reftore this Letter j 
*tis from my Miftrefs. 
Trick. The Devil's in him 5 will he xonfcfi?^ 
Wood. This Paper was* font me from her this -Morn- 
ing; and I was lo fend of it, that I left it in my GbfC' 
If one of the Ladies had found it there, I fliouid have been 
bugh'd at raoft unmercifully. 
Mrs. Brain. That's well come off! 
Limb. My Heart was at myNMouth,. for feat it tad 

fcecnfKj's MSfr.] There 'tis t«an Hold, hold, 

pray let me fce't once more : A Miirrap, faid you ? 

Aldo. Yes, a Miftrefs, Sir. I'll be fib Voucher* he las 
a Miftrefs, and a fair one too. 

Limb. Do you know it, Father Alio, * 
Aldo. Know it! I know the Match is as good as made 
already : Old Wcoddll and 1, are all one. You, Son, wat 
fent tor over on purpofej the Articles for her Jointure 
are all concluded, and a Friend of mine drew *cm. 
Limb. Nay, if Father Aldo knows it, I am latisfy 1 ^ 
Aldo. But how <ame you by this Letter* Son Hmml 
let me examine you. 

Hood. Came by it! (Pox, he has non-fluid me!) H«W 
do you fay I came by it, Father Aldo t 

Aldo. Why, there's it, now. This Morning I »# 
your Miftrefs s Father, Mr, you know wh o — ** 
Hood. Mr. who. Sir? 
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jBfo. Nay, you (Ball excufe me for that j but we are 
intimate: His Name begins with fomc Vowel or Con* 
ftnant, no matter which; well, her Father gave me this 
very Numerical Letter, fupericrib'd, Ftr Mr. Woodall. 

Limit, Before George, and Co it ij. 

AUo. Cany me this Letter, quoth he, to jour Son 
Wfadall; *tis from my Daughter fiich a one, and then 
whifper'd me her Name. 
• Wood. Let me fee; 1*11 read it once again. 

Limb. What, are you not acquainted with the Con? 
tents of it? 

Wood. O, your true Lover will read you over a Letter* 
from his Miftrefs, a thousand times. 

Trick. Ay, two thousand, if he be in the Humour. 

Wood. Two^thoufasd! then it muft be hers. [Reads ta 
himfetf.] Away, to your Chamber, immediately, and Ffl 
give my Fool the flip (The Fool ! that may be ei- 

ther the Keeper, or the Husband $ but commonly the 
Keeper is the greater. Humh \ without Subfcriation ! it 
muJzbe Tricky.) Father Jldo* prithee rid meoftnis Cox* 
comb. 

AUo. Come, Son Limberham, we let our Friend Brain- 
fick walk too long alone: Shall we follow him? We muft 
make haftej for ( expe& a whole Beavy of Whores, a 
Chamber-full of Temptation, this Afternoon : Tis my Day 
of Audience. 

Limb. Mr.HfadaU, wc leave you here, you remember? 

[Exeunt Limb, and Aldo, 

Wood. Let me alone. Ladies, your Servant; I have a 
Httle private Bufineis with a Friend of mine. 

Mrs. Brain. Meaning me ■ ■ Well, Sir, your Servant* 

Trick. Your Servant, till we meet again. [ExtmtfeverttUy^ 

SCENE II. Mr. WoodaU'x Chamber. 

Enter Mrs. Bfalntick alone. 

Mrs. Brain. My Note has taken, as I wifl/d: He will 

be her< immediately. If I could but refolve to lofe no* 

time, out of Modeflyj but 'tis his Part to be Violent, 

for both tmr Credits, Never fo little force and ruffling, 

and 
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and a poor weak Woman is exctis'd. [Noife.] Hark, X 
hear him coming Ah me! the Steps beat dou- 

ble: He comes not alone: If it fhould be my Husband 
with him ! where fhali I hide my felf ? I ice ao other 
place, but under his Bed: I muft lye asfilently* as my 
Fear will fufler me. Heav'n fend me Me again to my 
#wn Chamber. [Creeps under the JttL 

Enter Woodall and Trickfy. 
Wood. Well, Fortune at the laft is favourable, and now 
you are my Pruoner. 

Trick, After a quarter of an Hour, I fuppofe, I ffaall 
have my liberty upon cade Terms. But pray let us 
* parley a little firft. 

Wood. Let it be upon the Bed then. Pleaie you to fit? 

Trick. No matter where: I am never the nearer to 
your wicked Purpofe. But you Men are commoolyt 
great Comedians in Love- matters f therefore you muft 
iwear, in the firft Place- ■ 

Wood. Nay, no Conditions : The Fortrefs is reduced to 
Extremity; and you muft yield upon Difcretion, or I 
Storm. 
^ Trick. Never to love any other Woman. 

mod. I kifs the Book upon't, [Kjtfes her. Mrs.. Brain. 
finches him from underneath the Bed.] Oh, are you at your 
Love-tricks already ? If you pinch mo thus, I {hall bite 
your Lip. 

Trick. I did not pinch you: But you are apt, I fee, to 
take any Occaiion of gathering up more clofe to me. 
Next, you fhali not fb much 1 as look oa Mrs. Brainfick. 

Wood. Have you done? thefe Covenants are fo tedious!: 

Ttick. Nay, but fwear then. 

Wood. I do promife, I do fwear, I do any thing. 
{Mrs. Brain, runs a Fin into him] Oh, the Devil! what 
do you mean. to run Pins into me? this is perfect Cat- 
ter-wauling. 

Trick. You fancy all this; I would not hurt you.fbf 
the World. Came, you ihaU fee how well I love you— 
IXsJfes him: Mrs. Brain, f ricks her.] Oh! I think joa 
have Needles growing in your Bed. \Jkthr\jt *}* 

Wood. I'll fee what** the matter in'tw 

----- SA :g t 
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Saint. [Within^] Mr. Wbodall, where are you, verily ? 

Wood. ?ox verily her; 'tis my Landlady: Here, hide 
your felf behind the Curtains, while I run to the Door 
to flop her Entry. ■ 

Trick. Neceflity has no Law; I muft be patient. 

[She gets into: the Bed, and draws the deaths over her± 

Enter Saintly, 

Sain}. In fadncfs,' Gentleman, I can hold no longer : 
I will not keep your wicked Counfel, how you were 
lock'd up in the Cheft ; for it lyes heavy upon my Con* 
fciencc, and' out it mud, and (hall. 

Wood. You may tell", but who'll believe you ? where'* 
your Witnefs ? 

Saint. Verily, Heav'n is my Witnefs. 

Wood. That's your Witnefs too, that you would have 
allur'd me to Lewdnefs, have fedue'd a hopeful young 
Man, as I am j you wou'd have intie'd Youth: Mark 
that, BCldam. 

Saint, I care not 5 my (ingle Evidence is 'enough to 
{ ^.iMnberhnrh-y he will believe me, that thou burn'ft 
in unlawful Luft to his beloved: So thou fhalt be an Out~ 
call from my Family. 

Wood. Then will I go to the Elders of thy Church^ 
and lay thee open -before them, that thou did'ft Feloni- 
oufly unlock that Cheft, with wicked Intentions of pur- 
loining: So thou (halt be Excommunicated from the 
Congregation, thou Jexjebel, and deliver'd over to Satan. 




me, ^ 

himj for it is IT judg'd Cafe amongft us^ tliat a marry' 
Woman may ileal from her Husband, to relieve a Bro- 
ther. But yet thou may'ft attone this difference betwixt 
u s* verily, thou mayeft. 

Wood. Now thou art .tempting me again. Well, if I 
had not the Gift of Contincricy, what might become of 
me? 

Saint. The means have been offered thee, and thou 
naft ki,cked with the Heel : I will go immediately to thf 
Tabernacle of MT.Limfcrbam, and difcoyer thee, O thou 
Serpent, in thy crooked Paths* " [Going \ 
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Wood* Hold, good Landlady f not fb faft; let me fare 
time to confider on'tj I may mollifie, for Flcfli is frail. 
An hour or two hence we will confer together upon- 
the Premises. 

Saint. Oh, on the fudden, I feel my felf exceeding 
Sick! Oh! oh! 

Wood. Get you quickly to your Clofet, and fall to your 
MsraMis*, this is no place fox fick People. Be gone, be 
gone. 

Saint. Verily, I can go no farther. 

Wood, But you (hall, verily: I will thruft you down, 
out of pure Pity. 

Saint. Oh, my Eyes grow dimf my Heart quops, afid 
jny Back aketh! here I will lay me down, and red me. 
[Throws her fdffuddenly down upon the Bed; Trickfy 
Jhrieks, and nfes : Mrs. Brainlick rifes from under 
the Fed in a fright. 

Wtod. So! here's a fine Bufinefs! my whole Seraglh up 
"in Arms ! 

Saint. So, fo; if Providence had not fent me hither, 
What Folly had been this Day committed ! 

Trick. Oh the old Woman in the Oven! we both o* 
ver-heard your pious Documents: Did we not, Mrs, 
Brainfick t 

Mrs. Brain. Yes, we did over r hear her, and we will 
both teftifie againft her. 

Wood. I have nothing to fay for her. Nay, I told ker 
her own j you can both bear me Witnefs* If a fobcr 
Man cannot be quiet in his own Chamber for her— 

Trick. For, you know, Sir, when Mrs. Mrainfick and I 
over-heard her coming, having been before acquainted 
with her wicked Purpofe, we both agreed to Trap her 
in it. 

Mrs. Brain. And now flte would fcape her felf,accu* 
fing us ! but let us both conclude to call an Infamy upon 
her Houfe, and leave it. 

Saint. Sweet Mr. WoodaU, intercede for me, or I frail 
%e ruin'd. 

Wood. Well, for once, I'll be (Sood-natur'd, and try my 
Intercft. Pray, Ladies, for my lake, let this Bufinefi 
go no farther. ~ Ztfri 



The Kind Keeper 3x9 

- Trick. & Af«. J&rw*. You ljaay command us. 

Wood. -For, look you, the Offence was property to my 
Per {on j and Charity lias taught me to forgive my Ene- 
mies. I tope, Miflrefs Sab^ly^ this will be a warning 
to you, to amend your Life: I ipeak like a Chriftiaa, as 
one that tenders ms Welfare of your Souk 

Stmt. Verily, I will confider. 

Wood. Why, that's well ftd— - \J$io .} Gad, and to 
muft I too ; for my People is diflatisfy'd, and my Go- 
vernment in danger : Birtthis is no phecfor Meditation. 
Ladies, I wait on you. [Exeunt* 




»*><■ 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Enttr Aldo and Geoffery, 

^ftfe.'TNMpatch, Geeffajj difparch: The Out-Iyiag Punks 
JL/ will be upon us, e'er I am in a Readineft, to 
give Audience. Is the Office well provided? 

Geoff. The Stores are very low, Sir: Some Dw^ pet- 
ticoats, and Manto's we have; and half a dozen Pair of 
lac'd Shooes, bought from Court at fecond Hand. 

AJdp. Before George, there's not enough to rig out a 
Mournival of Whores : They'll think me grown a meer 
Curmudgeon. Mercy on me, how will this glorious 
Trade be carry'd on, with fuch a miierable Stock! 
. Getf. I hear a Coach already Hopping at the Door. 

Aldo. Well, fomewhat in Ornament for the Body» 
fomewhat in Counfel for the Mind ; one thing muft 
help out another, in this bad World: Whoring muft ga 
on. 

Enter Mrs. Overdon, and her Daughter Pru. 

Mrs. Over. Ask Blefiing, Pru: He's the heft Father 
you ever had. 

Aldo. Blefs thee, and make thee a ftbftantial, thriving* 
Whore. Hare your [Mother in-your Eye, Pru; 'tis £oo3 
to follow good Example; How old are you, Frni »oH 
up your Head, Child. ft*. 
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tru. Going o'my Sixteen, Father Aldo. 

Aldo. And you have been initiated but theft two- 
Years: Lofs of Time, loft of precious "Time. Mrs. 0- 
verdon, how much have you made of tru, force (he has 
been Man's Meat ? 

Mrs.Over. A very fmall Matter, by my Troth; coo- 
fidering the Charges I have been at in ner Education : 
Poor Pru was born under an unlucky Planet $ I defpair 
*of a .Coach for her. Her firft Maiden-head brQught me 
in but little: The weather-beaten o'd Knight that bougfit 
ker of me, beat down the Price ib low* I held her at 
an hundred Guineas, and he bid ten, and higher than 
thirty he would not rife. 

Aldos A Pox of his unlucky Handle! % . He caa but nim- 
ble, and will not pay neither. ^ 

fru. Hang; him; I cou'd never endure him, Father: 
He'f the fiitnieft old Goat ; and then he comes every Thy 
to our Houie r and eats out his thirty Guineas j and at 
three Months end, he threw me off. 

Airs. Over. And fince then, the poor Child has dwind- 
led, and dwindled away : Her next Maiden-head brought 
me but ten', and from ten foe feil to fives and at laft to 
a fingk Guinea : She has no luck to keeping; they all 
leave her,,the more my Sorrow. 

Aldo. We muft get, her a, Husband then in the City; 
they bite rarely at a ftale Whore o'this end o'th' Town, 
mew furbilh'd up in a tawdry Manteau. 

Mrs.Over. No: Pray let her try. her Fortune' a Httle 
longer in the World firft : By my Troth, I mould be 
loth to be at all this coft, in her French, and her Singing, 
to have her thrown away upon a Husband. 

Aldo. Before George, there can come no good of your 
Swearing, Mrs. Over dm: Say your Prayers, Pru, and go 
duly to Church o'Sundays, you'll thrive the better all toe 
Week. Come, hav« a good Heart, Child* FU keep thee 
my ftlf: Thou (halt do my little Bufinels; and Fllind 
thee an able young Fellow to do thine. 

Boer Mrs. Pad." 

Daughter Pad; you are welcome: What, yon hav« 
jerform'd the laft CJuiftian Office to your Keeper* I 

iaw 






The Kind Keeper. $yt 

fiw you follow him up the heavy Hill to Tyburn. Have 
you nad never a Bufinefs iince his Death? 

Mrs. Pad. No indeed, Flthcrj never fince Execution- 
day : the Night before, we lay together moil lovingly in 
Newgate: and the next Morning he lift up his Eyes, and 
prcpar'd. his Soul with a Prayer, while one might tell 
twenty j. and then mounted the Cart as merrily, as if he 
had been a going for a Purfe. 

Aide. You are a fbrrowful Widow, Daughter Pad; but 
I'll take care of you: Geofery, fee her rigg'd out immedi- 
ately for a new Voyage: Look in Figure 9. in the upper 
Drawer, and give her out the Flower'd Juflacorps* with 
the Petticoat belonging to't. 

Mrs. Pad. Cou'd you not help to prefer me, Father ? 

AUo. Let me feel let me feel Before George,. I have it,' 
and it comes as pat too! Go me to the very Judge wh* 
fate upon him; 'tis an amorous, impotent old Magiftrate, 
and kctps admirably : I few him leer upon you from the. 
Bench: he'll tell you what's fweeter than Strawberries and 
Cream, before you part. 

inter Mrs* Termagant. 

Mrs. Term. O Father* I think I (hall gamad. . 

Aldo. You are of the violenteft Temper, Daughter 
Termagant I when had you a bufinefs laft ? 

Mrs. Term. The laft I had was with young Cafier, that 
Son of a Whose Gamefler : he brought me to Taverns, t« 
draw in young Cullies, while he bubled 'em at Play : and 
when he had pick'd up & coniiderable Sum, and fhouVl 
divide, the Cheating Dog wou'd iink my Share, . and 
fwear, Dam him, he wen nothing, 

Aldo. Unconfcionable Villain, to cozen you in your 
own Calling ! 

Mrs. Term. When he lofes upon the Square, he comes 
home Zoandzing and Blooding-, firft beats me. unmercifully, 
and then fqueez.es me to the laft Penny : he has us'd me 
fb, that Gad forgive me, I cou'd almoft forfwear my 
Trade: the Rogue ftarves me too: he made me keep 
•Lent laft Year till Whitfontide, and out-fac*d me with 
Oaths, it was but Eajler, And. what mads me.m«ft, I 

carry 
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carry a Baftard of the Rogue's in my Belly : and now k 
turns mc of£ and will not own it. H 

Mrs. Ovw. Lord, how it quops ! you are half a Year j 
'gone, Madam— — [Laying her Hani onhtf My. 

Mts.Term. I feel the young Rafcal kicking already, like 

his Father Oh", there's an Elbow thrufHng out: I think * 

in my Confciehce he's Palming and Topping in my Bel- 
ly ; and pra&ifing for a livelihood before he comes iflte 
the World. 

Alio. Gtoflery, fet "her down in theRegifter, that Imay 

provide her a Mid-wife, and a Dry and Wet Nirie: 

. when you are up again, as Heav'n fend you a good hoar, 

we'll pay him off at Law i*faith. You have him under 

black and white, I hope. 

Mrs. Term. Yes, I have a Note under his Hand fof 
aoo /. 

Aid*. A Note under^s Hand ! that's a Chip in Porridge 
\is juft nothing. -Look, Geoffrey, to the Figure iuv* 
9 ©Id Half-fhirts for Child-bed Linncn. 

Enter Mn. Hackney. 

Mrs. Hack, O, Madam Termagant, arc you here! Ju> 
ftice, Father Aide, Juftice. 

-dWo.'Why, what's the matter, Daughter H^A»9? 

Hack. She has violated the Law of Nations} for yefter- 
day fhe inveigled my own natural Cully from m«, a mar* 
fy'd Lord, and made him falft to my Bed, Father.^ 

Term. <3fme, you are art illiterate Whore: He's tff 
Lord no\% , and though you call him Fool, tis wcu 
known he's a Critick, Gentlewoman. You never read a 



Play in all your Life; and I gaintt him by my Wit, and 
foFJlkephim. . 

Hack. My comfort is, I have, had thebeft of Wmi * 
can take up no more, till his Father dies: and fo» & u 
good may do you with my Culty, and my Clap io to 

5k£ Then there's a Father for your Child, mjr W* 
Son and Heir by Mx.Cafter: but henceforward, -»IJ 
iefvc Peace betwixt you, I ordain, that you dm J^ 



more m my Daughter Hacknefs Quarters : you. 
the City, from mite-Chaff* to TcmfU-Bar, awl fl* »JJ 
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lave to Gtrvent-Garden downwards : At the Play-hdufes, fhe 
(ball ply the Boxes, becaufe fhc has the better Face; and 
you (hall have the Pit, becauie you can prattle bcft out of 
zVizer-Mask. 

Mrs. Pad. Then al] Friends, and Confederates: Now 
let's have Father Aldo's delight, and Co Adjourn the Boufe. 

Aide. Well laid, Daughter: lift up your Voices, and 
fing like Nightingales, you Tory Rory Jades. Courage, 
I fry ; as long as the merry Pence hold out, you ihail 
none of -you die in Shoreditch. 

% Enter Woodall. 

A hey, Boys, a hey i here he comes that will Jwinge 
you all! down, you Tittle Jades, and worfhip him j 'tis 
the Genus of Whoring. 

Wood. And down went Chairs and Table, and out went 

"every Candle. Ho, brave old Patriarch -in the middle of 

the Church Militant! Whores of all forts 5 Forkers and 

Ruin-tail'd: now come I gingling in With my Bells, and 

fly at the whole Covey. 

Aldo. A hey, a hey, Boys, the Town's thy own j burn, 
nvifh, and deftroy.' 

Wood. We'll have a Night on't j lifce Alexander, when, 
he burnt Perfepolis : tue, tue, tue- 9 feint de quart ier. . 
[He runs in amongft 'em, and they Jennie About the Room* 
- Enter Saintly, Pleafance, Judith, with Broom-flicks. 
Saint. What, in the midftof Sodom! O thou lewd young 
Man! My Indignation boils over againft thef^Haxlots^ 
and thus I fweep 'em from out my Family. 3j 
flea. Down with the Suburbians, down with 'em. 
Aide. O fparemy Daughters, Mrs. Saintly: fweet Mrs? 
Tleafance, fpare my Flefh and Blood. 

Wood. Keep the Door open, and help to fecure the Re* 
treat. Father; there's no pitty to be expected. 

[The Whores run out, followed by Saintly, Pleafance,- 
' and Judith. 
Aldo„ Welladay, welladay! one of my Daughters is big 
with Baftard, and {he laid at her Gafcoms raoft unmerci- 
fully.' every Stripe ihe had, I felt it: the firft fruit of 
Whoredom is irrecoverably loiU 

Wood, 
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Wool. Make hafte, and comfort her. 

dido. 1 will, I will: and yet I have a vexatious Bufmeft 
which calls me firft another way: the Ro^ue, my Son, j 
is certianly come over* hehas been feen in Town fourdayi 

ago t 

mod. *Tis impoflible : Til not beKeve it. 

Jlde. A Friend of mine met his old Man Giles, thu 
very Morning, in qaeft of mcj and Giles aflur'd him, ha 
JRafter is lodg'd in this very Street. 

Wood. In this very Street ! how knows he that? 

jtU*. He dogg'd iiim to the corner of it : and then my 
Son turn'd back, and threaten'd him. But TO find out 
Giles, and then I'll make fuch an Example of my Repro- 
bate! ' [ExifAMo. 

Wood. If Giles be difcover'd, I am undonel Why, <?«r : 
v*je, where are you, Sirrah ! Hey, hey! 

Enter Gervafe. 

Run quickly to that betraying Rafcal Giles, a Roguft 
who wou'd take Judts his Bargain out of his Hands, and 
*nder-fell him : Command him ftridtfy to mew himfelt 
up in his Lodgings, till farther Orders : and in Cafe he be 
refractory, let him know, I have not forgot to kick and 
cudgel. That Memento wou'd do well for you too, 

Sirrah. ... 

Ger. Thank your Wormip, you have always been lib* 

ral of your Hands to me. 

Wood. And you have richlv deferv'd it. 

Ger. I will not £y who has better deferv'd it, of mf 
eld Mafter. . 

mod. Away, old EfiBctus, about your Bufinds, ana 
leave your mufty Morals, or I (hal l ■ ■ 

Ger. Nay, I won't forfeit my own Wifiiom fo fa» *j 
to fiiffcr for it. Reft you merry : I'll do my beft, ** 

Heav'ri mend all. I«* 

Enter Saintly. , 

Saint. Verily, I have waited till you were alone, tf» 
am come to rebuke you, out of the Zeal of my Spirt- 
. Wood. 'Tis the Spirit of Perfecution : V*M*» J» 

Sim the Apojlae, were but Types of thee. ^?Z 
cc, thou oldOmw Tcftamtnt: thou art a partorrne 

Ceremony 



The Kind Keeper, 33^ 

<Ceremonial Law, and haft been abolifli'd thefe twenty 
Years. # * 

Stint All this is nothing, Sir; I am privy to your 
Plots: I'll d icover 'em to Sir. Limborbam, and make the 
Houie too hot for you. 

Wood. What, you can talk in the Language of the 
World, I feel 

Sakit. Icon, I can, Sir; and in the Language of the 
Fleih and Devil too, if you provoke me to Deipair: 
you mull, and (hall be mine, this Night. 
Wood. The very Ghoft of Queen Did* in the Ballad.] 

Saint Delay no longer, or >— 

Wad. Or! you wilTnot fwcar, I hope? 
Saint. Uds Niggers, but I will; and that fo loud, that 
Mr. Limberham (hall hear me. 

Wood. l r ds Sogers, I confefs, is a very dreadful Oath: 
youxoii'd lye naturahy before, as you are a Fanatick: if 
you can fwear fuch Rappers too, there's hope of you ; 
you may be a Won;an or the World in time. Well, you, 
(fcail be latisfrM, to the utmoft Farthing: to Night, and 
in your own Chamber. 
Jiaitit* Or, expert to Morro w ■ 
Wood. All (hall be atton'd e're then. Go, provide the 
Bottle of Clary, the Weftfhati* Ham, and other Fortifica- 
tions of Nature; we fhaJ lee what may be done; what 
an old Wo nan fi.uft not be caft away. [Chucks her* 

Saint. The^i, verily, I am appeas'd. 
Wood. Nay, no relapfing into Verily ; that's in our Bar- 
gain. Look how (he weeps for joy! 'Tis a good old * 
Soul, I warrant her. 
Saint. You wi* not fail ? ' * 

Wood. Doit, thou think I have no companion for thy 
grey Hairs? Away, away; our Love may be difcover'd; 
we mull avoid Scandal; tis thy own. Maxim. 

[Exit Saintly. 
They. are all now X. Ombre y and Brawjick* Maid hat 
promised to lend her Miftreis up. 

Enttr Fkaiance. 
^That Fury hcrcagaiu! 
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?h*f. [Apde] I'll conquer my ^proiifd Spirit, I'm fri 
folv'd on't, and (peak kindly to him. — Wb3t, alone, Sit! 
If my Company be not trbublefbme$ or a tender young 
Creature, as I am, may fkfely truft her feJf with a Mai 
of fuch Prowefs, in Love affairs—It wonnot be. 

Wood. So ! there's one Broad-fide already : I muft ftear 

off. ... [j0dt; 

Tlesf. What, you have been pricking up and down 
here upon a cold fcent \ but, at laft, you have hit it off, 
it Teems! Now for a fair view at the Wife or Miflrds! 
up the Wind, and away with it: Heigh Jenkrl ■ n 
I think I am bewitch'd, I cannot hold. 

Wood. Your Servant, your Servant, Madam : ;I am in 
a- little hafte at prefect. ^ [Gm^ 

rleaf. Pray refolve me firft, for .which of 'cm you lie 
in Ambufli : for, rethinks, you hare the Mcen ofa Spi- 
der in her Den: Come, I know the Web is (pread, and, 
who ever comes, Sir Cramcn ftands ready to dart our, 
hale her in, and fhed his Venom. 

mod. [Jlfide.] But fuch a terrible Wafp, 2s (he, will 
ipoil the Snare, if I durft tell her lb. 

Fleaf. 'Tis unconfeionably done of me, to debarjou 
the Freedom and Civilities of, the Houfe. Alas, poor 
Gentleman! to take a Lodging at fo dear a rate, and aot 
to have the benefit of his Bargain ! — - Mifchief on me, 
what needed I have (aid that ? [Jfidi. 

v Wood. The Dialogue will go no farther: Farewet gen^ 
fle, quiet Lady. 
¥le*f. Pray (by a little; 1*11 not leave you thus. 
Wood. I know its and therefore mean to leave you 
firft. 

Flesf. O, l find it now* you are going to fet up your 
Bills, like a Love- Mountebank, for the fpeedy Cure of 
diftreffed Widows, old Ladies, and knguiming Maids in 
the Green-ficknefs : a Sovereign Remedy, 

Wood. That laft, for Maids, wou'd be thrown away: 
few of your Age are qualify'd for the Medicine. What tne* 
Devil wou'd you be at, Madam ? 

flesf. 1 am in the humour of giving you good Coun-' 
Jcl, The' Wife can afford you but the leavings of a Fop ; 

and 
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ind to a witty Man, as you think your felf, that's naufeous: 
The Miftrefs has fed upon a Fool Co long, (he's Carrion 
too, and Common into the Bargain. Wou'd you beat a 
Ground for Game in the Afternoon, when my Lord 
Mayor's Pack had been before you in the Morning? 

Wbd. I had rather fit five, hours at one of his greaiy " 
Feaih, than hear you talk. 

Pleaf Your two Miftrefles keep both Shop and Ware- 
houicj ana what they cannot put off in Grofs, to the 
Keeper and the Husband, they fell by Retail to the next 
Chance-cuitomer. Come, are you edify'd? 

Wood. Fm confidering how to thank you for your Ho- 
mily : and to make a fober Application of it, you may 
have fome laudable Defign your felf in this Advice. 

Pleaf Meaning, fome iecret Inclination to that amia- 
ble Perfon of yours ? 

Wood. I confefs, I am vain enough to hope it : for why 
ihou'd you remove the two Difhes, but to make inc fall 
more hungrily on the third ? 

Pleaf. Perhaps, indeed, in the way of Hw«r — 

Wood. Paw, pawi that Word Honour has almoft turn'd 
my Stomach : it carries a villanous interpretation of Ma- 
trimony along with it. But> in a civil way, I cou'd ber 
content to deal with you, as the Church does with the 
Heads" of your ftuiaticks, offer you a lufty Benefice to 
flop your Mouths if fifty Guineas, and a Courtefie more* 
worth, will win you. 

Pleaf. Otft upon thee! Mtj Guineas! Doit thou think 
PA fell my felf? and ataPlay-houie price too? Whenever 
I go, I go all together : no cutting fronv the whole Piece j 
he who has me, fhali have the tag end with the reft, I 
.warrant him. Be iatisrVd, thy Sheers mall never enter 
into my Cloth. But, look to thy felf, thou impudent 
%elf*agget : Til be revenged; I will. . [Exit. 

Wood. The Maid will give warning, thafs my Com- 
fort 3 for flie is brib'd on my fide. I have another kind 
of Love to this Girl, than to either of the other two 5 
but a Fanatick's Daughter, and the Noofc ot Matrimony, 
arc fuch intolerable Terms! O, here ihecoiftes, who will 
iell me better cheap ? 
Vol. IV. P &#,,. 
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Enter Mrs.Bniafvck. 

Mrs. Brain. How now, Sir? what Impudence is tEh 
©f yours, to approach my Lodgings? 

Wood. You lately honourU mine: and ^tis the part of * 
well-bred Man, to return your Vifit. 

Mrs. Brain. If I cou'd have imagined how faaiea Fel- 
low you had been, you ihou'd not then have been trou- 
bled with my Company. 

Wood. How cou'd I guefi, that' you intended me the 
Favour, without firft acquainting me? 

Mrs. Brain. Cou'd I do it, ungrateful as you are, with 
more Obligation to yon, or more Hazard to myfelf, than 
by putting my Note into your Glove? 

Wood, wasfc yours then? I behead it came from Mrs, 
Itickjjr. 

Mrs. Brain. You wifli'd it &; which made yoa fc 
cafily believe it. I heard the pleafint Dialogue betwixt 
you. 

Wood. I am glad you did: for yogi oxi'd not botob- 
ferve, with how much care I avoided all Occafions of 
railing at you; to which* the urg'd me, like a malicious 
Woman, as (he was. 

Mrs. Brain. By the fame token, you vow& and/wore 
never to look on Mxs< BramftckJ 

Wood. But I had my Mental Reservations in 3 Radi* 
iiefs. I had vow'd Fidelity to you before; and there went 
my fecond Oath, i'faith : it vaniftVd in a twinkling, and 
never gnaw'd my Confciencein the leaft. 

Mrs. Brain; Vfdly I (hall never heartily forgive yon. 

Jud. [Witha?} Mr* Brain/kb, Mr. Bramfick, what do yon 
mean, to make my Lady lofe her Game thus? Fray opine 
back, and take up her Cards again. 

Mrs. Brain., My Husband, as I hVei WeB, for all niy 

Quarrel to you,tftep immediately into that Iktle darf 

Ciofet: 'tis for my. private Occafions 3 there's no Lock, 

but he wi*not ftay. 

Wood. Thus am lever tantaliz-'d? [Gw'm. 

Biter Brahmck. 
■Brain. What, am I become your Drudge? your Slave? 
fhe property of all your f leafures ? Shall I, the Lord and 

Maikr 
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Mailer of your Life, become fubfervicnt; and the noble 
Name of Husband be difhonour'd? No, though all the 
Cards were Kings and Queens, and Indie* to be gain'd by 
♦very Deal — 

Mrs. Brim, My dear, I am coming*© do my Duty. I 
did but go up a little, (I whifper*d you for what) and am 
returning immediately. 

Brain. Your Sex is but one Univerfal Ordure, a Nu- 
fence, and Incumbrance of that Majeftick Creature, Man ; 
yet I my felf am mortal too, Nature's Neceflities have 
<all*d me up; produce your Utenfil of Urine. 

-Mrs. Brim. Tis not in the way, Child : you may go 
do wm into the Garden, 

Bram. The Voyage is too far: though the way were 
pav'd with Pearls and Diamonds, every ftep of mine is 
precious, as the March of Monarch?. 

Mrs. Brain. Then my fteps, which are hot fo precious, 
{hall be imploy'd for you : Til call up Judith. 

Brain. I will not dance Attendance. At the prefent, 
your Clofet fhalf be honoured. 

Mrs* Bram. O Lord, Dear, 'tis not worthy to receive 
&ch a Man as you are. * 

..* Brain. Nature preffesj I am in hafte. 

Mrs. Brain. He mull be difcover'd, and I unavoidably 
Undone! [^fide. 

[Brainfickjro to Door, mid Woodall meets him: She 
Jhrieks out. 
Brain. Mounfieur WbedaUl 

Hfod. Sir, be gone, and make no noife, or you'll ipoil 
all. 

Brain. Spoil all, quoth a! what does he mean, in the 
same of Wonder ? 

Wood. [Taking him Jffide] Hark you, Mr. Brainfick, is 
the Devil in you, that you and your Wife come hither, 
to difturb my Intrigue, which you your felt' ingag'd me 
in, with Mrs. Trickjy, to revenge you on Limberham t 
Why, I had made an Appointment with her here; but, 
liearing fbme-body come up I retired into the Clofet, till 
I was &t*sn*d 'twas not the Keeper. 

Brain. But why this Intrigue in my Wife's Chamber? 

h Wood. 
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Wood: Why, you turn my Brains, with talking to me 
-*of your Wife's Ghambcr! do you lye in common? the 
- Jwife and Husband, the Keeper and the Milbefs? 

Mrs. Brain. I am afraid they are quarrelling; pray 
£leav'n'I get /Off. 

^ Brain. Once again, I <am the Sultan of this Pfece^Mc. 
: Limberham is the Mogol of the next Mannon. 

Wood. Though lam a Stranger in the Houfe, 'tisim- 
.pofiible I fhouki be ib much mifiaken: I fay, this h 
Jjmbtrhanf* Lodging. 

Brain. You wou'd not venture a W^gerof ten Pounds 
that you are not miftaken ? 
Wood. 'Tis done: I'll lay you. 
Brain. Who fhall be Judge ? 

Wood. -Who better than your ^fife? She cannot be 
partial, bccaufelhc knows not on which fide you have 

hid. 

.Brain. Content. Come hither, Lady mine: wfco& 
. Lodgings are thefe I who is Lord, .and Grand Seignior . 
of 'em ? 

Mrs.Btwn. fcjfty Oh* goes it there? ^Why (houM 

you ask me fuch a Queftion, when every Body in the 
Houfe can tell they are r/own* Dears? 

£r/M».<Now are you iatisfy'd? Children and Fools, 
*you know the Proverb ■ 
. Wood'. Pox on me j nothing but fuch a pofitive Cox- 
comb as I am, wou*d have laid his Mony upon fuch 
odds ; as if you did not know your own Lodgings bet- 
rtcr than I, at half a Days -warning ! And that whick 
vexes me more than the Lofs of my Mony, is the Lofe 
, of my AdventurcJ [£***. 

. * Brain. It (ball be fpent: We'll have a Txeat with it. 
,;This is a- Pool of the firft Magnitude. 

Mrs. Brain. Let n'own Dear alone, to find a Fool out* 

Enter Limberham. 

Limb. Bully Bmnfeck, Tug has fent me to you en an 

Embaffie, to bring you down to Cards again j< (he's in 

• hefc Mulligrubs already jfhe'U nev*r forgive you the laft 

Vol you -won, *Tis~ bat Joiinga little to her, out of 
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Gompkifance, as they fay, to a fair Lady: And whatf 
e'er fhe wins, I'll make up to you again in private. 

Brain. I woukl not be that' Slave you are, to enjoy the 
Treasures of the Eafh.The Pofleflion of Ferur and oft 
Ioloza, fliou'd not buj me to'the Bargain. 

Limb. Will you leave your Perboles, and come then fr 

Brain. No $ for I have won a Wager, to be fpenfc 
luxurioufly at Longs ; with Vhajance o? the Party, and 
Termagant Trick]}-, and I willpafs, in Perfon, to tne Pre* 
paratioa: Gome, Matrimony. . 

[Exeunt Bramnck,-Afo.4Srain* 
Enter Saintly and Pleafance. 

Pleaf. To him \ I'll fecond you: now for mi/chief! 

Saint. Arife, Mr. Limforham, arife j for Confpiracies* 
are hatched againft you, and a new Faux is preparing to 
blow up your Happinefs." 

Ltonb. What's "the -matter; Lindladjr? Prithee {peak 
good honeft Englijh, and leave thy Canting* 

Saint. Verily, thy Beloved is led affray, , by the young 
Man Wbadall, that VelTel of Uncleannefs r I beheld the*i 
communing together*, (he feigned her felf fick, and re- 
tired to her Tent in the Garden-houfe; and I watched 
her out-going, and behold he follow 'd her. 

Tkaf.. Do you ftand unmovfd, and hear all this? 

Jtimb. Before George, I am Thunder-firuck! 

Saint. Take to thee thy Refblution, and avenge thy 

felf. * 

Limb. But give me leave to confider firft : A Man mud 
do nothing rafhly. 

?leaf..V could tear. out the Villain's Eyes,' for disho- 
nouring you, while you ftand corifidering, as you call 
it. Are you a Man, and fuffer this? 

Limb. Yes, I am a Man $ but a Man's but a Man, you 
know: I am recollecting my felf, how theft things can 
be^ 

Saint. How they can be I I have heard 'em r I have 
JceJi'em. 

Limb. Heard 'em,, and feen 'em! It may be foj but 
let I cannot enter into this fame Bufinefe: I am amaz'd,.. 

p 5 l 



34% Limberham; Or f 

I muft confefs; but the beft is, I * do not believe one 
word on't. 

Samt. Make hade, and thine own Eyes (hall teftine a- 
gainft her. 

Limb. Nay, if my own Eyes teftifie, k may fee fa- 
int 'tis impofllble however $ for I am making a Settle- 
ment upon her, this very Day. 

Tleaf. Look, and fatisfie your felf, e'er you make that 
Settlement on fo falfe a Creature. 

Limb. But yet, if I fhou'd look; and not find kr 
falfe, then I muft caft in another hundred, to make her 
Satisfa&ion. 

PUaf. Was there ever -fiich a meek, hen-hearted Crea- 
ture ! 

Saba. Verily, thou haft not the Spirit of a Cock- 
Chicken. 

Limb. Before Gewge, but I have the Spirit of a Lion, 
and I will tear her Limb from Limb i f I cou'd 

believe it. 

Pleaf. Love, Jealoufie, and Difdain, how they torture 
me at once! and this infcnfible Creature -p— were I but 

in his Place [I* him.] Think, that this very inftant 

(he's yours* no more: Now, now (he's giving up her 
lelf, wkh fo much Violence of Love, that if Thunder 
roar'd, fhe could not hear it. 

Limb. I have been whetting all this while: They ftall 
be fo taken in the manner, that Mars and Venus rhall be 
nothing to 'em. 

,?/**/. Make hafte; go on then. 

limb. Yes, I will go on $ — and yet my Mind mif- 
gives me plaguily. 

Saint. Again backfiiding! 

Pltaf Have you no Senfe of Honour in you? 

Limb. Well, Honour is Honour,, and I muft go : But 

I fball never get me fuch another Pug again! O, my 

Heart! my poor tender Heart! 'tis juft breaking with 

Pug's Unkindncfc ! \Jhey drag him m. 

• ♦ 

SCENE 
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$CENE II. Woodall and Trickfy dif covered 

in the Garden-houfe. 

Enter Gervafe to them. 

Gerv. Make hafte, and fore your felf, Sir; the Ene* 
my's at Hand: I have difcover'd him from the Corner, 
wnerc you let me Sentry. 

Wood. Who is't ? 

Gerv. Who fhou'd it be, but Limierham ? arm*d with * 
a two- Hand Fox. O Lord, O Lord! 

Trick. Enter quickly mto the Still-houfe both of you, 
and leave me to him : There's a Spring-lock within, to 
open it when we are gone. 

Weed. Well, I have won the Party and Revenge how- 
ever: A Minute longer, and I had won the Tout. 

[They go in: She locks the Door. 
"Enter Limberham, with a great Svord. 

tmb. Difloyal Puj. 

Trick. What Humour's this? you're drunk it feems: 
Go fleep. 

jAjnh. Thou haft robb'd me of my Repofe for ever : 
I am like Mackbeth, after the Death of good King Z>*w- 
can, methinks a Voice fays to me, Sleep no more j 
Trickfy has murder'd Sleep. 

THck, Now I find it : You are willing to iave your 
Settlement, and are fart by fome of your wife Coun- 
sellors, to pick a Quarrel with me. 

Ijmb. I have been your Cully above thefc feven Years; 
bur, at laft my Eyes are open'd to your Witchcraft: And 
indulgent Heav'n has taken Care of my Prefervation— 
In (hort, Madam, I have found you outs and to cirt off 
Preambles, produce your Adulterer. 

Trick. If I have any, you know him belt: You are the 
only Ruin of my Reputation. But if I have dilhonour'd 
my Family, for the Love of you, methinks you fhould 
be the laft Man to upbraid me with it. . 

limb. I am fure you are of the Family of your abo- 
minable great Grandam Ei*; but produce the Man, or, 
by my father's Soul 

' ' P 4 Trick. 
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Trick. Still I am in the Dark. 

limb. Yes, you have been in the Dark} I know ft? 
But I fhall bring you to light immediately. 

Trick. You are not jealous. 

Limb. No; I am too certain to be jealous: But you 
have a Man here, that (hall be nanaelefs; let me fee him* 

Trick. O, if that be your Bufinefs, you had beft fearch: 
And when you have wcary'd your felf, and fpent your 
idle Humour, you may find me above, in my Chamber, 
and come to ask my Pardon. [Going. 

Limb. You may go, Madam ; but I (hall befeech your 
Ladyftup to leave the Key of the Still-houfc Door be- 
hind you : I have a Mind to fome of the Sweet-meats 
you havelock'd up 'there; you underftand me. Now, 
for the old Dog-trick ! you have loft the Key, I know 
already, but I am prepar'd for that j you fhall know you 
have no Fool to deal with. 

Trick. No; here's the Key: Take lit, and iatisfie your 
fbolifti Curiofity. 

Limb. [Afide.] This Confidence amazes me ! Tf t&oie 
two Gipfies have abus'd me, and.I fhou'd not find him 
there now, this would make an immortal Quarrel. 

Trick, [Afide.] I have put him to a Hand, 

Limb. Hang't, 'tis no matter; I will be fatisfy'd: If 
it comes to a Rupture, I know the way to buy my 
Peace. Pug> produce the Key. 

Trick. [Takes him about tie Neck!] My Dear, I have it , 
for you : Come, and kifs me. Why wou'd you be fa 
unkind to fufpe£fc my Faith now? when Ihave foriaken 

all the World for you [Kifs again.'] But I am not in 

the mood of quarrelling to Night; I take this Jealoufie 
the beft'way, as the Erlecl: of your Paffion. Come up> 
and we'll go to Bed together, and be Friends. [Kifs again. 

Limb. [Afide!] Pug's in a pure Humour to Night, and 
'twould vex a Man to lo£c it; but yet I muft be fatiA 
fy'd: ,And therefore, upon mature Confideration, give 
me the Key. 

Trick. You are refolv'd then? 

Limb. Yes, I am refolv'd; for I have fwora to mp m 
ftlf bj Syx; And that's an irrevocable Oath* . N 

Tricky 
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Iriek. Now, fee your Folly: There's the Key. 

[Gives it him. 

Limb. Why, that's a loving Pug; I will prove thee 
Innocent immediately: And that will put aa End to all 
Controverfics betwixt us. 

Trick. Yes, it fhall put an End to all our Quarrels : 
Farewel for the laft time, Sir. Look well upon my 
Face, that you may remember it; for, from this time 
forward, I have fwora it irrevocably too, that you fhall 
never fee it more. 

Limb. Nay, but hold a little, Vug. What's the mean- 
ing of this new Commotion ? 

Trick. No more; but fatisfie your foolifh Fancy, for 
you are Mailer: And belidcs,I am willing to be juftifv'd/ 

limb. Then you fhall be juftify'd. 

[Puts the Key in the Deor, ~ 

Trkk. I know I mall: Farewel. 
• Iamb. But, are you fure you fhall? 

2>iirih No, no, he's there: You'll iind him up in the 
Chimney, or behind the Door; or, it may be, crouded 
into fome little Gallev-Pot. • 

Limb. But you will not leave me, if I ftiou'd look? 

Trick. You are not worth my Anfwer : I am gone. 

[Going out. 

Limb. Hold, hold, divine Fug, and let me recoiled* a 
littl e - ■ T his is no time for Meditation neither: While 
I deliberate, fhe may be gone. She muft be Innocent, 

or fhe could never be fo confident andcarclefs Sweet 

Pug 9 forgive me. [Kneeh„ 

Trick. I am provok'd too far. 

Limb. 'Tis tke Property of a Goddefs to forgive. Ac* 
cept of this Oblation; with this humble KITS', I here pre* * 
fent it to thy fair Hand r I conclude thee Innocent with-* 
out looking, and depend wholly upon thy Mercy. 

[Offer* the Kef: 

Trick. No, keep it, keep it: The Lodgings are youe 
own.- 

Limb. If I. fhou'd keep it, I were unworthy of For- 1 
givenefs: I will no longer hold. this fatal Inftrument of 
w Separation. 
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Trick, {p&mgjt^ Rife, Sir: I will endeavour to over- 
come my Nature, and forgive you; for I am fo forupn- 
foully nice in Love, that it grates my very Soul to be 
fufpe&ed: Yet, take my Counfel, and iatisfie yoar 
fclf. 

Limb. I would not be iatisfy'd, to be Ppffeflbr of rV | 

$*xJ, as my Brother Brahfick fays. Come* to Bed, dear ! 

# fug. Now would not I change my Condition, to be j 

' an Eaftera Monarch. \JSxm. \ 

Enter Woodall and Gervafe. . 

Gerv. O Lord, Sir, are we alive! . j 

Wood. AEve! why, we were never in any daagerr ^ 
Veil, fhe's a rare Manager of a Fool ! 

Gerv. Are you diipos'd yet to receive good Counfeft 
lias Affliction Wrought upon you? | 

Wood. Yes, I mult ask thv Advice in a moft impor- 
tant Buiinefs; I have .promised a Charity to Mrs. Smtlj* \ 
' and the expedh it with a beating Heart a-bed : Now, I j 
hive at prefent no running Cam to throw away, my 
ready Mony is all paid , to Mrs. Trkkft, and the Bill is 
drawn upon me for to Night. 

Gerv. Take Advice of your Pillow. 

Wood. No, Sirrah, fince you have not the Grace to 
offer yours, I will for once make ufe of my Authority 
and command you to perform the fbrefaid Drudgery ffl 
iny Place. 

Gerv. Zookers, I cannot anfwer it to mr Confciencft 

Wood. Nay, and your Confcience can Biffer you to \ 
fwear, it fhall fuffer you to lie too : I mean in this 
Senfe. Come, no denial, you muft do it-, file's rick 
and there's a Provision for your Life. 

Gerv. I beftech you, Sir, have pity on my Soul. 

Wood. Have you pity of. your Body: There's all the 
Wages you muft expect. < 

Gerv. Well, Sir, you have perfwaded me: I will am 
my Cbnfcence witn a Resolution of making her an ho- 
nourable amends by Marriage j for to morrow Mornfflg 
a Parfou ftall authorize my Labours, and turn Foroicgr 
tion into Duty. And moreover, I will enjoin my » 
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by way of Penance, not to touch her far feven Nights, 

after. 

Wb*d. Thou wert predeftinated for a Husband I fee 
by that natural Inftind : As we walk, I will inftrudfc 
thee how to behave thy (elf, with Secrefic and Silence. 

Gerft. I ha?e a Key of the Garden, to let us out the 
Backway into the Street, and fo privately to our Lodg* 
ing. 

Wood. *Tis well: Til plot the reft of my Affairs a-bed* 
for 'tis refblv'd that LMerbam {hall not wear Horns a* 
tone: And I am impatient till I add to my Trophy the 
Spoils of Brawjkk. [Exeunt. 

ACT V. SCENE I. 

Enter Woodall and Judith. 

Jud. VT7 E LL, you are a lucky Man! Mrs. Brafofick is 
W Fool enough to believe you wholly Inno- 
cent; and" that the Adventure of the Garden-houfe laflr 
Night, was only a Vifion of Mrs. Saintlfs. 

Wood. I knew, if I cou'd once fpeak with her, all 
wou'd be fet right immediately $ for, had I been there* 
look you 

Jud. As you were, moft certainly. 

Wood. Itimberhfim muft have found me out; that Fe- 
f*-fiim of a Keeper wou*d have {melt the Blood of & 
Cuckold-mak*r: They fay, he was peeping and butting 
about in every cranny. 

Jud. But one. You muft excufe my Unbelief, though 
Mrs. jSramfiek is better fatisfy'd. She and her Husband» 
you know, went out this Morning to the Nm Mxefawgei 
There fhe has given him the flip $ and pretending to call 
at her Taylor's, to try her Stays for a new Gow n ■ 

Wood. I underftand thee. She fetch'd me a fhortTurn, 
like a Hare before her Mufe, and will immediately ma 
hither to Covert? 

4 - 
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Jud. Yes, but becaufe your f Chamber will be kaft fiifpS 
cious, (he appoints to meet you there; that, if her Hus- 
band fhould come back, he may think her ALU abroad; 
and you may have time ■ 

Wood. To take in the Horn-work- R happens as I 
wifhj for Mrs. Irickfiy, and her Keeper, are gone out 
with Father Aldo, to complcat her Settlement: my 
Landlady is fafe at her Morning Excrcifc, with my Man 
Gervafe, and her Daughter not ftirring: tjhe Houfe is our 
own, and Iniquity may walk bare-fae'd. * 

Jud. And, to make all fure, I am ortler'd t» be fronv 
Home. When I come back again, I {hall knock at your 
Door, with Speak Brother* ipeak; is the Deed done? 

Wood. Long ago, long ago; and then we come panting 
out together. Oh, I am ravifiYd with the Imagination 
©n't! 
¥ Jud. Well, I muft retires Good-morrow to you, Sir. 

Wood. Now do I humbly conceive, that this Miftrcfe 
in Matrimony, will give me more Pteafuxe than the for- 
mer : for your coupled Spaniels, when they arc once let 
foofe, are afterwards the higheft Rangers. *.v. _ 

Enter Mrs. Brain fick runmg. ^ 

Mrs. Brain. Oh dear Mr. Woodall, what Ihall I do? 

mod. Recover Breath, and I'll inftrudfc you in the next 
Chamber. 

MTs.Xrain. But my Husband follows me at Heek 

Wood. Has he ieen you? 

Mrs. Brxin. I hope not : I thought I had left him (fare 
enough, at the Exchange-, but, looking behind me, as I 
entered into the Houfe, I law him walking a round rate 
this way. 

Wood, Since he has not feen you, there's no danger: 
you need but ftep into my Chamber, and there well lock 
our felves up, and transform him in a twinklings 

Mrs^Bram. I had rather have got into my ownj but 
Judith is gone out with the Key, I doubt. 

Wood.Yes' t by your Appointment. But fo much the 
better $ for when the Cuckold finds no Company, bk will 
certainly go a fanning again* | Mb* 
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Mrs. Brain. Make hafte then. 

#W. Immediately. [Goes to ofm the- Boor haflilfi 

mid breaks his Key.'] What's tie matter nere ? the Key turns 
round, and will not open! As I live, we are undone! 
with too much hafte 'tis broken! 

Mrs. Brain. Then I am loft; for I cannot enter tntd 
my own. 

Wood* This next Room isLim&erham's. See! the Door's 
open > and he and his .Miftrefs are both abroad. 

Mrs. Brain, There's no Remedy, I mull venture in :• 
for his' knowing I am come back & foon, muft be caufe 
of Jealoufie enough, if the Fool Ihou'd find me* 

Wood, [Looking in] See there! Mrs. Trickfy has left her 
Indian Gown upon the Bed; clap it on, and turn your 
Back: he will cafily miflake you for her, if he. ihou'd 
took in upon yeu. 

Mrs. Brain, PH put on my Vizor-Mask however, for 
more Security. [Noifi] Hark! I hear him. [Goes in* 

Enter Bratofick. 
Brain. What, in a muftyr muling, Monfieur WoodaUt 
Let me enter into the Affair. 

Wood. You may guefs it, #bv the Poflr I have taken up? 
Brain. O, at the Door of the Damfel Trickjy I your Bu* 
finefs is known by your abode: as the pofture of a Por* 
ter before a Gate, denotes to what Family he belongsj. 
[Looks m^ Tis an Aflignation I fee:* for yonder flieftands* 
with her Back toward, me, drcft up for the Duel, with 
all the Ornaments of the Eaft. Now for the Judges of 
the Field, to divide the Sun and Wind betwixt the Com* 
batants* and a tearing. Trumpeter to found the Charge. 

Wood. 'Tis a private Quarrel, to be decided without 
Seconds; and therefore you w6u*d do me a favour to 
withdraw. 

Brain. Your Limberham is nearer than you imagine; I 
left him almoft entring at the Door. 

Wood. Plague of all impertinent Cuckolds ! they are 
ever troublefomc to us honeft Lovers: fb intruding ! 

Brain. They are indeed,, where their Company is not 
deiir'd» . "~ """." 7 ' ' ' ' - 
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Wood*. Sure be has fome Tutelar Devil to guard fab 
Brows! juft w^en fhe bad bobb'd him, and made an Er. 
rand home, to come to me ! 

Brain. 'Tis unconfrionably done of him. But you (hall 
not adjourn your Love for this; the Brainfick has an A£ 
pendant over him: lam your Garantee-y he'sdoom'da 
Cuckold, in difdain of Dcftiny.. 

Wood. What mean you ? 

Brain. To ftand before the Door with my brandifh'cf 
Blade, and defend the Entrance: he dies, upon the Point* if 
Ec approaches. 

Wood. If* I durft truft it, 'tis Heroick. 

Brain. Tis the Office of a Friend: HI do*t. 

Wood, [/tfde] Shou'd he know hereafter his Wife were 
here, he wou'd think I had enjoy 'd her, though I had 
not: 'tis beft venturing for fomething. • He takes pains 
enough o'confeience for his Cuckoldom; and, by my 
Troth, has earn*d it fairly.— But, may a' Man venture 
jipon your Promiie? % 

Brain. Bars of Brafs, and Doors of Adamant, cou'd not 
more fecure you. 

Wood. I know it ; but {till gentle means are beft: you 
may come to force at laft. Perhaps you may wheedje 
tim away : ^is but drawing a Trope or two upon him. 

Brain. He (hall have its with all the Artillery of Elo- 
quence. 

Wood. Ay, ay ; your Figure breaks no Bones. With your 
good leave . - [Goes m. 

Brain. Thotfhaftit, Boy. Turn to him, Madam; to 
her Woodall: and S. George for merry England. Tan ta> r* 
ra ra, ra> r*!'Eri> a dub, d*b> Tan tar* ra ra. 

Enter Limberham. 

Zim. How now, Bully Brainfick I What, upon the Torn 
ta ra, by your ielf ? 

Brain. Clangor, Taratantarr*, Murmur. 

tim. Commend me to honeft Lingua Franca. Why. 
this is enough to ftun aChrifHan, with yonr Hefrew, and 
your Greek, and fuch like Latin. 

Brain. Out, Ignorance! 
, Um. Then Ignorance by your leave; for I muft enter: 

9rm> 
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Brain. Why in fuch haftc? the Fortune of Greece dcC 
pcndsnotont. 

Lim. But Putfs Fortune does: that's dearer to me thaifc 
Greece, and fweeter than Ambtrgrife. 

Brain. You'll not find her here. Cbmei you are jea- 
lous: you're haunted with a raging Fiend, that robs you* 
©Fyour fweet Repofe. 

Lim. Nay, and you are b your. Perbole's again ! Look, 
you, 'tis Tug is jealous of her Jewels: flic has feft the 
Key of her Cabinet behind - 9 and has defiVd me to brings 
it back to her. & 

Brain. Poor Fool! he little thinks flie's here before 
kim! Well, this Pretence wifl never pafs on me -, for I 
dire deeper into your afiairs : you are jealous. But, ra- 
ther than my Soul fhou'd be concern'd for a Sex fo in* 

fignificant, Ha! the.Gods! If I thought my proper 

Wife were now within, and proftituting all her Trea- 
fores to the lawlefs Love of an Adulterer, I wou'd ftand 
as intrepid, as firm, and as unmoved, as the Statue of ct 
&man Gladiator. . 
- Lim. [In the fame tone'] Of a toman Gladiator! 
• Now are you as mad as a March Hare j but I am in hafte*. 
tp return to P*j; yet, by your kvour, I willfirfl fecure 
the Cabinet. 

Brain. No, you muft not.. N 

Lim. Muft not? what, may not a Man come hy youi 
to look upon his own Goods and Chattels, in his own? 
Chamber ? 

Brain. No, with this Sabre I defie the Deftinies, ancf 
dam up the paf%e with my Perfon * like a rugged Rock* 
oppos'd againft the roaring of the botftcroua Billows. 
Your Jealoufie fhall have no courfc through me, though . 
Potentates and Pi ineds — 

Lim'. Prithee what hxve we to do with Potentates and ■ 
Princes? Will you leave your Troping, and let me pafs? 

Brain. You have your utmoft Amwer. 

Lim. If this Maggot bite a little deeper, we fliall have 

Jou a Citizen of Beth' Urn yet e're Dog-days. Well, I far 
pfe* but IH teli f * out * J lExk* 

' Br** 



Brain. She knows it already, bjr your favour^ 

[Knocking. 
^Jound a Rejtreat, you lufty Lovers, or the Enemy will 
Charge yon in die Flank, with a frefti Refer ve: March 
pff, march off upon the Spur, e're he can reackyou. . 

Inter WoodaD; 

Wood, How now, Baron Teti-cbck, is the Tallage dear? 

Brain. Clear as a Level, without Hills or Woods, and 
>oid of Arhbufcade. 

Wood. But Imberbam wilTreturn immediately, when. 
he finds not his Miftrefs where he thought he left her. 

Brain. Fiiendfhip, which has done much, will yet do' 
more. [Shows a Kej\\ With this Paffefar tout, I will 
inftantly conducl her to my own Chamber, that fhe may 
dut-face the Keeper fhe has been there; and, when my 
Wife returns, who is my Slave, I will lay my Conjugal 
Commands upon her, tQ affirm, they have been aS tSi* 
time together. 

Wood. Ifhall never make you amends for this Kind*- 
nefs, my, dear Padron: but wou'd it not be better, if you 
wou'dtakc the pains to run after Limberham, and fiopnim* 
in his way e'er he reach the Place where he thinks he 
left his Mrftrefs i then hold hirrr in Difcourfe as long as 
poflibly you can, till 'you guefs your- Wife may be rc-- 
tUrn'd, that fo they may appear together ? 
. Bram A warrant you Jaijjez f aire a Marcjfotme. [Exit. 

'Wood. Now, Madam, you may venture out in fetety. 

Mrs. Brum. [Entr'mg] Pray Heav'n I 'may. [NrifeS 

Wood. Hark! I hear Judith's Voice: it happens well 
that (he's returntt; flip into your Chamber immediately, 
and fend back the Gown. 

Mrs. Bram. I will: but are not you a wicked Man,- to 
put me into all this Danger-? [£**• 

Wood. Let what can happen, my Comfort is, at Jeafr, 
I have enjoyli : But this is no place for* Confideration. 
Be jogging, good Mr. Woodall, out of this Family,- while- 
you are welJj and go Plant in fbme other Country, 
ipba;e your Virtues are not fo famous, [Going r 
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Inter Trickfy, with a Box ofWritingsl 

Trick. What, wandring up and down, as if you wan* 
ted an Owner? Do you know that I am Lady of the 
Manor; and that all Wefts and Strays belong to me? 

Wood. I have waited for yQu above an Hour; but Fryejr 
Bacoris Head has been lately fpeaking to me, that Time is 
paft. In a Word, your Keeper has been haw, and will 
return immediately; we mud; defer our Happinefs tilLi 
fome more favourable time. 

Trick. I fear him not; he has this Morning arm'd me 
againft himfelf,by this Settlement :* the next time he 
rebels* he gives me a fair Qccafion of leaving him for ever. 

Wood. out is this Confcience in you ? not to let him? 
Jiave his Bargain, when he has paid fo dear for't ? 

Trick. You do not know him : he mud perpetually be 
us'd ill, or he infults. Befidcs, I have gain'd an abfolute 
Dominion over him: he muft not fee, when 1 bid him. 
wink. If you argue after this, either you love me not,, 
or dare not. 

Wood. Go in> Madam : I was never dar'd before. Til 
but Scout a little* and follow you. immediately.— [Trick*, 
goes *7».] I find a Miftre&is only kept for other Men: and 
the Keeper is but her Man, in green Livery, bound to* 
ferve a Warrant for the Doe, when e'er fhe pleafes* or i&. 
in Seafon. , 

Enter Judith, vith the Night-Gown. 

Jud. Still you're a lucky Man! Mr. Brairtfick has bcetf 
exceeding honourable : he ran, as if a Legion of BaylifFs 
had been at his Heels, and overtook Limberham in the* 
Street. Here, take the Gown; lay it where you found 
it, and the Danger's over. 

Wood.. Speak ibfily : Mrs. Trickfy is returned. [Looks iw.J 
Oh, fhe's gone into her Clofet, to lay up her Writings : 
I can throw it on the Bed, e'er fhe perceive it has been 
wanting. [Throws it in*. 

^ % ud. Every Woman wou'd not have done this for you, 
ich I have done. - 

Wood. I am fenfible of it,* little Judith : there's a time)* 
to come {hall pay for all. I hear her a returning: not 3 
5Tord> away. * ------ - - - ^ x ^ y^^ 

B£*tnteifc' 
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Re-enter Trickfyv 

Trick. What, is a fecond Summons needful? my Fa- 
touts have not been fo cheap, that they fhou'd flick upon 
my Hands. It feems, you /light jour Bill of fare, be- 
caufe you know it : or fear to be invited to your Lois. . 

Wood. I was willing to fecure my Happineft from In- 
terruption: A true Soldier never rails upon the Plunder, 
while the Enemy is in the Field. 

Trick. He has been fo often baffled, that he grows con* 
temptible. Were he here, (hou'd he fee you enter into- 
^ toy Clofetj yet— ~ / 

Wood, You are like to be put upon theTfyal,fbr I hear 
his Voice. > t 

Trick. Tis fo: go in, and mark the Event now:, be but 
as unconcern'd, as you are fafe, and tnuVhim to mf 
Management. 

Wood. I mud; venture it: becaufeta be feen here, wou'd 
have the fame Effect, as to be taken within. Yet J doubt 
you are to* confident, . [H$ goes m. 

Biter Limberham and Bramfick. 

Lim. How now, Pug f returned fo fbon ! 

THck. When I law you came not for me, I was lotb 
to be long without you. 

Im. But which way came you, that I £}w you not? 

Trick. The back way j by the Garden-door. 

Lim. How long have you been here? 

Trick. Juft come before you. 

Urn. O, then all's well. For, to tett you true, ftg, I 
had a kind of villanous Apprehenfion that you had been 
here longer: but whate'ex thou fay'ft is an Oracle, fweet 
"Bug> and I am fatisfy'd. 

Bttm. \Ajiit\ How infinitely fhe gulls hio^ and he fo 
ihipid not to find it! [I» her] If he be ftill within, Ma- 
dam, (you kno^ my meaning?) here's BjJfo ready to for- 
bid your Keeper Entrance. 

Trick. [Afide] Wooddl muft have told him of our Ap- 
pointment. What think «you of walking dawn, Mr. 

Umber bam f 

Lim. I'll but yifit the Chamber a little fxril. 

2r/db. 
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, Trick. What new Maggot's this ? you dare not fure 
be jealous ! 

Urn. No, I proteft, fweet Tug y I am not: only to fie 
tisfie my Curiofity ; that's but reasonable, y6u know. 

Trick. Come, what foolifli Curiofity? 

Zbn. Youmuft know, Tug, I was going but juftnow, 1 
in obedience to your Command*, to enquire of the health 
and fafetyof your Jewels, and my Brother Bramfick mod 
barbaroufly forbade me Entrance: (nay, I dare accufeyou; 
when Fug's by to back me 5) but now I am refolv'd 1 
will go fee 'cm, or fome-body (hall fmoak fort. 

Brain. Butlrefolve you (hall not. If (hepleafes to com* 
maud my Perfon, I can comply with the Obligation of 
a Cavalier. * 

Trick. But what Reafon had you to forbid him then, 
Sir? 

Urn. Ay, 1 what Reafon had you to forbid me then, Sir f" 

Brain. Twas only my Cafricbi*, Madam. (Now muft 
I feem ignorant of what (he knows full well.) 

Triclc. We'll enquire the Cade at better kifure: Come 
down, Mr. Limberham. 

Lstn. Nay, if it were only his Caprichto, I am fatisfy'd; 
though, I muft tell you, I was in a kind of Huff, to 
hear him Tun ta ra, tan ta ra> a quarter of an Hour to* 
gether; for Tanta ra is but an odd kind of Sound, yo& 
know, before a Man's Chamber. 

Inter Pleafance. 

Tleaf [A/Me] Judith has affur'd me he muft be there \ 
and, I'm refplv'd, I'll (atisfie my Revenge at any rate upon 
my Rivals. 

Trick. Mrs. Thafance is come, to call us: pray let us go. 

Tleaf. Oh gear, Mr. timberham, I have had the dread- 
ful'ft Dream to Night, and am come to tell it you; I 
dream'd you left your Miftrefs's Jewels in your Cnamber, 
and the Door open. 

Lim. In good time be it ({token* and ft I did," Mrs* 
Fleafance. 

PUaf. And that a great {winging Thief came in, and 
whipt 'em out. 

Ism* Marry, Heav'u forbid. 

ZHcK 
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Trick. This is ridiculous: I'll fjpcak to jour Mother^ 
feladam,. not to fufifer you to eat luch heavy Suppers. 
' Lim. Nay, that's very true; for, you may remember*. 
fiie fed very much upon Larks and Pigeons j, and they are 
jery heavy Meat, as fug fays. 

Welti The Jewels are all fafej I look'd on *em. . 

Brain. Will you jwrer itaad corre&ed, Mrs, Vleajknat- 
. Tleafc Not by you:-, cowedl your Matrimony. And 
methoughty of a ftdden, this Thief was turn'd to Mr. 
W9QdM\ and that, hearing Mx.Limberbam come, he flipt- 
for fear into the Clofet. 

THch I look'd all over it j I'm fure he is not there. 
Comeaway, Dear. 

Brain. What, I think you are in a Dream too, Brother 
^st7Uf9rhftnf.- 

Lim. -If her Dream fhou'd come out now ! 'tis good to 
be fure however. 

Trick. You are fare: have not I £rid it? You had beft 
foake Mr. WoodaU a Thief, Madam. 

?k*f. I make him nothing, Madam: but the Thief in 
my Dream was like Mr. JVo&daily and that Thief may. 
have made Mt. Limber ham fbmcthing. 

Lim. Nay, Ifc.WoodaU is no Thief, that's certain: but 
if a Thief (hou/d be turn'd to Mr. Wooddl y that may bt 
(bmething, 

Trick. Then I'll fetch out the Jewels; will that fatisfitf 
you? 

Brain. That (hall fatisfie him. 

Lim. Yes, that fhall fatisfie me. 

Tleaf. Then you are a Predcftinated Fool, and fbm** 
What worfe, that (hall be namelefs: do you not fee how 
grofly (he abufes you? My Life on't,. there's fbme-body 
within, and (he knows itj otherwife (he wou'd fuflfc* 
you to bring out the Jewels. 

Lim. Nay, I am no predeftinated Fool* .and therefore, 
t*&> give wav. . 

Trick. I will not fatisfie your Humour. 

Lim. Then I wifl- fatisfie it my felf : for my generous} 
Bipod is up, and I'll force my Entrance. 
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Vrsm. Here's Milbo then (ball bar you : Atoms are not 
fo fmall, as I will flice the Slave. Ha ! Fate, and Furieft 

Zim: Ay, for all your Fate and Furies, I charge you^ 
in his Majefry's Name, to kcep*hc Peace: now, difobey 
Authority, if you dare. 

Trkk. Fear him not, fweet Mr. Bnunfich. 

Fk*f. to Bm*. :But, if you (hou'd hinder hkn, he 
*hc may trouble you at Law, Sir, and iayyoa robb'd him 
«fhi*JeWels. 

Ltm. That's well thought to. • I will accufe him hai- 
nflttfly r there asd therefore fear and tremble. 

BrmnJ My Allegiance Charms me: I atquiefce.-*-*. 
.[-4^]TB J OccafionVpkufiblctolerhimpais. Nowletthe 
imrnifh'd Beam* upon -his Brow blaze broad, far the 
Brand he caft upon the Bramfick. 

Trick. Dear JAx.timberham,' come back, and hear mc. 

Urn. Yes, I wiil hear thee, Pug. 

Tleaf. Go on; my Life for .yours, hc*s there. 

Lim. I am deaf, astm Adder; I will not hear thee, nor 
^have no Commiseration. 

. , «i t . , {Struggles jhm her, smdmfhes m. 

'Wrtck. Then I know the worft, arid care not. ' 

[Limberham comes running out with the Jewels, followed 

bf Woodall, with his Sword drtwn. 
Urn. t©, five me, Pug , fare me ! [Gets behind htr. 

frtod. A Slave, to come and interrupt me at mv Devo^ 
tionsIbutPU J 

Urn. Hold, hold, fince you are fo devout, for Hcav'n 
fakehoH. 

Bram^Nay, Mounfieur #W*tf / 

Wsck. For my fake, fjpare him. 

Lhn. Yes, for Bug's fake, fpare me. 

Wood. I "did his Chamber the honour, when my own 
*vas not open, ^o-retire thither* and he to diftmb me, 
like a profane Rafcal as he was. 

Lim. [Afide~] I believe he had the Devil for his Chap^ 
•lain, and a Man durft tell him fo. . 

* Wood. What's that you mutter ? 

Lim. Nay, nothing j but that I thought you had not 
iecn io weiLgivea. I was only afraid of Pu/s Jcwds. 

Wood. 
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Wood. What, does he take me for a Thkf ? nay then-* 

Utm. O, mercy, mercy. 

Tleaf Hold, Sir* 'twas a foolifii Dream of mint that 
act him on, I dreamt, a Thief, who had been juft re- 
priev'd for a former Robbery, was vent Ying his Neck a 
Minute after in Mr. limkorhmfs Clofct. 

Wood. Are you thereabouts, i'faithl A Pox of Jbtam- 
Ami 

Tick. I have had a Dream too, concerning Mrs. 
jMr, and perhaps- 



Wood. Mrs. Trickfyt a Word in private with you, by 
jour Keeper's leave. 

Urn. Yet, Sir, you may fpeak your Pkafiire to her$ 
and, if you have a mind to go to Prayers together, the 
Clofet is open. 

Wood, to Trick. You but fiifpe& it at moft, aqd cannot 
prove it : if you value me, you will not ingage mt in a 
Quarrel with her Husband. 

THck. Well, in hope youTI love me, I'll obey. 

Brain. Now, Damfel Trickjy, your Dream, yoar 
Dream! - 

Trick, 'Twos fbmething of a Tlagtiet that a Shepherd 
play'd upon fo fweetly, that three Women follows him 
tor his Mufick, and {till one of 'em fhatch'd it from the 
other. 

. Pleaf. [Afid*^ I underftand her; but T find toe's brib'd 
to Secrefy. 

Urn. ThztFUgelet was, by Interpretation; but let that 
pafsj and Mr. WoodaU there was the Shepherd that pky*4 
the Tan ta r* upon't: but a generous Heart, like mine) 
will endure the Infamy no loutger; therefore, fug % I ta* 
nifh thee for ever. . 

Trick, Then farewel. 

Lim. Is that all yoii make of me? 
, THck. I hatcto be tormented with your jealous Hih 
.mours, and am glad to be rid of 'em. 

Lim. Bear witnefs, good People, of her Ingrat i tud e ! 
Nothing vexes me, but that flic calls me jealous* when I 
found him as dole a* a Butter-fly in her Clofet. 

2hck. No matter for that: I knew not he was there. 

Urn 
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Limb. Wou'd I cou'd believe thee. 

Wood. You have both our Words for't. 

Trick. Why (hou'd you perfiiade him againft his Will ? 

Lamb. Since you won't perfuade me, I care not much: 
Here are the Jewels in my Poffeffion; and Til fetch out 
the Settlement immediately. 

Wood. ^Shewing the Box.] Look you, Sir, iH fpare 
your Pains: Four hundred a Year will ferve to comfort 
a poor caA Miftrefi. 

Limb. I thought what would come of your Devib 
Voter Nqftm! 
. Brain. Reftore it to him for pity, Wbodall. 

THek. I make him my Truftee; he (hall not reftore 

it. 

Umb. Here are Jewels that coft me above two thou- 
sand Pound, a Queen might wear 'em $ behold this Ori- 
ent Neck-Jace, ?ugl 'tis pity any Neck mould touch it 
after thine, that pretty Neck ! but, oh, 'tis the falfeftr 
Neck that e'er was hang'd in PearU 

Wood. 'Twould become your Bounty to give it her at 
parting. 

1Mb. Never the (boner for your asking. But, oh, 
that word Parting! can I bear it? if (he could find in 
her Heart but fb much Grace, as to acknowledge what a 
Traytrefs (he has been, I think in my Confcience I 
could forgive her. 

Trick. I'll not wrong my Innocence (b much, nor this 
gentleman's; but, iince you have accus'd us falfly, four > 
hundred a Year, betwixt us two, will make us fome 
Part of Reparation. 

W00L I anfwer you not, but with my Leg, Madam. 

Tleaf. [Ajjde,] This mads me; but I cannot help it. 

Umb. What, wilt thou kill mc, P«g, with thy Un- 
kindnefs, when thou know'ft I cannot live without thee? 
It goes to my Heart, that this wicked Fello w , ■■ 

mod. HowVthat, Sir? 

Umb. Under the Role, good Mr. Wooddl. But I fpeak 
it with all Submiflion, in the Bitternefs of my Spirit, 
that you, or any Man, fhould have the dtfpofing of my 

four 
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tfbur hundred a Year gratis: Therefore, dear Pug] a trtrj 
in private, with vour Permiflion, good Mr. Wbodall, 
Trick. Alas, I Know by Experience, I may fafely truft 
- my Perfon with you. [JG#, Limb, am/ Trick. 

Eata* Aldo. 
Tleaf. O, Father -dfcfr, we have wanted you! Hereto 
teen made tile rareft Difcovery ! 

Brain. With the mod Comical Cataftrophe! - 
Wood. Happily arrived, i'faith, my old ^ub-fornicator: 
t have been taken upon Suspicion here with Mrs. Trickff. 
Aldo. To be taken, to be feeti 1 Before George that's % 
JPoint next the wctfft, Son WbodaU. 

Wood. Truth is, I wanted thy Affiftance, old Mttbufo 
Urn: But, my Comfort is, I fell greatly. 

Aldo. Well, young Vhaem, that's femewhat je£ if 
you made a blaze at your Departure. 

JBmer Giles. Mr*. Braihfick and Judith. 
Gilts. By your leave, 1 Gentlemen, I have followM att 
old Mailer of mine thefe two long Hours, and had a 
fair Courfeat him up the Street: Here he enter'd Vm 
fure. 

Aldo. Whoop Holiday! our trufty and well-beloved 
Giles, mod welcome! Now, for fome News of my un* 
gracious Son. 

Wood. [Afide^ Gibs here! O Rogue, Rogue! Now, 
would I were fafe ftow'd, over Head and Ears, in the 
Cheft again. 

Aldo. Look you now, Son Wooddl, I told you I was 
not mistaken j my Ratal's in Town, with a Vengeance 
to him. 

Gifts. Why, this is he, Sir; I thought you had known 
iim. 
Aldo. Known whom? 
*Giles. Your Son here, ray young Matter. 
Aldo. Do I dote? or art thou drunk, Giles t 
* Giles. Nay, I am fobcr enough, I'm fure 5 I havefetai 
kept failing almoft thefe two Days. 

Aldo. Before George, 'tis fo! I read it in, that leering 
Look; What a Tartar have I caught! 
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Brain. Woodatt bis Son\ 

fleaf. What, young Father Aldo! 

Aldo. [Afide^ Now cannot I for fhame hold up my 
Head, to think what this young Rogue is privy to! 

Mrs. Brain. The'moft dumb Interview I ever few! x 

Brain. What, have you beheld the Gorgon's Head on 
either fide? 

Aldo. Oh, my Sins! my Sins! and he keeps my Book 
,of Confcience too! He can difplay 'em, with a Wknefs! ' 
Oh, treacherous young Devil! 

Wood. [AjideA Well, the Squib's run to the End of 
the Line, and now for the Cracker : I muft bear 
up. 

Aldo. I muff fet a Pace of Authority on the matter, 

-'for my Credit—" Pray, who am I ? do you know 

me, Sir? 

Wood. Yes, I think I fliould partly know yon, Sir: You 
may remember (bme private Paflages betwixt us. 

Aldo. [A/ide.] I thought as much; he has me alrea- 
dy!— But pray, Sir, why this Ceremony amongft 
I Friends ? Put on, put on; and let us hear what New* 
from France: Have you' heard lately from my Son? does 
he continue <till the moft Hopeful and efteem'd young 
Gentleman in Paris t does he manage his Allowance with 
the fame Discretion? And laftlv, has hefUll the fame Re- 
ipccl: and Duty for his good old Father? 

Wood. Faith, Sir, I have been too long, from my Cate- 
chifm, to anfwer Co many Questions* but, fuppofe there 
bcnoNcws-of your Quondam Son, you may Comfort 
up your Heart for fuch a Lofsj Father Aldo has a nume- 
rous Pftogeny abouuhe Town, Heav'n blefs 'em. 

Aldo. HTis verv well, Sir 5 I find you have been Search- 
ing for your Relations then, in Whet/tone's Park! - 

Wood. No, Sir j I made Some fcruple of going to the 
fbrefaid place, for fear of meeting my own Father there. 

Aldo. Before George, I cou'd find in my Heart to difin- 
herit thee. 

Pkaf. Sure you cannot be £b unnatural. 

Wood. I am Sure I am no Baftard j witneSs one good 

Quality I have; If any of your Children have a firo iger 

j Vol IV, Q Ting 
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Tang of the Father in 'em, I am content to be dft 
own'd: 

Aldo. Wei), from this time forward, I proaouBce th« 
» no Son of mine. 

Wood. Then you defire I fiSou'd proceed, to jdtifie I 
am lawfully begotten? The Evidence is ready, Sir; and, 
if you pleafc, I. fhali relate before this Honourable Affa- 
bly, thofe excellent LeiTons of Morality you gave neat 
our firft Acquaintance. As, in the firft place, 

Mdo. Hold, hold j I ..charge thee hold, on thy Obedi- 
ence. I forgive thee heartily: I hare proof enough tk» 
art my Son; but tame thee that can, thou art a ad 

one. , 

' Tleaf. Why, this is as it fliouM'Tx. 

Aldo. to him. Not a Word of any Fafl&ges berwot »: 
*Tis enough- we know each other j hereafter we'll to- 
nifh all Pomp and Ceremony, and live familiarly toge- 
ther : I'll be Tilades, and thou mad Ortftes, and we'll di- 
vide the Eftate betwixt us, and have fre(h Wenches, d 
Jlfdium Rankum every Night. 

Wood. A Match; i'faith: and let the World pafc. 

Aldo. But hold a little j I had forgot one Point : I M* 
ycu are not marry'd, nor ingag'd? 

Wood, To nothing but my Pleafares, I. 

Aldo. A mingle of Profit wou'd do well though. Gwft 
here's a Girlj look well upon her; 'tis a mettled Toail 
can tell you that: Shell make notable work betwiatt two 
Sheets, in a lawful way. 

Wood. What, my old Enemy, Mrs. Plea fancei 

Mrs. Brain. Marry Mrs.Samtl/s Daughter! 

Aldo. The truth is, fliehas paft for her Daughter, fcf 
ray appointment; but ihe has as, good Blood running ii 
her Veins; as the beft of you: Her Father, Mr. Fdm* 
his Death Bed, left her to my Care and Diipofilj l*j 
' fides, a Fortune of twelve hundreds Year; a ^rettj Coi^i 
venience, by my Faith. 

Wood. Beyond my Hopes, if flic confent. "J 

Aldo. I have taken fome Care of her Education,^" 

* plactf her here with Mrs. Saintly, as her Daughter,*)* 

void her being blown npon by Fops, and younger B* 
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thers. So now, Son, I hope I have match'd your Con- 
cealment with my Difcovery! there's hit for hit, e're I 
oofs the Cudgels. 

fleaf. You will not take 'em up, Sir? 

Wood. I dare not againft you, Madam: I'm fure you'll 
worft me at all Weapons. All I can % is, I do not now 
begin to love you. 

Alfo. Let me fpeak for thee : Thou lhalt be us'd, little 
Tkafanee, like a Sovereign Princefs: Thou (halt not touch 
a bit of Butchers Meat in a Twelve-months and thou 
ihall be treated 

Tkaf. Not with Solium Kankum every Night, I hope ! 

Ado. WeH, thou art a Wag 5 no more of that. Thou 
(halt want neither Man's Meat, nor Woman's Meat, as 
fir as his Provifion will hold out. 
•. Fleaf. But I fear he's fo horribly given to go a Houfe- 
tvarming abroad, that the fcaft Part of the Provifion will 
come to my Share at home. - 

Wood, You'll find me fo much Imployment in my own 
Family, that Iifhall have little need to look out for Jour- 
ney-work. . • 

Ado. Before George, he (hall do thee Reafon, e'er thou 
fletp'ft. . ' • 

Fleaf. No 5 he Ihall have an Honourable Trace for one 
Day at leafts for 'tis not fair, to put a frcfli Enemy up- 
tin htm. • - , 

Mrs, Brain.to Fleaf, I befeech you, Madam, difcover no* 
thing betwixt him and me. . ^ 

Fleaf. to her. I am contented to cancel the old Score j 
but take heed of bringing me an after-reckoning. 

Enter Gervafe leading Saintly. 
» Gerv. Save you, Gentlemen j and you, my Quondam 
l *Mafter: You are Welcome all, as I may fay. 
' * Mdo. How now, Sirrah ? what's the matter ? 

Gerv. Give good words, while you live, Sir: Your 
Landiofd, and Mr. Saintly, if you pleafe. 

Wood, Oh, Iunderftand the'Bufinefsj he's marry 'd to 
' the Widow: ; 

£afc. ^erily, the good Work is accomplifhU 
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Brm. But, vrhy Mr. SMimlyT 

Gtrv. When a Mao is marry'd to his Betters, tis bat 
decency to take her Name. A pretty Houfc, pretty Si- 
tuation, and prettily furnifiVd'i I bare been unlawfully 
v labouring at hard Duty i but a Parfon has foder'd up the 
matter: Thank your Worfhip, W.Wbo Jall * n — How- 

Giles here! 

#&></. This Bufmefs is opt, and I am now -4w: My 
Father has forgiven me, and we are Friends. 

Gtrv. When wilTGi/w, with his Honefty, come to 

this? *,...., 

Wood. Nay, do not infult too much, good Mr. Smtly: 

Thou wert but my Deputy* thou know*# the Widow 
intended it to me. . 

Gtrv. But I am fetisfy'd (he perform'd it with roe* 

Sir, Well, there is mucn good Will, in thefe prectfe old 

' Women; they are the moB zealous Bedfellows : Look 

and (he docs not blufh now ! you fee there's .Grace in 

Wood. Mr. Limberkam, where are you ? Come, cheat 
up Man: How go matters on your Side of the Country? 
Cry him, Gervaje. 

Gtrv. Mr. Umbtrham, Mr. Limterham, make jour 
Appearance in the Court, and fave your Recognizance. 
Mnttr limberham and Trickfy . 

Wood. Sir, I mould now make a Speech to you m my 
own Defence j but the- (hort of all is this; If you can 
forgive what's paft, your Hand, and I'll endeavour to 
make up the Breach betwixt you and your MifUcis : 
If not, I am ready to give you tie Satisfa&ion of .^Gen- 
tleman. 

Umb. Sir, I am a peaceable Man, -and a geoti •Ghriffi- 

an, though I lay it, And ddire no Satisfaction from any 
Man: fug and I are partly agreed upon ,tae point alrea- 
dy 5 and therefore lav thy tlaijd up«n.thy Heart, Vug, and 
it thou canft from the bjottom of thy Soul dene Mankind* 
naming no Body, ,P11 forgive tjiv paft Enormities j and, 
" to give good Example to all Chriftian Keepers, will take 
thee to my wedded Wife: And thy four hundred a Year 
fhaHJ* ictlcd upon thee, for fcparate Maintenance. 
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Trick. Wjiy> now I can confent with Honour. ' 

Aldo. This is the firft Bufinefs that was ever made up 
fvithou^ me. 

Wood. Give you Joy, Mr. Bridegroom. 

Limb. You may fpare your Breath, Sir, if yod pleafe : 
I defire none from you. 'Tis true, I'm fatisfy'd of her 
Virtue,' in fpight of Slander* but, to filence Calumny, £ 
mall crVtlly defire you henceforth, not to make a Chap- 
pel of Eafc of Pug's Clofer. 

rleaf [Afide% I'll take -care of falfe Worlhip, ' I'll war- 
rant himxHe-fhall have no more to do with Ik// and the 
"Dragon. 

Brain. Come hither, Wedlock, and let me Seal my 
kfting Love upon thy Lips: Saintly has been fedue'd, and 
ib has Trickjy— — But thou alone art kind and conftant. 
Hithfcrto I have, not valued t Modefty, according to its 
Merit j but hereafter, Memphis (hall not boaft a Monu- 
ment more? firm, than my Affection. 

Wood. A moft excellent Reformation, and at a mod 
feafbnable time! The Moral on'e is plcafanr, if well con-, 
fider'd. Now, let's to Dinner: Mr. Saintly, lead the 
way, as becomes you, in your own Houfe. 

[The reft going of. 

Tle*f. Your Hand, fweet Mdicty. 

Wood. And Heart too, my comfortable Importance.. 

- Miftrefs and Wife, by turns, I have poflefs d : 
He who enjoys 'em ooth in one, is bkft'd. 
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EPILOGUE 



Spoken by Limberham, 

IBeg a Horn, that e'er you all disband, 
Some one would take my bargain off my Hand: 
To keep a Punk is but a common Evil, 
To find herfalfe, and marry, that's the Devil. 
We'll, I neer aBed Part in all my Life, 
Butftill I wasfobb'd offwithfomejuch Wife: 
I find the Trick j thefe Poets take no Pity 
Of one that is a Member of the City. v 

We Cheat you lawfully, and in our Trades,. 
Tou Cheat us bafely with your common Jades. 
Now I am marry d, J rmft fit down by it; 
But let me keep my Dear-bought Sfoufe in auiet: 
tit none of you darmid Woodali's of the Pit, 
Tut in for Shares to mend our Breed in Wk\ 
We know your 'Baft or ds from our Flefh and Blood, 
Kot one in ten of yours e'er comes to good. 
Jn all the Boys their lather's Virtues fhine, 
But all the Female Fry turn Pugs like mine. 
When thefe grow up, Lord with what Rampant Gadden 
Our Counters will be throng'd, and Roads with ? adders. 
This Town, two Bargains has, not worth <mo Farthing, t 
A Smithficki Horfe, and Wife o^Covait-Gardcn. 
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PREFACE. 



HOUGH it bedanger$us toraife too great 
an Expectation, efpecially in Worksol thii- 
Nature, where we ate to plcafc an un&cia- 
b!c Audience; yet 'tis reaionableto prcpof- 
firfi them in favour of an Author, and 
therefore both the Frebgue and fyilogttt in- 
form'd you, that OtJipus was the moil celebrated Piece of 
sllAiitiquity;ThatS(yWH not onlythegreateftWir, but 
one of the greateft Men in .,<£ftcw, made it for the Stage 
U the Publick Coft, and that it had the Reputation of be- 
ing his Matter-piece, not only amongft the Seven of hie 
which are dill remaining, but of the greater Number 
which arc periih'd. ArijktU has more than once admir'd 
it in his Book of Poetry, Horace has rnention'd it : ImckL- 
lit, Julius C&fitr, and other noble Romans, have written 
on the fame Subject, though their Poena are wholly 
loft; but Sauca's is ftill preferv'd. In our own Age, Ctr- 
uiilt has attempted it, and, it appears by his Preface, with 
great Succcis : But a judicious Reader will eafily obferve, 
now much the Copy is mferiour to the Original. He 
tells you himfclf, that he owes a great part of his Suc- 
cefs to the happy Epiiodc of Thtfiut and Dirct; which is 
the fame thing,, as if we (hould acknowledge, that we 
were indebtedfor our good Fortune, to the Underplot of 
jtiraJUu, Eurydict, and Crtm. The truth is, he milerably 
iail'din the Character of his Hero: if he defir'd thatCWi- 
t*i (hould be pitied, he fhou'd have made him a better 
Of Mnu 
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Mas. He forgot that Stphocles had taken care to' (keqg 
him in his firft Entrance, a Tuft, a Merciful, a Success- 
ful, a Religious Prince, and in fhort, a Father of Hi- 
Country : Inftead of thefe, he Has drawn htm fufpicious* 
designing, more anxious of keeping the Theban Crown, 
fhan folicitous for the Safety of his People: He&or'd by 
The feus y contemn'd by Dirce, and fcarce maintaining a Se- 
cond Part in his own Tragedy. This was an Errour in 
the firft Concoction ; and therefore never te be mended 
in the fecond or the third: He introdue'd a greater Heroe 
than Oedipus himfelf : for when Ihefeus was once there, 
that Companion of Hercules muft yield to none t The Poet 
was oblig'd to furnifh him with Bufinefs, to make him 
an Equipage foitable to his Dignity, and by following 
him too clofe, to lofe his other King of Brentford in the 
Crowd. Seneca on the other fide, as it there were no fuch 
thing as Nature to be minded in a Play, is always run- 
ning after pompous Expreflion, pointed Sentences, and 
Philosophical Notions, more proper for the 'Study than 
the Stage: Tkc^renck-mm fbtlow'd a wrong Scent; and 
the Roman was absolutely at cold Hunting. All we cou'd 
gather 'out of Corneille, was, that an Eptfbde muft be, 
put not his Way : And Seneca fupply'd us with no new 
Hint, but only a Relation which he makes of his Zfcv- 
fias raiting the Ghoft of Lajus : Which is here perfbrm'd 
in view of the Audience, the Rites and Ceremonies fo 
far his, as he agreed with Antiquity, /and the Religion of 
the Greeks: But he himfelf was beholden to Homer's 71- 
refias in the Odyjfes for fomeof them: And the reft have 
been collected from Hefadore's Mthiopiques, and Loom's 
TEriftho. Sophocles indeed is admirable every where: And 
therefore we have followed him as clofe as poflibly we 
couk}; But the Athenian Theater, (whether more perfed 
than our?, is not now difputed) had a Perfection differing 
from ours. You fee therein every A€t a {ingle Scene, (or 
two at moft) which manage the Bufinefs of the Play, 
and after that fucceeds the Chorus, which commonly 
takes uj> more time in Singing, than there has been em- 
j>1oyM in fpeaking. The principal Perfbn appears al- 
ihoft conftantly through the flay* but the inftriour 
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Ejrrs fcldom above once in the whole Tragedy. The 
Conduct of our Stage is much more difficult, where we 
.are oblig'd never to lofe any confiderable Character 
which we hive once prdented. Cuftom likewife hat 
obtahi'd, that we mull form an Underplot of fecond 
Perlbns, which mull be depending on the fir ft, 1 and their 
By-walks mult be like thofe in a Labyrinth, which ail 
of 'era lead into the great Parterre: Or like fo many £- 
veral lodging Chambers, which have their Out-lets into 
the fame Gallery. Perhaps after all, if we could think 
£>, the ancient Method, as 'tis the caficit, is alio the mart 
Natural, and the Belt. For Variety, as 'tis manag'd, is 
too often fubjeii: to bread Diffraction: And while wc 
would pieafe too many ways, for want of Art in the 
Conduct, we pleale in none. But we have given you 
more already than was ncceflary for a Preface, and for 
ought we know, may coin no more by our Inflruiti- 
ons, than that Politick Nation is like to do, who have 
taught their Enemies to fight fo long, that at lift :hcy 
are in a Condition to invade them. 
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TXTHEN Athens all the Grsecian State ltd guide, 
And Greece gave Laws to all the World be(ide y 
'Then Sophocles with Socrates did fit, 
Supreme, in Wifdom me, and one in Wit: 
And mtfrom Wifdom differed not in tbofi, 
But as 'mas fang mVerfe, t or faid m ?rofo m > .] 

Then, Oedipus, on Crowded Theatres* , 
Drew all admiring Eyes and liflmng Ears-, 
The pleas* d Spe&ator jhouted every Line, 
The nobleft, manHeft, and the heft Defignf 
And every Critick of each learned Age 
By thisjstft Model has reform *d the Stage. 

'&*»> JhouU it faih (as Heav'n avert our fear!) 
Datm it in Siltme, left the World Jhould bear. 

for were it, known this Poem did not pkafe % 
Ten might fit up firjerfetl Salvages: 
Tour Neighbours would not look on you as Men: 
But think the Nation all turn'd Pi&s agen* 
faith, as you manage Matters, 'tis not fit 
Tou Jhould Jujfe&yeur felves of too much Wit. 
Drive not the Jeft too far,, but /fare this Piece*, 
And, for this once, be not more wifi than Greece 
See twice! Do net pell-mell to Damning folk 
ZJke true-born Britain*, who ne'er think at all: 
Tray be advis'dy and though at Monsyeu wm 
On pointed Camon do not always run* 
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With firm refte& to undent Wit proceed*, ' 
Tom take the four firfi Councils for your Creed. 
But, when yen lay Tradition wholly hy, 
And on the private Spirit alone rely*, 
Teu turn Tanaticks in your Poetry. 
If, notwitkftmdmg all that we cm fay, 
Tom needs will have your periworths of the flay: 
And tome refih/d to Damn, hecaufe fou pay, 
Record it, in Memorial of the Ta&, 
Jbefifi flay hrfdfim the Woollen A3. 



/ 







Dm- 



Dramatis Pet fbnae, 



\ 


M E N. 


OEdipus 


Mr. Bettertom 


Adraftus 


Mr. Smith. - 


Crcon 


Mr." Samjerd. 


Tirefias 


Mr. Harris. 


Hsmoa 


Mr. Crosby. 


Alcander 


Mt. muum. 


Diodes 


Mr. Norris. 


Pyracmon 


Mr* Roman. 


Phorbas 


Mr. Gi/fe. 


Dymas 




JEgeon 


• 


Ghoji of Lajus 


Mr. miltmul 


• 


W M E N. 


Jocafta 


Mrs. Betterton. 


Eurydice 


• Mrs, 2>f. 


Mantp. 


„ Mrs. Evans. 



Priefts, Citizens, Attendants, Off. 

S C EN E, THEBES. 



i 



OEDITVS. 



OE Z> / <P U J! 



A C T I. SCENE!.' 



The Cmtam rifts to a plaintive Tme, repre/ent- 
t*g the frefent Condition tf Thebes ; dead Be- 
dies appear at a Diftanee in the Streets ; Come 
faitetfygo aver the Stage, others drop, . 

Enter Alcander, Diodes and Pyracmon, 

A t C'J N B E «, 

SEthinks we (rami on Ruin.';; Nature fhakei 
S About us j and the univerfal Frame 
g So ]oofe, that it but wants another Pufh 
jjj To leap from off its Hindges. [Globe 

jj Dice. No Sun tochear us; but a bloody- 
That rowlsabove; abaldandbeamlefsFiiej 
His Face o'er-grown with Scurf: The Sun's lick too; 
Shortly he'll be an Earth. 

Tyr. Therefore the Seafons 
Lye all confus'di and, by the Hesv'n's neg!e&cd, 

Forgte 
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Forget themfilves : Blind Winter meets the Summer 
In his Mid-way, and, feeing not his Livery, 
Has driv*n him headlong back u And the raw damps 
With flaggy Wings fly Ticavily about, 
Scattering their Pefrtfential Colds and Rheumes / 
Through all the lazy Air. 

Ale. Hence Murrains follow'd 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds: 
At laft, the Malady 

Grew more domeftick, and the faithful Beg 
pfd at his Mailer's Feet. 

Dice. And next his Matter: 
For all thofe Plagues which Earth and Air had brooded, 
Firft on infeiour Creatures try'd their Force j 
And laft they feiz'd on Man. 

?yr. And then a thousand Deaths at once advancl ' 
And every Dart took place* all was fo fudden, 
That fcarce a firft Man fell; one but began 
To wonder, and ftraight fell a* Wonder too ; 
A third, who ftoep'd to raife his dying Friend, ' 
Drbpt in the pious A&. Heard you that Groan ? 

[Gromwkkm. 

Dice. A Troop of Ghofts' took flight together there: 
Now Death's grown Riotous, and will play no more 
For fingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes: 
How are we fure we breath not now our laft, 
« And that next Minute, 
Our Bodies caft into fome common Pit, 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 
JBj half a People. 

Ale. There's a Chain of Caufes 
linked to Effects; invincible Necefllty 
That whatever is, could not but (b have. been; 
^That's my Security. 

To them, aster Creon. 

0#. So had it need, when all our Streets lye cover*d 
.With dead and dying Men j' 
And* Earth cxpofes Bodies on the Pavements 
More than (he hides in Graves! 
-JBetwixt the Bride and Bridegroom have I feen 

The 
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The Nuptial Torch clo common Offices 
Of Marriage and of Death. 

Dioc* Now, OEdipus, 
(If he return from War, our other Plague) 
WiU'fcarce find half he left, to grace his Triumphs.' 

Tyr. A ♦feeble Paean will be fung before him. 

Ale. He would do well* to bring the Wives and Chikke» 
Of conquer'd Argians, to renew his Thebes. 

Cre. May Funerals meet him at the City Gates, 
With their detefted Omen. 
. " J>ioc. Of his Children. 

Cre. Nay, though (he be my Sifter, of his Wife; 

jfk. O that our Thebes might once again behold 
'A Monarch Theban born ! 

J>ioc. We might have had one. 

Tjr. Yes, had the People pleas'd. i* 

Cre, Come, you're my Friends : 
The Queen my Sifter, after Lajus't Death, 
Fear'd to lye tingle; and fupplytt his Place 
With a young Succeflbur. 

JDioc. He much refembks 
Her former Husband too. 

Ale. I always thought fo.' [Locks? 

Tyr. When twenty Winters more havegriifcTd his black 
He will be very Ltjus. s 

O*. So he will: 
Mean time (he ftands provided of a Lajus 
More young and vigorous too, by twenty Springs^ 
Theft Women are luch cunning Purveyors! 
Mark where their Appetites have once been pleas'd, 
The fame refemblance in a younger Lover 
Lyes brooding in their Fancies the fame Pkafures, 
And urges their Remembrance to Defire. 

Vkc. Had Merit, not her Dotage, been confider'd, 
Then Crem had been King) but OEJipus, 
- A Stranger ! 

Cre. That word Stranger, I confefs, t 

Sounds harfhly in my Ears. 

Dm. We arc your Creatures. 
The People ,prone, as in all general Ills, 

. * * Ta 
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To fudden Change* the King in Wars abroad^ 
The Queen a Woman weak and unregarded j 
Xurydice the Daughter of dead L*jus, - 
A Princefs young and beauteous, and unmarried. 
Rethinks from thefe disjointed Proportions 
Something might be produe'd. 

Ore. The Gods have done 
Their Part, by fending this commodious Plague. 
But oh the Princefs! her hard Heart is (hut 
By Adamantine Locks againft my Love. 

Jlc. Your Claim to her is ftrong: You arebetrothVt 

Tyr. True; in her Nonage. 
• Eioe. I heard the Prince of Argos, young Mraftus, 
When he was Hoftage here 

Cre. Oh Name him not! the Bane of all. my Hopes* 
That hot-brain'd, head-long Warrior, has the Charms 
Of Youth, and fomewhat ofaluckyRaftSnefi, 
To pleafe a Woman yet more Fool than he, 

- That thoughtfcfs Sex is caught by outward Form 

- And'empty Noife, and loves it felf in Man. 

Ale* But fmce the War broke out about our Frontiers* 
He's now a Foe to Thehes\> 

Cre. But is not fo to her ; fee, roe appeatsi 
Once more Til prove my Fortune: You infiauate 
Kind Thoughts of me into the Multitude; 
Lay load upon the Court ; gull 'em with Freedom; 
And you (hall fee *em toft their Tails, and gad, 
As if the Breeze had ftung 'em. 

Vhc. We'll about it. . [Ixetmt'Mc. Dioc mi ?jt. 

Enter Eurydice. 

Cre. Hail, Royal Maid; thou bright Ewydkel 
A lavifti Planet reign'd when thou wert born j 
And made thee of fuch Kindred-mokl to Heav-'a* 
Thou fttm'ft more HeavVs thin ours, 

Ear. Caft round .your Eyes; 
Where late the -Streets were fo thick (own with Men, 
Like Cadmus Broed they juried for the Pa&ge: 
Now look for thofe erected Heads* and fee *em 
Like Pebbles paving all our pubiiok Way?: 



.^^J 
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When you have thought on this, then anfwer tfte, 
If thefe be Hours of Courdhip. 

Cre. Yes, they are'* 
For when the Gods deftroy fo faft, 'tis time i 
"We fliould renew the Race. 

Eur. What, in the tnidft of Honour! 
Cre. Why not then ? 
There's the more need of Comfort. 
Eur. Impious Cretm ! 
Cre. Unjuft Eurydictl can you accufe me 
Of Love, which is Heav'n s Precept, and not fear 
That Vengeance, which you fay purftes our Crimes} t 
Should reach your Perjuries? 

Eur. Still th* old Argunfent. 
I bad you, caft your Eyes on other Men, 
Now caft 'em on your fclf : Think what you are,; 
Cre. A Man, 
Eur. A Man! 

Cre. Wfiy doubt you? Pm a Man. 
Eur. *Tis well you tell me fb, I fhould miftake y<Rf 
For any other Part o'th' whole Creation, 
Rather than think you Man: Hence from my Sight* 
"Thou Poifon to my Eyes. 

• Cre. Twas you nrftpoHbn'd mine; and yet methinksj 
My Pace and Perfon ftiould not make you iport. 

Eur. You force me, by your Importunities, 
To (hew you what you are. 

Cre. A Prince, wno loves you : 
And fince your Pride provokes me> worth your Love* 
Ev'n at its higheft Value. 
Eur. Love from thee! 
Why Love renoune'd theee'er tfiou faw'ft the Light: 
Nature her felf ftart back when thou wcrt born * 

And cry'd, the Work's not mine 

The Mtdwife flood aghaft; and when the faw 

Thy Mountain hack, and thy drftorted Legs, 

Thy Face it felf, 

Half-minted wkh the- Royal Stamp of Man j 

And half o'ercome with Beaft, ftood doubting long, 

\fhok Right in thee were more; 

Andi 
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And knew not, if to burn thee in the Flames, „ 
Were net the holier Work. 

Op. Am I to blame, if Nature t hrew my Body 
In Co pervcrle a Mould ? yet when (he caft 
Her envious Hand upon my fupple Joints, 
Unable to refill, and rumpled. *«m I 

On heaps, in their dark Lodging, to revenge 
Her bungled Work (he ftampt my Mind more fair; 
And as from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, 
The God ftrook Fire, and lighted up the Lamps 
That beautifie the Sky, fo he inform'd 
This iH-map'd Body with a daring Soul :* 
And making lefs tnan Man, he, made me more. 

Eur. No; thou art all one Error; Soul and Body. 
Thy firft young Tryal of fome. unskill'd Pow'r $ 
Rude in tie making Art, and Ape. of J*ve- 
The crooked Mind within hunch'd out thy Back*. 1 
And wandered in thy .Limbs : To thy own kind- j 

Make Love, if thou^canft find it in the World: 
And feek not from our Sex to raife an Off-fpriflg* 
Which, mingled with.thereft», would tempt the Godr? 
To cut off human Kind. 

Oe. N05 let *em leave 
The Argian Prince for you: That Enemy 
Gf Thebes. has made you fake,* and break the Vow* " 
You made to me. s 

Eur . They were my MotherV Vows, 
Made when I was at Nurfe. v j 

X>e. But hear me, Maid; 
This Blot of Nature,, this deform'd, loatfa'd Om, 
Is Mailer of a Sword, to reach the Blood 
Of your young Minion* fpoii the Gods fine work, 
And flab you in his Heart 

Eur, This when thoiulouY 
Then mayft thou Mil be cursed with loving me: 
And, as thou art, be Ml unpitied, loath'dj ; 

And let his Qho ft ■ N o, let his Ghoft have reft; 
But let the greateft, fierceft, fouleft Fury, 
Let Crm haunt Jiimfcuv p*I* 
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*>#. *Tis true, I am 
What fhe has told me, an Offence to Sight: 
My Body opens inward to my Soul, 
And lets in Day to make my Vices feen 
By all difcerning Eyes, but the blind Vulgar. 
I mult make hade ere Oedipus return, 
To fhatch the Crown and her; for I itill Jove* 
But love with Malice; as an angry Cur 
Snails while he feeds, fo will I laze and fhnch 
The hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 
And leave the {craps for Slaves. 
Enter Tircfias, leaning on* Staff, md led by his Daughter 

Manto. 
What makes this blind pophetick 'Tool abroad ! 
Wou'd his Apollo had him, he's too holy 
For Earth and me; Til fliun his Walk; and feek 
My popular Friends. [Exit Creon« 

lire. A little farther; yet a little' farther, 
Thou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 
Conduct my weiry-Jteps : and thou who feeft 
For me and for thy felt, beware thou tread not 
With impious Steps upon dead Corps;— —Now ftay : 
■ Methinks I draw more open, vital Air, 
'Where are We? 

him. Under Covert of a Wall : 
The mod frequented once, and noiiy part 
Of Thebes, now midnight Silence reigns ev'n here; 
And Grafs untrodden lpringsbendth our Feet. 
Ttr. If there be nigh this Place a funny Bank, 
There let me reft a while : a funny Bank ! 
Alas ! how can it be, where no Sun (nines! 
But a dim winking Taper in the Skies, 
That nods, and fcarce holds up his drowzy Head 
To glimmer through the Damps. 

{A Noije within. Follow, fdb», folby, a Crcoa, A 
Crcon, A Creon.] 
Bark ! ^tumultuous Noifc, and Creeps Name 
Tfhrice eccho'd. 

Mm. Fly, the Tcmpeft drives this way. 
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Tir. Whither can Age and Blindnefi take their flight? 
If I could fly, what cqu'd I fufler worfe j 

Secure of greater Ills! 

[Noife again, Crcon, Creon, Creon; 
'Enter Crcon, Diodes, Alcandcr, Pyracmoni ftHmH) 

the Crowd. j 

Creon. I thank ye, Countrymen 5 but muft rcfufc | 
The Honours you intend me; they're too great j 
And I am too unworthy; think agen, 
And make a better Choice. 

1 at. Thinktwicel I ne'er thought twice in all mjlifc 

That's double work. 

% Cit. My firft Word is always my Second; and there- 
fere I'll have no fecond Word: and therefore 000c again 
I fey, A Creon. 

JUL A Crew, A Creen, A Crem! 

Cre. Yet hear me, Fellow-Citizens* t 

Dioc. Fellow-Citizens ! there was a Word of Kindaefi . 

Ale. When did Oedifus fclute you by that familiar Name? 

1 Of/. Never, never j he was too proud. 

Cre. Indeed he could not, for he was a Stranger: 
But under him our Thebes is half deftroyed. 
Forbid it Heav'n the refidue mould periih 
Under a Thtbm born. 

'Tis true, the Gods might (end this Plague amoag f»* 
Becaufe a Stranger rnl'd: but what of that, 
Can I rcdrefs it now ? . 

% Ca. Yes, you or none. 
'Tis certain that the Gods are angry with usi 
Becaufe he reigns. 

Cre. OedipH4 may return : you may be ruin'd. 

1 Cit. Nay, if tnat be the matter, we are ruhVd alreadf. 

iCik Half of us 1 that are here prefent, were Hying Mw 
but Ycfterday, and we that are abfent do but drop and 
drop, and no Man knows whether he be dead or living. 
Ana therefore while we are found and well, let us iausfie 
our Confciences, and make a new King. 

3 Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to fee another Co- 
ronation, and then if we muft die, we'll go merrily to- 
gether. -~ - f ■ *», 
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J6i. To the Queftion, to the Que/Hon. 
Dioc. Arc you content, jCre&n (hould be your King? 
All. A Creon 9 A Creon, A Craw/ 
lir. Hear me, ye Thebansy and thou Craw, hear me. 
1 Cit. Who's that would be heard? we'll hear no Man: 
"We can fcarce hear one another. 

Ttr. I charge you by the Gods to hear me. 
2. Ctt. Oh, 'tis uipoib's Prieft, we muft hear him; 'tis 
the old blind Prophet that fees all things. 

3 Cit. He comes from the Gods too, and they arc our 
betters ; and in good Manners we muft hear him : Speak, 
Prophet. 

-2. Cit. For coming from the Gods that's no great Mat- 
ter* they can alliay that; but he's a great Scholar, he 
<an make Almanacks, and he were put to't, and there- 
fore I fay hear him. 

2Jr. When angry Heav'n fcatters its Plagues among you, 
Is it for nought, ye Thtbmsl are the Gods 
Unjuft in puniflung ? arc there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down ? 

1 Cit. Yes, yes t no doubt there are fbme Sins ftirrin& 
that are the .Caufc of all. 

3 Cit. Yes there are Sins; or we fliould have no Taxes. 
* Cit. For my part I can fpeak it with a fafe Confcience, 
I ne'er fon'd in all my Life. 
1 Cit. Nor 1. 

3 C//. NorL (Doors? 

a Cit, Then we areall julHfied, the Sin lies not at our 
Ttr. All juftified alike, and yet all guilty; 
- Were every ManVfalie dealing brought to light, 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 
His Weights and Meafures, th' other Man's Extortions, 
With what Face could you teJJ offended Heav'n, 
You had not finn'd? 

% Cit. Nay, if thefe be Sins, the Cafe is alter*d; for mf 
part I never thought any thing but Murder had been a 
Sirt 

2xr. And vet, as if all thefe werelefs than nothing, 
You add RebeUisa to 'ca^ impious TMm I 

^ '" "* " Have 
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Have you not {worn before the Gods to ferre 
, And to obey this Oedipus, your King 
By publick Voice eleded? anfwcr me,' 
• l/thisbetrue! 

% Ca. This is true ; but it's a hard World, Ndghboois, 
If a Man's Oath muft be his Matter. 
Cre. Speak ThecUs\ all goes wrong. 
Vbc, How are you Traytors, Countrymen of ttebnf 
This holy Sire, who prefles you with Oaths, { " f , 

Forgetsyour firft; were you not fworn before 
To Lajus and his Blood? 
' All. We were \ we were. , 

Th$c. While Ijfw has a lawful Succeflbr, 
Your firft Oath ftill maft bind : Eurydsce 
Is Heir to Lajus^ let her marry Qrton : 
Ogendod Heav'n will never he appcas'a* 
White Oedipus pollutes the Throne of Lajus, 
A Stranger to nis Blood. 
All. We'll no Oidipus, no Oedipus. 
j. Cit. He puts the Prophet in a Mode-hole, 
a Cfr. 1 knew it woii'd be fo$ the laft Man ever fpeaki 
the beft Rcafon, 

ISr. Can Benefits thus dye, Ungrateful Thebms! 
Remember yet, when, after Lajufs death, ., 

The Monfter Sphinx laid your rich Country wade, 
Your. Vineyards fpoil'd, your labouring Oxen flew; 
Your {elves for fear mewd up within your Walls, ^ 
She, taller than your Gates, o'er-look'd y*ur Town, 
But when fhe rais'd her Bulk to fail above you, 
She drove the Air around her like a Whirlwind, 
And (haded all beneath $ till (looping down, 
She dap'd her leathern Wing againft your Tow'rs, 
And thruft out her long; Neck, eVn'to, your Doors. 

D'toc. Ale. Pyr. We'Jlhear no more. 
• 2fr. You durft not meet in Temples 
T'invoke the Gods for aid, the proudeft he 
' Who leads you now, then cowrtl, like a dar'd Lark: 
This Orem (hook for fear, 
The Blood of L*j*s cruddled in his Veins: 
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"fiff Gedifm arrf^cf. 

Call'd by his own high Courage and thr Gods; 

Himfelr to you a God: ye oflerd Mm 

Your Qucen,and Crown ; (but what was then your Crown ) 

And Heav'n authorized it by bis Succefi: 

Speak then, who is your lawful King? 

All. Tis Oedipus. 

Hr. Tis Oedipus indeed : your King more lawful 
Than yet you dream : For fomething frill there lyes 
In Heav'ns dark Volume, which I read through MinV 
'Tis great, prodigious 5 *tis a dreadful Birth, 
Of wondrous' Fate j and now, juft now difcloW, 
like, I fee! how terribly it dawns. 
And my Soul fickens with it: 

1 at. How the God (hakes him! 

Ttr. He comes ! he comes ! Victory ! Conqueft * Triumph * 
But oh! Guiltlefs and 'Guilty: Murder! Parricidcr * 

Inceft ! Difco very ! Punifhment 'tis ended, " ' 

And all your Sufferings o'er;* 

A Trumpet within-, Enter Haemon. 

Him. Rouse up ye Thebms*, tune your To Pmtst 
Your King returns ; the Argicms are o'er-come- 
Their Warlike Prince in fmgle Combat taken, * 
And led in Bands by God-like Oedipus. 

AU. Oedipus, Oedipus, Oedipus! 

Orson. Furies confound his Fortune »—— rjrfrjs 

Hafte,aUhafte: * f ^£- 

And meet with Bleffings our Victorious King- 
Decree Proceffions ; bid new Holy-days j * 

Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands- 
And raife a Brazen Column, thus inferib'd, ' 

To (Udipus, now twice a Conqueror; Deliverer of his ThebeS 
Truft me, I weep for joy to fee this Day. (trymen* 
Ttr. Yes, Heav'n knows why thou weep'nV.^oXoun! 

And, as you ufe to fupplicate your Gods 

So meet your King with Bayes, and Olive-branches- 
Bow down, and touch his Knees, and beg from him 
*n end of all your Woesj for only he 

^ gi 7 € Tv yaU ' &*' T i* & * * ?»fr filing; 
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Enter Otd\vwWTnumfb\ Adraftlis Wfa#S ftyttatfftk A 
Ofr/ AH Ml, great Oedipus-, » - ' * 5 i* '. I 
Thou mighty Conqueror, haily-wekom* to3Ekfc*v 
To thy own Thebes $ to all that's left of Zfrfo; 
For MF tfiy Citizens are fwept away, - ! • v *■ 
And wanting to thy Triumphs* .« ^ 

And we, the happy Remnant, Oiily five "'■ °' *< i: ••> •">• uT 
To welcome thee, and dye. .• . «' '« at. wn>&2 

(W#£ Ti*us Pleafure never come* finc(*r* td MWj : x3 
But fcht r, 6v Heart* upon hard Ufiiry: v l - * ' "'»- 
And, while jW holds us out the Bowl of }fy nt L( M 3 
E'rc it can reach our Lips it's dafht with Gall ••' * ' ° 
By fome left-handed God. O mournful Triumph*' - 
O Conqudt gainM ahioad and loft at home? : ■ rI : ?Lo0 

^£rw/ now rejoyce, for Thebes lyesiow; t J 1 ^^ 
Thy usnghter'd Sons now finite, and tfcflfc ttey*tar : 
When they can count moreT^i^^hofts-rfcm^toJ. 

Mr. No* J^gosmoaxt^ymxhlfft^ 
Tour Courage while you fought, that Mercy $^*™ 
The manlier Virtue, and much more prevaird! ;| b • 
While Argus is a People, think your Thibet ' v " 

Can never want for Subjects : • Every Nation ^ ' 
Will crowd to ferve where Oefspui commands. ^}'J\ 

Qre.to HdmBovr mean it&cws to fawn upon thc^iflWj 

H*m. HadyoubcMdiiimfigMyouhidfdd^tlk^ 
Come, 'tis bwve bearing in him y not tfrcnvy . ,; 

Supcriour Virtue. * . >1 v *• : .W 

Oaty. Thisindetd is Coaqudr, .T^^IbnA 

To gain -a Friend like you : Why were v&t&t? ' ?~ 

Mr. 'CaufcwewereJCings, and each difoWdanl^; 

1 fought to have it in my.pow'r to do " x ' ' 
What thouJiaft done* and fo toufe mj Oc^qucft; ^ . 
To Ihcw thee;.-Honour was my only Mcifve. • ^ ■'''' 
Know this, that were my Army at thy Gafiir^ " ? K 
And Thebes thus wafte, I would not take the Gift, .''* 
Which, like a Toy dropt from' the Hands of Fortud* v 
lay for the next Chance-comer. * 

Qedif.. embracing. Nef more Captive, 
But Brother of the War : 'Tis much more plea&& . 
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Ao&A&r, tmft n*, thus to meet shy bore, ... , T 
Than when hard Gantlets olenchM our Warliic Hands, 
And kept '«m &om foft uic. ' ■ , 

Adr. My Conqueror I 

Ooty. My Friend J that other Name keep Enmity alf 7C.' t 
But longer to detain thee were a Crime $ ,' ,. ^ 



To love, and to Emidyce, go free: . , v A 

fupply. ". 
Adr. I go without a Blum, though conqiKJr/d,tjvi£e,X, .j 



Sach welcome as a ruin'd Town, can gire,. yriyj U)W oT 



Expe^ifcsm»n»j the rcfl4et her fupply. \ , Q 

' Adr. I go without a Blum, though conque^t^v^r,,, 
By you wte my Princds. '. , j^^/ifh^ 




Int£&j#?to}le with Branches in their Hand^ ioldi^hf^ 

^- Ufa smdknidmg: TmMefts before tfom.j. \\ 

Q*/?f .Alas, my People! ';"; ^ 

What means this fpecchlefc Sorrow* «Jown-caB:-l|/v^$, t -^ 

And lifted Hands! if there be ooe amoog you , r 

Whom Grief has left a Tongue, fpeak for the reft. . : , 
i Ir. O Fathex of thy Country ! 

To thee theft Knees are bent, theft Eyes, arc lifted, . 

A^.tq.a/v^iUe Divinity. v 

A^grinc,? on whom Heaven fafely might repofc 

The buiinefs of Mankind ? for Providence 

Might »on thy careful Boibm. fleep fecure, 

And leave her Task to thee. 

But whore's jjhe Glory of thy former A6b ? 

pT'ad^at's deftroy'd when none (hall live to fpeak it. 

Millions of Subjects (halt thoa havej but mute. 

A People of the jieadi a crowded Defart. 

A Midnight Silence at the noon of Day. 

Oedif. O were our Gods as ready with their Pity, 

As I with mine* tais .Prefence (hou'd be throngM 

With all I left alive i and my fed Eyes 

Not feafch in vain for Friends, whofe promis'd Sight 

Iflatter'd my toils of War. 
i Fr. Twice our Deliverer. 
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Oedip, Nor awnow your Vows 
Adckcli ta one who flaps : , 

When this unwelcome News firft reachtt my Ear* 
Z)y/w/« was fent to Delfhos to enquire 
The Caufc and Cure of this contagious 111 : 
And is this Day remrtfd : but lincc his Meifage 
Concerns the Publick, I refus'd to hear it 
But in ( this, general Pretence : let ham fpeak. . 
^ Qym. A dreadful Anftver from the halbw'd tiro, 
And facred lupous did the Briejteia give, 
Lj theie my&erious Words, 

The Oracle. Shed in. A amfid Hour, by wfed Hand, 
Blood-Royal mrevtngd, has curs'J th* LttriL 
When Lajus Death is expiated, mil, 
Tour Vlague {hall ceafe : the reft let Lajus teU. . u 

Oedip. Dr^dfuliBdccd^Blood^ncraKingVBloodtoo:^ 
And fuch a King's, and by his Subjdfts ftiedl , . 
(Elfe why this Curie on Thebes?) no wonder then 1 
If Monfters, Wars, and Plagues revenge iiich Crimes! .* 
If Heav'n be juft, its whole Artillery 
All muft be emptyM on us : Not one Bolt 
Shall err from Thebes ; but more be call'd for, more: 
New moulded Thunder of a larger Size 5 r .y 

Driv'n by whole Jove. What, tpuch anointed Pow'r? ' " 
Then Gods beware * fwe wouM himfelf be next* . 



Cou'd you but reach nim too. 

a IV. We mourn the fid Remembrance. " • 
^Oedip. Well you may: .---•" ' ' 

Worfe than a Plague infeds you : y*are devoted - ' L , , 
To Mother Earth, and to th' internal Powers : ' "' ,! 
Hell has a right in you : I thank you, Gods, T 

That I'm no Theban born : how my Blood middles ! 
As if this Curfe touch'd me! and touch*d me nearer * n 
Than all this Prefence! — Yes," 'tis a King's Blood, ' 
And I, a King, am ty'd in deeper Bonds ; 

To expiate this Blood: But where, from whom, 
Or how muft I attonc it? tell me, Thebans, 
How Lajus fell? for a confus'd Report 
Pals'd through my gars, when firffct took the Crown: 1 

But 
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But full of Hurry, like a Morning Dream, v 

It vanifh'd in the Bufinefs of the Day. 

i Pr. He went in private forth > wit thinly fallowed j 
And ne'er retorn'd to Ibebes. 

Oedip. Nor any from him? came there no Attendant? 
None to bring the News? 

i Vr. But onej and he To wojiadcd, r * T 

He fcarce drew Breath to ipeak fbmc few faint tVords.* " 

OEdip, What were they ? ibmething may be learnt frorjci 
thence. 

i Vr. He faid a band of Robbers watch'd their Pafljgej 
Who took advantage of a narrow way 
To murder Lajus and the reft: himfea , . . 
Left tQO for dead. 

Oedip. Made you. bo more Enquiry, *' 

But took this bare Relation * . " # % 

a Pr. Twas neglected : 
.For then the Moniter Sphinx began to rage*; 
And Pi elent Cares loon buried the Remote j 
& was it hufh'd, and never fince revived . 

Oedip. Mark, thkbans^ mark! 
Juft then, the Sphinx began to rage aniong you ; 
The Gods took hold ev'n of th* offending Minute, 
And oVcd thence your Woes: thence will I trace 'emi 

1 Vr. 'Tis juft thou fhould'Jt. 

Oedip. Hear thee this dreadful Imprecation ; Iiear it : 
*Tis lay'd on ail j not any one exempt : 
Bear witnefs Heav'n, avenge it on the perjurVL 
If any theban born, if any Stranger 
Reveal this Murder, or produce its Author, 
Tea Attique Talents be his juft Reward : 
But, if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 
The MurderV he conceal, the Curie of Ihebes 
Fall heavy on his Head : Unite our Plagues, 
Ye Gods, and place 'cm there : from Fire and Water, 
Converfe, and all things common be he baniuYd. 
But for the Murderer's felf, onfound by Man, 
Find him ye PowVs Gceleftial and Inferaali 
And the fame Fate or worfe than Lajm met, - 

R 3 iet 
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Let be his Lot: his Children be accurftj ' ' "' * 

His Wife and,J£indttd, all of^his be curs'4. . 

Bar* JV. Confirm it Heav'n! 
i r ,,. JwttrjoGaftaj Atttnltd fa Wonm* 

Joe. At your/Devotions! Heav'n fticcecd jour ^fthejj, 
And bring th* efftc* of theft your fM**i!M$f t J. ,3 
% <^yj^ ^.d,me f ,and aS. "/;' \ J ^ * u ' 

?r. Avert this Qmen, Heav'n I . , . j Uk 

OeStf. O fatal Sound, Unfortunate foc^k 7 . , ,. ^ 
What naft thou faid! an ill Hour had tho^cjpfefli'' 
For thefe, fore-boding Words! why, we,. were turfing! 
. v Jx . .Then nwy "** Curfc fell only wheroyou Ifed it, 

Of^:' Speak no. morel . J ? tV " T « 

For all thou^fty'ft is ominous; we were cuHifljpj . ^ 
And that due 'Imprecation baft tiou faften'ii . ^ ^ 
On TWe/^and thee and me* .and all of us. ' '/ « 

>. Are then my Bleu*ings turn's 1 into a. Qirfi£\ i 
O Unkind Oedtfws. My former Lord , 

Thought me his Bkfling: be thou like my tAjus? '- * 

Qe£p. What yet again ! the third time baft thou curi'd me ? 
This Imprecation was for Lajus Death, . V ; c 
And thou haft wjfh'd me like liim. * * ' * 

Joe. Horror lcizcs me! / ". t . „ .." ■' '., 

0^i/>, Why doftthoii gaze upon" me? P^^^gJJ 
Take off thy Eyej it burdeas me too much.. " U 
. Joe. The more I look, the more I find of Lafus^ 
His Speech, his Garb, his Adion; nay his FfOW&fcir 
(For I have feen it 5) but ne'er bent on me.. ' ; '* ^ 

Oedip. Are we fo like? ' v ] ir ' r y 

Joe. Iu all things but his Love. (fpeakhowweM. 

Oedip, I love thee more: fo well I lore, Words canntt 
No pious Son ere lov'dhis Mother more 
Than I my dear Joeafta. 

Joe. I love you too 
The ielf fame way: and when you chid, methought 
A Mother's Love ftart up in your Defence, 
And bade me not be angry : be not you : 
For I love Lajus frill as Wives fhou'd love : 
But you more tenderly; as part of me : 
And when I have you in my Arms, mcthinks j I 



I toll my Child ajleep, . t . mfl . 

Oato.Thenweardbleft: ; "\ r 

And all thefe Curfes fweep along the Skfc** : ' ; * * l 
Like empty Clouds: but drop notf oil oiir Jfeaitt ** c * 

Jot. I have not joy*d an Hour iince you dejjartep^, 
For publick Miferies., ana for private Fears j " f . 
But this Weft Meeting has oVr-paifJ >m d%\ z*™ b ™ 
Good Fortune that comes feldom domes more WeTca'rnV 
All I can wi(h for now, is yoaf Conftnt r ™* * ^ 
Tomakc my Brother happy. i . n A rr 
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©•to; How, 7*^* * . i 

Ofcty.' Uncle and Neice ! they are too ^ear^ my^vcf 
Tis too like Inceft : Tis Offence to Kind V*" ,l .. 
Had I We pr6mi$;d; were there no Mrtftd* ' fi hJ : 
No choice hit Cfcofrfeft ner of Mankind/- l£U _ :i,i * 
The| ftou'd.ifot mirfyj Tpeak no mbre^ttj ."** " n ° 
The *fhoii^lt difturbs me. 

Jfo.' Hcav'n can never bkfs 

- )& ^° w ^ * ,ro ^ en J which I made to Gnon$ 
remember he*s my Brother. 

OtJip. That's the Bar : 5 ' 

And (he thy Daughter : Nature would abhor 
Tp.bc fore'd back again upon her feK 
Aid' lite' a Whirle-pool fwallow 1 her own Streams.' 
Joe. Be~ndl difpleas'di III move the, Suit no, more." 
Oedtf. , No, Jo not 5 for, .1 know not why, it makes 
When' 1 but think on Inceft 5 move Ve forward 
To thank the Gods for my Succefs, and pray 
h Tp v waih the Guilt of Royal Blood away, [Zxtm omes. 

4 
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AC T fl. SCENE i 

'if C E KE^ oftn Gallery, A Kyal Bed<!bak- 

•+'»- tfhe Ttme, Night, thunder ^ &c. 

" " Enter Haemon, Akrander .4*^ Pyracmbni 

K00. C IJ R E 'th the End of all thjngs ! Tatehas**? 
fZ *> The Lock of Tim* off, aadlxp Head i**>#<«; 
The ghaftly Ball of round Eternity ! 
Call you thefe Peals of Thunder* bet the Y*wa " ' ~ - 1 / 
Of bellowing Clouds ? By J&ve, they fern to roe * 
The World's lafl Groans j and thole yaft Sheets of Ffane 
Are its laft Blaze! The Tapers of the Gods, • ; 

The Sun and Moon, run down like waxoa-CHolies.p 
The {hooting Stars cad all is purple GelHes, 
And Chaos is at'Hmd. . ' ' 

Vyr. 'Tk Midnight, yet there's not a Thekm ifeepa,! '. 
But foch as ne'er mull wake. All crowd about w "* , 
The Palace, and implore, as from a Goi ' . u 

rielp of the King ; who, from the Battlement, 
By the red Lightning's glare, defcry'd afar, 
Atones the angry Powers. (Timdtr, &c,; 

H&m. Ha! Pvracmon, look; " l 

Behold, Alcaniety from yon'Weft of Heav'n, " 
The perfccV Figures of a Man and Woman : 
A Scepter bright with Gems in each right Hand, ; 

Their flowing Robes oWazling Purple made,' ' ' ' 
Diftin&ly yonder in that point they ftand, 
Juft Weftj a bloody red ftains all tie Place: 
And fee, thejr Faces arc quite hid in Clouds. 

£ur. Clutters of Golden Stars hang o'er their Heads, 

And 
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And &em,fo crouded, that they burft upon 'em : 

All dart at once their baleful Influence 

In leaking Fire. t , % ~ 

Ale. Long-bearded Comets (tick, 
Like flaming Porcupines, to their left Sides, 
As they would (hoot their Quills into their Hearts. 

Ham. But fee! the King, and Queen, and all tji$Cauit! 
pid ever Day or Night (hew ought like this ? ■ - "* 
[pmtders again. The Seem dram* aqd dijewers the 
Prodigies, 
Inter Oedipus, jocafta, Euryd ice, Adxa^us, ,/md all com* 
wg forward with j&qazjemipt. 
Oedip. Anfwxr,.ypu fojvVs Divine j {pare all thisNoife 
This rack of Heav'n, and fpeak your fatal Pleaiure. 
"Why, breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away ? « . . v . 
WJ^y from the bleeding Womb of monfbrous Nig^S, ' , 
Burft forth fuch Myriads of abortive Stars ? , - 

Ha! my jftftfia* look! the Silver Moon! 
A fetling Crimfbn^frainsher beauteous Face! i 

$Jj*9^:a]l o'er B^oqd! and look, behold again, 
What mean the myiiick»HeaVns» ihc journeys on? 
A vaft Eclipfc darkens the labouring. Planet : 
Sound there, iouad aH our Inibrtirneou of Wafg 
Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Brafs, and Iron, . 
And beat a thoufand Drums to help her Labour. 

Adr\ Tis vainj you fee the Prodigies continue 3 
Let's gaze no more, the Gods are humorous. 
Otdip. Forbear, raih Man— — Once more I ask youv 
Pleafure \ 
If that the Glow-worm light of human Reason , 
Might dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 
Arid cope with Gods, why aU this Storm of Nature? 
Why do the Rocks fplit^ and why rouls the Sea ? 
Why thofe Portents in Heav'n, and Plagues on Earth? 
Why yon' Gigantick Forms, Ethereal Mongers ? 
Alas! is all this hut to fright the Dwarfs 
Which your own Hands have made ? Then be it fo. 
Or if the Fates reiblve forne Expiation 
For murder'd La(ut- f hear me, hear mc, GodiJ 

Ky Hear 
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Hear me tburproftrate: Spare this groanmg'Laftd, *■/: 

Save innocent Thebes, (lop the 'Tyrant Beau; t 

Do this, and 4o. I (land up an Oblation 

To meet your fwifteft and fevereft Anger, 

Shoot all at once, - and ftrike me to the Center; '■<■'<* 

73k C&*W </r*w/ *faf w#V fife Jf #*fe ofthe&gmsm M 
Sty, and Jhevs *em Crown% with the: NMmes of Oedi- 
pus and Jocafta written above im rmm Charnftm^tf 
Gold. ".oiW 

- JWr. Either I dream, and all my cooler Seafts -.3 
Arc vanifh'd with that Cloud that fleets away* -«» o~ 
Or juft above thofe two Majeftkk Heads, : J 

I fee, I read diftindly in large Gold, 
Oedijms and Jocafta. > r 

Ale. I read the fame. 

Adr. 'Tis wonderful j yet ought not Man tw&rade ^ 
Too far in the vaft deep of Eteftiny. • o- j. / 

[Thundery and the Ttedsgjbtvmifil. 

Joe. 'My Lord, my Oedtpt*, why gaae you now, 
When the whole Heav*h is dear, as if theGods 
Had fomenew Monfters made? will you not turn, 
And blefs your People* who devour each word 
You breathe. • *. 

Oedtf. It (hall be £o. *• 

Yes, I will die, O Thebes* to lave thee! 
Draw from my Heart my Blood, with more content 
Than e'er I wore thy Crown. Yet, O joeafla! 
By all the Iodearments of miraculous Love, 
By all our Langui filings, our Fears in Pleafure, 
Which oft have made us wonder* here I fwear * 

On thy fair Hand, upon thy Breaft I fwear, 
I cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood 
To blooming Youth, a Crime by mc committed, 
For which the awful Gods mould doom my Death. 

Joe. Tis not you, my Lord, 
But he who murder'd Lajut, frees the Land: 
Were you, which is impoffibk, the Man,. 

PertopJ 



PrfttpfiSa^n^tatfd'firft ftoulddrinfc y^r^Ioody • wl * 
But you arc intKX«n^ as Jo** JfeMfK*, *■ ■ ■■ • - :l ' . * J 
From Crimes like tbofe; This made me Solent - ; " A} 
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To fave your Ltf% which you imjtrft ' would 'lofe: 

Nor can yon comprehend, with <feej*ft Thought* *■ "*~ 

The hornd Agony you caft me in, 

".•boftfflfe &tfpoinbfc? : - - « -*^- *•** •<*■ 

V> Jfe*. Jtttft *hf fart yetf fo? Her ffi#r?Mg fcHef^l 
Who faw her Children flaughter'd all at once, *•'* * 
Was dull to mine : Methinks I fhould have made 
My Bofimt bare againft the armed G#d> • v ' : ' "» nX 
To fcve my An^Str/ *" '- u: ' '' * 

Oedip. I pray,- bo more. ■ •■*.-. • » :•'" ;0 



JW. You've filene'd' me, my Lotfd. : ' '■ ' 
Oe<tfp. Pardon me, dear Jocafta-, * -\ •-*<*^- r 

Pardon a Heart that finks with Suffering*, 1 J ^ v * 
AiKbfcan'bet vent k)feif in 'Sobs and Murmurs : ^ iV _. 
Yet to reftore my Peace, Fl find hrm out. '"*« T *'*' " : 
^ps^ycs^TOti Gods I you Mi have ample Vengeance 
On iMutMmtetcr. O, the Traitor's Name!* 
I'll know't, 1 will 5 Art fl«a be eon)ur\i 4br it, - - " 
And Natuue aH uwraveM. ' * ■ "" 

Jfo. SacrwbS q - M .. r , [Kim; 

Ooty. Rage will have way, and tis but juG; I1F fetch 
Tho' lodg'd in Air, upon a Dragon's Wing,* 
Tho' Rocks fhould hide him : Najy'he fhaH bedragg'd 
FrdHPlieH, if(3harrns can hurry nirri i along: 
His GhoflrfWbe/bvfage Tttefias PowY, 
(lirefi*s\ that Railed all beneath the Moon) 
Confin'd to-Flelh, to fuffer Death once more; 
And then'befiung^K in his firft Fires again. 

Boer Creon. 
Cr$. My Lor4 
2fo///w attends your Pleasure. 

Oedip.^hto&c, and bring him in. 
O, my J*t*ft*> Eurydice, AJraftus^, 
Creon, and all ye Tmbans, now the End 
Of Plagues, of Madnefs, Murders, Prodigies, 

Draws 
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Draws on : Tkis Battel of tbeNHcav'ns and Earth 

Shall by his v Wifdom be redue'd to peace, 

'Enter Tirefias, turning on a Staff, ted iy his Daughter Mao. 

to, folkw'd by other Thehans. 
O thou, who/e moll afpiring Mind * ) 

Knows all the Bufinefs of the Courts above, 
Opens the Cfofets of the Gods, and dares 
To mix with'Jfet* hfmfelf and Fate at Council $ ■ ^ 

Prophet, aniwer me, declare aloud 

The Traitor who confpir'd the Death of L*jut: 
Or be they more, who from malignant Stars 
Have drawn this Plague that blafts unhappy Tbdut 
Ttr. We muft no more than Fate coaunhTions «* 
To tell j yet fbmething, and of moment, I'U unfvkf»< 
If that the God would wake* I fed him now, ■ 
Like a ftrong Spirit charmed into a Tree, >* 

That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind: < >i 
The rouzed Cod, as all this while he Jay '« 

Intomb'd alive, ftaro and dilates luroiHfj • ^ 

He ftruggies, and he tears my aged Trunk ">< l 

With holy Fury, my old Arteries burA, -. *• \< 

My rivel'd Skin, 
Like Parchment, crackles at the hallowed Fire* 

1 {hall be young again : Manto, my Daughter, ■ -> 
Thou haft a Voice that might have lav'd- the Bard ~> - 4 
Of Ihrace, and>fcr<Mtticragmg Bacchanals, • / jcl 
With lilted Prongs, to hften to thy Aktsi . . • & 
O Charm this God, this Fury in my. SoJbtn* \ . '.<*•#' 
Lull him with teneful Notes, and actfui Smag* •' -•'•'? 
With ppw'rful Strains 5 Mant*, my lovely Child; •■ ' J 
Sooth the unruly God-head to be mild, 
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S O N G to A P L t 0: 

PHoebus, God beloved by Men\ 
At thy dawn, every Beaji is rouzeJ m his D«ij 
Ab thy fetting, all the Birds of thy Ab fence complain,, 
*A?,d we die, all die till the Morning comes again. 

Phoebus, Cod belov'd by Men I 

Idol of the Eaftern Kings, 

Awful as the God who flings 

His Thunder round, and the Lightning wings r 

God of Songs, and Orphean Strings* 

Who to this mortal. Bojbm brings. 

All harmonious heav'nly things! 

Thy drouzy Profhet to revive, 
Ten thoufand thoufand Forms before him drive: 
With Chariot i and Uorfes all ofire awake him* 
Consul/ions, and Furies, and Profhefies Jhake him: 
Let him tell it in Groans, tho\he bend with the LomI, 
TW he burfi with the weight of the terrible God. 



/ 



i i 



Tir. The Wretch, who fhed the Blood ot ddL*bJacid*> 
Lives, and is great} 
But cruel Greatncfs ne'er was long : 
The firft of Lapis Blood his Life did feize, 
And urg'd his Fate, 

Which elie had lading been and {bong. 
The Wretch, who hajns kilTd, xnuft Seed or £y ; 
Or Thebes^ confum'd with Plague*, in Ruins lye. 

Oedif. The firft of Lajus Blood! pronounce thePerloa^ 
May the God roar from thy prophetick Mouth, 
That even the dead may ftart up, to behold : 
Name him, 1 fay, that moil accux&d Wretch, 
For by the Stars he dies ; 
Speak, I command thee; 
By theebus, ipeak , for fudden Death's his Doom: 
Here (hall he fall, bleed on tins very Spot 4 . 
His Name, I charge thee once more, ipcak. 

UK 



*.*&*' *I)i» faft, '--'-,.'• . ^ -.■•vrr ^ 
Like what: we think can never flum Remtmbttacej ; 
Yet of a fudden's jgone beyond the Clouds. v 

Otdif. Fetch it from thence; O have't, wierorc'er ktel 

Oer Let me intBeat you, facred Sir,, be calm$ n - pfl 
And Ow» (Hall point ovt thfc great Otfendcc f i; ni 
*Tis true, refped of Nature nHghtii^oitt. „^ . <aUO 
Me Silence, at another time j but, ok -„ -. i (M mO 
Much more the Pow*r of my eternal Love! ^iftfcjw*? 
That, that fhouJdftrike me dumb: Yet Zfefofrny Gnat 
111 brt«k through aJJ, Co fuceotir thee, poof GftyaidmO 
O, I muft fpea*. . - : -t -, y<\ mrIT 

Oedif. Speak then, if ought thou know'ft: *\ -tan bnfc 
As much thou ieem'A to know, delay no Jongcri vifltf 

Ore. O Beauty! O illuftrious Royal Maid* xi.. i~l oT 
To whom my Vow* were ever paid tiil now, * wl 
And with fuch n^xkir, clwfte and pure -iAiitdion, yioM 
The coldeft Nymph might read 'cm without bkrihiap^ 
Art thou the Muflireis'ttien of wretched L*jml-rjor.ofi 
And I, muft I abode thee! O my Tearsi . si: fi 

Why will you iallr in fcabhorrtf a <2auie? , / \ a'uoW 
But that thy. beauteous, barbarous Hand deftroytt '•>< 
Thy Father (Omonftrous A&l) botb*Gcids> ! tJov-uM? 
And Men at once take notice. - -.**.- WdwoT 

Oedif. ^Hrydket. • <.i • :.ow jov ?A 

sSpr. Ttaaor,.goon; I feonrthy KtdB^dtdiiuoiljoi 
And knowing more my pcrfe& Innocence*: --jd^J? tkR 
Than Gods and. Men, then how muck' more£haotiiB5[U 
Who art their Oppofite, and fbrmM a luyar, > uoY ^ 
I thus difdam thee J Thou once didft talk of Lofty; wtvi 
Becaufe I hate thy Love, • *' • .*. r,.. v ,3r>rfT 
Thou doft accufe me. - •.•••:' r> I * l - 

.^r. Villain, inebrious Villain,. - r - . .-ifrn oT 
And Traitor, doubly dama'd, who dur*ft khfyheme^ti 
The Ipotlefs Virtue of the brighteft Beantyr • ^ « 

Thou dy'ft: Nor (hall the Jeered Majefty, • , ' v / ,, 

[Draws and wounds hto. 
That guards this Place, prefexve thee from my Rage. £ 
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Oeiif. DHarm'cm both: Prince, I (hall mak* you know 
Ttm<£tWt*taeyou twice. Guards, ft&ze Mm. 

-A*V. Sir, ' £ 

I -«nuft acknowledge in another Caufe * 
Repentance anight abafora&s bnt I gfory - 

In this, but fimfe to lee the Traitor's Blood, > 

Ctaty. Craw, yott ftallibe fetisfyd at ftill : « » -i » ? 

O*. My Hurt is nothing, ftr$ bnt F appeal '^*?- sN* 
To^wrfc Ttrefiaty itmy Accafation '' &"V"» fur:/ 

Bo not moil true. The nrft of L>wVw Blood> * ••*: .! '" 
Gave him Ms Death. Is tfcere a Prince before liarf 
Then (he is Fauftkis, and I ask her Pardon. n < > 

And may this Blood ne'crceafe lo drop,' 33W*, ^- * 
If Pity of thy Sufferings did not move me >** *v- „rr 
To mew the Cure which Heav'n it fetf prefeflib'd; vO 

£*r. Yes, Tbebtns, I will die to faveyour Lrm£ oT 
More wiitogjy than yon can wifh my Fatej, r.r // ^ nA 
Bu^iet this good, this wife, this hohrMtt* r-x"^ uriT 
Pronounce my Sentence : For to fall fey h&fct, >« vJt r \ 
By the vile Breath of that prodigious Vtiiain* • . 5 \, .. \ 
Would fink my Soul, tho* I mould die ai Martyr; / 

<*£&-. Unhand-me, Slaves, O mightfeffc of Kingv ■ l 
See at your Feet a Prince not us*d to kneel; 
Touch not Ewydici, by all the Gods, A 

As you would fave your Jbetes, but take my Life:: 
For,fhould^pcri&*HeaVBWouJdhe^ 
Rain Sulphur down, hurl kindled Bolts < 
Upon* y oar guilty Heads. ' K 

Ore. You turn to Gallantry* what is but jui&ce: 
Proof wil.be eafie made. Adr4ftmyn& 
The Robber who bereft th* qnhapy King • < 
Of Life* becaufe he flatly had deny'd 
To make fo poor a Prince his-Son-m-Law j 
Therefore 'twere fit that both mould perifli, 

i Thtb. Both, let both die. 

jUllbeb. Both, both 5 let 'cm die. [here, 

Ocdty. Hence, you wild Herd! For your Ring-kader 
He mall be made Example. Hmonh take him. 

I The6. Mercy, O Mercy. 
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J. Mutiny in my Preface! • *,^i 

Hence, let me fee that jbufie Face no more. Qfcaggji 
Ttr ihe&ans, what Madnefs makes you draak witli 
Enough of guilty Death's already a&ed : . - 1 

Fierce Creon has accos'd Esaydu*, { 

With Prince Mraftus, which the God reprove* 
By inward Checks, and leaves their Fate* in doubt< ^ 
- Oe&p. Therefore ioiiru& us wha* remains, to do, 
Qr funer* for I feel a Sleep like Death 
Upon me, and 1 iigh to be at reft. . _ , , •? 

I/r. Siaect that the Fow*c& divine refuic to clear,, - . i 
The myfiick Deed, I'll.to the Grove of Fwien 
There I can force th' Inftrnal Qeds to fhrw • 
Their horrid Forms 4 Each trembling Gheft-ftaJUUifeiA 
And leave fcheir grtaly King without a Waiter. 
For Prince Adyajtw and Eurydk*, f : . p M -> 

My Life's engae'd, I'll guard *em ja the- Fa*?, , . ♦, x fl 
'Till the .dark Mjsfteaks-of Heil are done. ■ .. T1fl ; 

Follow me, Princes j Z&efans s all to reft. .... r A 

O, Oedipus, to morrow ■ butna moife, T 

If that thy waktfttJ Genius, will permit, :i , -j., . 
Indulge t% 1Bf*i* this J^igit W«h &ft<* Slumbers: v k 
To Morrow, O to Morrow! flcep, my £aft*ti -,/» 

And in prophetick Dreams thy Fate be ibown. , ;> 

[E*. Tir. Adr. Eur. Man. *4TH(1 
A&mm* Oedipus, Jocafta, Croon, Pyracmon, ft&bW 

mid Alcander. . r y t 

Otdip, To Bed, my Fair, my Dear, my beft Jcct^m 
After tht .Toils of. War, 'tis wondrous grange >M 

Our Loves fhould thus bedaib'd. Qnc k mameB& Though,' 
And Fll approach the Arms of my befev'd. ; t. 

Joe. Confume whole Years in Care, fo now and tkji 
I may have leave to .feed my famifiYd Etyea . » . % •> 

With one fhort paffing Glance, and figh: my Vows: . /. 
This, and no more, my Lord, is all the Paflion 
Of languifhing Jocafta. [Exk* ' 

Qedip. Thou ibfteft, fweetcft of the World 1 good N%*i* 
Nay, flie is beauteous too* yet, mighty Love I '■ 

I 
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1 never ofler'd 1» obey thy Laws, 

But an unufual Ghilnefs came upon me; 

An unknown Hand ftill checked my forward -Joy, 

Oafcy me with blufhes, tho* no Light was tear : 

That ev'n the A& became a Violation. 

Pyr. He's ftrangely thoughtful, [«£? 

CWty. Hark! who was that? Ha! Gw», did*ft thoftcalt 

(>*♦ Not- I, my gracious Lord, nor any here. [Vofce 

Oedip, That's ftrange! methought I heard a dofcffal 
Cry'd Oedipus — The Prophet bad me 4Ieep. 
He talk'd of Dreams, and Viiions,, and to morrow ! 
I'll rnufe no more on't, come what will or can, 
My Thoughts are clearer % than unclosded Star** 
And with thofe Thoughts I'll reft: Ow», good Night. 

[Ex. vitb Bwtb. 

Ore. Sleep feal your Eyes up, Sir, eternal Sleep. 
But if he muft fleep and wake again, O all 
Tormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the Night, 
And Hags of Fancy wing Jbkn through the: Air; ' 
From Precipices hurl htm headlong down-, 
Chary bdis roar, and death be Cct before him. 

Ale. Your Curie* ittve already tak'n Effe&j. 
For he looks very {ad. 

Cre. -May he be rooted, where he ftandc, far<ever; 
His* Eye-balls never more, Btt>ws be unbent, 
His Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels, 
Be blacker than the Place I wifli him, Hell. 

Pyr . No more : You tear your felf, but vex not Mmi 
Meihiaks 'twere hrave this -Night to force the Temple* 
-V/h'de blind Tmfm conjures up the Fiends* 
And pafs the tioae with nice gmydwe. 

A\c % Try Proni&s, and Threats, and if aM rail, 
Since Hell's broke iooie, why fioufcl not you be madf 
Ravifh, and leave her dead, with her u&MJhis. 

Cre. Were the Globe mine* Fd give a Province hourly 
For fuch -another thought. Luft, and Revenge! 
To flab at once the only Man 1 fate, 
And to enjoy the Woman wfatoB I k>w! 
I ask ao more of my auspicious Stars, 

The 
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The reft ss fortune pkafcj {bbuttlte Nigjft* n >. T 
She pknie fair, why, let her tumitejetw^ * X 

»#er Hfcnwnv , H ^ 

Bm. My Lord, the trouBed Hingis game Jo^fe* j^ T 
Yet, eVe he flcpt, commanded "me to clear- :? ; \' J\* ^ 
tte Antic&ajnbers: nope muft dare be ncarnim *** 

0#. Hdmen, you do your Duty*- — ^7 V Y. p 
And we obey. — -The Night -grows yet irior£& 
TIs juft that all retire to their Devotions; " | J ' f u " 
The Gods Arc angry: but to Morrow's dawn, 
If Prophets do not lie, witfmake all clear. [4>i 
Oedipus Btferjj walking afleep in his Shirt, with a 

m his right Haul, and a Taper in his Jeff i -. 

. Oftto. Q, my facafidi K> tk for this the wet tt ^^ 

• Stirv'd Soldier lies all Night on the cold Gro ^V~v /0 yf 

Forthjfh? bears the Storms "! ^. -i? 

Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arms: " '^ '^y 

To becthus • circled, to be thus embraced; ' ^fu 

That I could fidld thee ever! Ha! where at* #»%$ 

"What means this melatichbllV Light, that fecnas . v \' 
The Gloom of glowing Embers ? ^. ' T ^ 

The Curtain's drawn) and fee, (he's here againl,'; ^ / 
Jocaftsihlh] what, fall'n afleep fo foon? . rl\ ^3. 
How fares my Love ? tht» Taper wflj inform mf ^ ^ k 
Ha! Lightning blaft me, Thunder t ,..' ^ T n 

Rivet me ever to Prometheus Rock, -*- saiL I 

And Vultures gnaw out my inceftuous HwrJ^ /y^ ,7 
% all the Gods J my Mother Ueropel /, J- 

}$y Sword, a Dagger; Ha, who waits there? Saires^j 
My Sword: what, Hamoh dar'ft thou, Villam* ftap«r 
With, thy own Ponyard periflv. Ha! who's tiis& on \ j 
Or is't a change of Death? By all my Honours, v . ,-■£ 
New murder* thou haft flain old myb*s\ r -' [, a * 

Inceft and. Parricide, thy Father's murder'd! "V* 

Out thou infernal Flame: now all is dark, , .^ 

i All blind and difmal, moft triumphant Mifchief! r 

» And now while thus I ftalk about the Room, 

I I challenge Fate: to .find another Wretch 

I LikcQefyus! [Thvider, be. 



Enter Jocafta attended] with Lights,* fa i a'^tght-gmm. 
Ofttfp. Night, Horror, Death, Con fofibn, lleB, and Fbrfes ! 
^hj^e am f ? O, JowfCa, let me hold thee, f . 
TElfus to my Bofom, Ages let me gralp thee: * * 
All that the hirdeft tempered weathcrtt Flefh, * . „ 
^ith ftrceft hunlane 'Spirit infpir*d, can' dare vA '. - 
Or do, J dare* but; oh you Powers, thfc w*S* • - 
By infinite degrees too much for Man. ' " "' "" * . ! * 
Methinks my leafth'd 'Ears , " : ' : ' * V Z 

Are feirft j my Eyes, afe if they had been fchodftj - ' ; r 
'Biylptrie tempeftuous Hand, (hoot flafhing' FireV T '* 
" ; Kiat* fleep ftiould do this ! * > 

Joe, Then my Fears were true. 
Methought I heard your Voice, and yet I doufcte<f, :# " 
Now fairing like the Ocean, when the Wind* - '- 
Fight with the Waves; now, in a ftffl fmall tonfc : ' v . • 
Your dying Accents feff, as racking Ships, * J* 

A/terthe dreadful Yell, fink murmuring downy 



AttfbHibbleUpaNoifc. 

Oedtf. Truft me, thou Faireft, !>efrof allthy Kind*. 
None e'er in Dreams was tortured ib before. 
Yet what ftibft fliocks the nicenefs of my Temper* 
•Ev*n far beyond the killing of my Father, 
And m^ r bwrfO&th, is, fiat this horrid fleep 
Dafh'd my fiek Fancy 'with an ae* of Infceft: 
I dreamt, foca^a, that thou wert my Mother; 
Which, tho*'%rpo$ible, lb damps my Spirits, 
That I cou'd do a Mifchief dn my felf r 
Lcft'I fhould fleej3 and drcanr the like again. 
* WM fte.OOedi£Us, too well I inlderftand you! 
I know the AVt^jth of Hetrttf the Care of Thefa> 
The Cries of its Inhabitants, Wat's Toils, 
And thoufand other Labours of the State, 
Are all rcferr'd toyou, add -bught to take yon 
For ever from Joa0a. K 

Oedtf. Life of my Life, and Treafure of my Soul,. 
Heav'n knows I love thee. 

Joe. O, you think me vile* * 

find of an Inclination fo ignoble* 

IShafe 
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That I maft bide me from your Eyes for ever. 
Be wknefs, Gods, and ftrifce Jocafi* dead, 
If an immodeft Thought, or low Defoe 
InnWd my Brcaft, fince£rft our Loves were lighted 
Oedrp. O rife, and add not, by Ay cruel Kindncfc; 
A Grief more fenfible than all my Torments. 
Thou think'4 my Dreams are ferg'd ; but by thy fi& 
The greater* Oath, I fwear, they are rooft true: 
But, be they what they will, I here difmifs 'ems 
Begorc, Cbiitutras, toyovac Mother Clouds, 
Is there a Fault in us ? Have we not fearch'd 
The Womb of Heav'n, examia'd all the Entrails* 
Of Birds and Bcafts, and firil the Prophet'sAit, 
Yet what avails ? he, and the Gods togeribtr, 
Seem li^c Phyficians at a lofs to help *«: 
Therefore, like Wretches that have linger*! long, 
We'll fnatch the ftrongeft Cecditl of our Love* 
To Bed, ray Fair* 

Gbofi within. Oedipus! 
O&ip. Ha! who calls? 
Did'ft thou not hear a Voice!' 
J*. Aks ! I did. 
Ghofi. JocafUt 

Joe. O «v Love, my Lend, Cuppmtfmi 
Oedip. Gail loufcr, tjil y©« ©urft yomr Airy Vbm' 
Reft on my Hand, Thus, arm'd with Xaoftcem** ' 
Ml face thefe baWing Dmoj* of dw Air. 
In fpight of Ghofts, 1% on, • 
Tho' round my Bed the Furies phot their CfafffflS} \ 
L U break 'cm, with J*#tfs in my Arms : 
Clafp'd in the fcids^of Lowe, Til writ my Doom; - ' 
AndaamyJoy« J dK> , Thimdex{toiteioeilodm. [&** 
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AC T HL SCENE I. 

SCENE A dark Grove. 
Enter Creon, and Diodes. 

Of. 'TPIS better not to be, than be unhappy. 
A Dioc. What mean you by thefe Words ? 

Cre. 'Tis better not to be, than to be Creon. 
A thinking Soul is Puniftament enough ; 
But when 'tisgreat, like mine, and wretched too> 
Then every Thought draws Blood. 

Dioc. You are not wretched. 

Cre. I am : my Soul's ill married to my Body. 
1 wou'd be young, be handfbm, be belov'd : 
Cou'd I but Breath my felf into Adrtftus 

Dioc. You rave; call home your Thoughts. 

Cre. I prithee let my Soul take Air awhile j 
Were (he in Oedipus, I were a King; 
Then I had killtf a Monfter, gahYd a Battel; 
And had my Rival Pris'ner; brave, brave Adrians : 
Why have not I done thefe? 

T>ioc. Your Fortune hinder 'd. 

Oe. There's it: I have a Soul to do 'em all: 
But Fortune wilf have nothing done that's great, 
But by young handfbm Fools : Body and Brawn 
Do all her Work: Hercukt was a Fool, 
And ftraight grew famous : a mad boiftrous Fool, 
Nay worie, a Woman's Fool. 
Fool is the Stuff, of which Heav'n makes a Hero. 
Dioc. A Serpent ne'er becomes a flying Dragon, 
Till he has eat a Serpent, 

Cre. Goes it there! 
I underftand thee* I muft kill Mrrfus. 
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Diwr. Or not enjoy your Npw% fr u ,^ ^M ,j<5 

But will not long be fo; tmf, T^tW, Stpft* »-. *. : -^i* 

Perhaps will clear 'cm both. % fr ^ D1 . x £ « y g 

Cr«. Welk Jt&fWlpWd, :-.'/ - , . \ , .rw * rb/xlW 

2>i«. The Princefs walks thi* Way*,* v , .„ i3£0 . k e 

Tou muft not^p^^hfff . ^. . udvr **/ r J 31b *i .^r 

Till this be done. fc*j ^1 o* n 7 ?3 

0#. I muft. \*\' x ■■'.: « : ,. .. ,ih seHw .-i«3L 

Z)i«r. She hates#<wr Sjgfct* • : , n • *? ,, ; woT :£(toj3 

And more fince yow a^ocus'd 4af« « ♦ to ^bi/?i7»biV 

Of. Urgeifnotv • -.u0 '. • rabn/ 

I cannot ifay to tell thee my Dcfiga* . ... ,>, wo oT 

For (he*s too near. >.!&.• na w 2 uIt 

Biter EurydiQE..,^,.^ &A 7U ij #v q 

How, Madam, were your Though e^p^dl^Y -mi 
E*^QirDcat& and thee. . -•, , ^ : d^odiD* 

a*. Then were they not wcU fertedj t#J *W«ftia 
Had been the better Match. . - r -jtf .-wi 

Mar. No, I»was thinWpg ., > , :cr -Wr oT 

On two the moft detefted thing$ iaKatui3p: 7 x:r -> vt 
And they are Death and thee, , ^ «,;. >: ... -* 

Cr*. The thoughxof Death to 00c w=ar Dath^ea4§l> 
O tis a fearful tGing to be no moxe^ r t *> mwd ol 
Or if to be, towlnder after Deaths a vfu:J3 •» agrA oT 
To walk as Spirits do, in Brakes,all Day* , £WB jf 5 rf haA 
And when the Darknefs comes, -ta;gli<fe i* Paft^ vO 
That lead to Graves : and in the fifent Vaufe u[ ^ ^q " t O 
WJbere lyes your .own pale Shrowd, r to hover o'cMt*^ 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps; ,^^ 

And often, often, vainly ,hreath ypur Ohoft ; j .^ 
Into your lifelefe Lips: . 4 -<<> 

Then, like a lone l>enighted Traveller , .. .. c 

Shut out from Lodgpiyj;,, ihalljour Groans be anfw^'4 a , 
By whiffling Winqs^ whpie every Bkft will (hake .«>,, 3 a 
Your tender Form to Atoms? , , • 

Ear. Muft JL be this thin Being? and thus wander!. 
No Quiet after. Dca.th ! 
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^#." None : yoa rauftV leave ^- . 

"Tlis beauteous Body ; all this Youth and FrcAoefi 

Muil be no more the obje& of Befire, 
"ButacoWlump^fClayj 
[Which then your difcontented<Ghoft will lear* 
'And loath its former Lodging. 

* TJris is the beft of what comes after Death, ^ 
"ir'n to the beft. . *'i 

£ur. What then fliaH be thy Lot! * . a , 

"Eternal Torments, Baths of b*Btng SoJphtfP: - v»* ' 

TiciiTitudes of Fires, and theft of FronVj *«* .V A 

- And an old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art* < ' 

To hollow in thy Ears at every Lam* 

* This for Emydice ; thefe for her Adr*/bts. 

Cru For her Mraftus ! 

Bw.Yes'; &r her jitejkis: ' " -' v.^i/ 

-for Death (haU ae'er divide us : Death, whatY Death? -* 

Dm. Yotf feem'd to ftar it. ^.rv> 

£«r. But I more fear Crtm: ^ * • 

To take that hunch-back'd Monger in my Arms; * 
Th' excrefcerice of a Mao v ' • : ^ 

Vhc.te Ore. See what youVe gainU ••'-* 

E*r. Dedth only eato be dreadful to the Bad: 
: To Innocence* 'Its like? a bug-dear dre&'d 
To frighten Children ; pull but off his Malque 
And hell appear a'FHcnd. 

Cre. Ydu talk tooflightly 
Of DeajJi and Hell. ' Let me inform you better. 

ZarOYdcr beft *an/ tell the News of your own County, 1 

Dioc % Nay aow. you are too (harp. 

Eur. Can I be fb to one who has accus'd me 
-Of Murder and of Parricide ? 

Grt. You provok'd met 
Anb*j^t 1 only did thus far accufe yofc 
As nexfof -Blood to Lajhs: Be advisM, 
And you may live. 

Ear. The Means? 

Cre. *Tis OttVd you. 

TheF^l^^^U^ccus'dhimielf. 

to*. 
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Eur. He has indeed, to take the Girik fiwra rag. 

Cre. He {ays he 4ores youij if he docs* 'tis wclk 
He ne'er cou'd prove it in a better Time. 

Eur. Then Death muft be his recompencrfbr Love! 

Cre. 'Tis a FooPs* juft Reward: 
The wife can make a better, uie of Liter: 
But 'tis the young Mm's Pleafure^ his. Ambition: 
I grudge him not that Favour. 

Eur. When he's dead, 
Where (hall 1 find his Equal! 

Ore. Every wheiae< ■ 

Fine empty things, like hun, 
The Court {warms with ''em. 
Fine fighting things^ in Camps, they are fo common, 
Crows feed on nothing eliei plenty of Fools; 
A glut of 'em in Thebes. 

And Fortune ftiil takes oare they (hou'd be feen: -. ; 
She places 'em aloft, o'th' topmoft Spoke 
Of all her Wheel: Fools are the daily Work 
Of Natures her Vocation $ if ftie form : 
A Man, flic lofes by*t, 'tis top expeniWe; 
'Twou'd make ten Fools: A Man's a Prodigy; 

Eur. That is a Oram: O thou black Detractor, 
Who fpitt'ft- thy Venom againft Gods and Men ! 
Thou Enemy of Eyes: 

Thou who lov'ft nothing but what nothing lores, 
And that's thy felf : who haft confpir'd againft 
My Life ami Fame, to make me loath'd by alii 
f&d only fit for thee. , 

But for Adraftus Death* good Gods, his Death! 
What Curfc fhall I invent? 

Dfac. No more : he's here. 

Eur. He fhall be ever here. 
He who wou'd giye his Lifej give up his Fame.— • 

.. Emm Adraftusw 
If all the Excellence of Woman-kind 
Were imn«j— No, 'tis too little all for him: 
Were I made up of endlefs, endlcik Joys,« 



Adr. 



OE d i p u s. 409 

Mr. And fo thou art: 
The Man who loves like me/ 
Wou'd think ev*n Infamy, the worft of IHs, 
Were cheaply purchased, were thy Love the Price : 
Uncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left, but Honour; 
*Tis the iaft thing a Prince fhou*d throw away ; 
But when the Storm grows loud, and threatens. Love, 
Throw ev'n that over-board, for Love's the Jewel i 
And laft it mufl be kept. 

Ore. t$ Dbc. Work him be fure 
To Rage, he's pafBonatej 
Make him thf Aggrcflbr. 

T>ioc. O falfe Love* falfe Honour. 

Cre. DuTembted both, and faife! ' 

Mr. Dar*ft thou fay this to me! 

Or. To you! why what are you; that I mould fear you) 
I am not Lajns: Hear me, Prince of Argos, 
You give what's nothing, whenyou give your Honour j - 
*Tis gone j 'tis loft in Battle. For your Love, 
Vows made in Wine are not to faife as that : 
You kill'd her Father 5 you oonfefs'd you did: 
A mighty Argument to prove your Paflioa to the Daughter. 

Mr. l4fi**-] Gods, muft I bear this Brand, and not retort 
The lye to his foul Throat! 

Dioc. Bafely you kill'd him. 

Mr. [Afije.} O, I butn inward: mv Blood's all o'fire. 
Abides, when the poifbn'd Shirt late cloieft, 
Had but an Ague fit to this mv Feaver. 
Yet, for Bwy?i«, ev'n this I'll fufFer, 
To free my Love.*— Well then, I kill'd him baftly. 

Cre. Fairly, I'm fure, you cou'd not, 

Dioc. Nor alone. 

Cre. You had your fellow-Thieves about you. Prince j 
They conquered, and you kill'd. 

Mr. \ApM^\ Down fwelling Heart! 
*Tis for thy Pnnceis all.— O my Euryaice /— [To ktr. 

Eur. to him. Reproach not thus the weakness of my Sex, 
As if I cou'd not bear a fhamerul Death, 
Rather than fee you burden'd with a Crime 

Vol. IV. S Of 
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Of which I know you free. 

Cre. You do ill, Madam, 
To let ybur head-long Love triumph o'er Ntbnei 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer? 

Eur. You know he kilfri him hot. 

jCre. Let him fay 4b. 

Dm. See he (lands mute. 

Cre. O pow*r of Conscience, cv'n in wicked Men! 
It works, it (tings, it will not let him utter 
One Syllable, one No to clear himfelf 
from the moft bale, detefted, horrid AcV 
That e'er cou'd ftain a Villain, not a Prince. 

Mr. Ha! Villain! ~ - 

Vice. Eccho to him Groves : cry Villain. j 

Mr. Let me coniider ! did I murther Lmuh \ 

Thus like a Villain ? 

Ore. Bed revoke your Words; 
^And fty you kilTd him not. 

Mr. Not like a Villain » prithee change me thtt 
For any other Lye. 

Dice. No, Villain, Villain. 

Cre. Yoj lull'd him not! proclaim your taoceace, 
Jkccufe the Princcfs: So I knew 'twou'd be. 

Mr. I thank thee, thou inftrutYft me: 
No matter bow I kflfd him. 

Cre. [^fid*.] Coord again. 

Eur. Thou, who ufurp'ft thefacred nameof Qutidtt* 
Did not thy own declare him innocent $ 
To me declare him fb? The King {hail know it. . 

Cre. You will not be beliej'd, tor I'll fonfwear it 

Eur. What's now thy Conscience? 
; Oe.'Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my fupplc Glove, 
My upper Garment, to put on, throw oft, 
As 1 think belt : 'Tis my obedient Coofcience. 

jiir. Infamous Wretch ! 

Cre. My Coofcience fhall not do me the ill Office 
*J?o fave a Rival's Life j when thou art dead, 
/(As dead thou ihalt be, or be yet more bale 
Than thou ttiak'dt me> 
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By forfeiting her Life, to fave thy own. — ) 
Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 
She fhall be mine : (fhe is, if Vows were binding; ) 
Mark me, the Fruit of all thy Faith and Paflion, 
Ev'n of thy foolifli Death, fhall all be mine. 

Adr. Thine, fay'ft thou, Monder* 
Shall my Love be thine? 
■Of I can hear no more ! 
Thy cunning Engines have with labour raised 
My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 
To fall and pain thee dead. 

*Sce here thy Nuptjalsj fee, thou rafli Ixhn* [Draws, 

Thy promised Jma vanifli'd in a Cloud j 
•And in her Room avenging Thunder rowls 
To blaft thee thus.— — Come both. {Both Draw. 

Cre. 'Tis-whatlwifh'd! 
Now fee whofe Arm can lanch the furer Bolt, 
And who's the better Jove / Ifyfo- 

Eur. Herjpj Murther, helpf 
Enter Haemon and Guards, run betwixt tketn and beat down 

their Swords, 

Ham. Hold j hold your impious Hands : I rhink the Furies, 
To whom this Grove is hallowM, have infpir'dyou : 
Now, by my Soul, the holieft Earth, of Jhebts 
You have profan'd with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
Crows here, but what is fed with Magtck Juice, 
All full of humarie Souls j that cleave their Barks 
To dance at Midnight by the Moon*s pale Beams: 
At leaft two hundred Years thefe reverend Shades 
Have known no Blotd, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
Shed by die Prieft's own Hand to Profirpme. 

Mr. Forgive a Stranger's Ignorance : I knew not 
The Honours of the Place. 

Ham. Thou, Creon, didft. 
Not Oedipus, were all his Foes here lodg'd, 
Durft violate the Religion of thefe Groves, 
To touch one fingle Hair: but muil, unarm'd, — 

Parle as in Truce, or furlily avoid 
What moil he long'd to kill. - 
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Or*. I drew not firft; 
But in my own Defence. 

Mr. I was provok'd ... 

Beyond Man's Patience : all Reproach coud urge 
Was usU to kindle one not apt to bear. 

llL Tis OtJipus, not I, muft judge this A3 : 

Lord Crm, l^^^T^^^ 
*i~fias -nd «e Brother-hood of Pneas, 

S£ch ihe Place : None at theft Rites affifc 
But>u twTccurt, who by the Mouth of Up 
Muft be abfolv'd or doom'd. 
Mr. 1 bear my ^ aaat - ft ^_ , 
■Eu,. And I provoke my Tryal. 
Him Tis at Hand. 
- tr,Tft* the Prophet comes with Vemn crownd, 
TheW^witnYeugh, a yenerabfc Bmdj 
We fcaye you to the g*^ ^ ^ ^ 

BwrTirefias, W*T Manto: It* »i*s fiUn,* * *** 

Xottr 1 ire™* y fo ^ ^^ ^^ 

Tjr. Approach, ye Lovers} 
1'lt-fated Pair! whom, feeing not, I know: 
TWs Eav your kindly Stars m Heay'n were jomd." 
when to, an envious Planet iiiterpos'd, 
Y^hretten'd both with Death : I fear, I fear. 
^fKre no Cod fo much a Friend to Lo«« 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate? 
Are they all deaf? or have the Giants Heay'n? 

TIr. The Gods are juft.——- 
But how can Finite meafiire Infinite? 
Reafon! alas, it does not know it (elf! .- 

Yet Man, vain Man, wou'd with this Aort-lin , dPl»mn»< 
Fathom the vaft Abyfi of heav'nly Juftice. 
whatever is, is in its Caufes juft } 
SSXhtap arc by Fate. • But purblind Man 
Sees but a part o'th' Chain j the neareft Unto 
His Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam 
That poifes all above. 
Eur. Then we muft dye I ^ 
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fk. The Danger's imminent this Day. 

Mr. Why tb ?n there's one Day left for humane Ills : 
And who wou'd moan himfelf, for fuf&ring that, 
Which in a Day muft pafs? fbroething, ornothing — - 
I {hall be what I was again, before 
I was Adr*ftu$\* 

Penurious Heav'n, can'ft thou not add a Night 
To our one Day; give me a Night with her, 
And I'll give all the reft. 

Ur^Ste broke her Vow 
Firft made to Own: but the time calls on: 
And Lajus Death mud now be made more plain. 
How loth I am to have recourse to Rites 
So full of Horrour, that I once rejoice 
I want the ufe of Sight . 

1 JV. The Ceremonies ftay. 

Tir. Chufe the darkeft part o'th' Grove* 
Such as Ghofb at Noonday love. 
Dig a Trench, and dig it nigh 
Where the Bones of Lajus lye. 
Altars rais'd of Turf or Stone, 
Will tji* Infernal Pow'rs have none. 
Anfwer me, if this be done? 

M Tr. 'Tis done. 

Ur. Is the -Sacrifice made fit? 
Draw her backward to the Pit : 
Draw the barren Heyfer back* 
Barren let her be, and black. 
Cut the curled Hair that grows 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows: 
And turn your Faces from the Sun: 
Anfwer me, if this be done? 

All ?r. 'Tis done. 

Ttr. Pour in Brood, and Blood like Wine; 
To Mother Earth and Pro/erf bu: 
Mingle Milk into the Stream j 
Fcaft the Ghofts that love the Steam* 
Snatch a Brand from Funeral Pile; 
Tois it in to make 'em boil j % 

S a And 
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And turn your Faces from the Son; 
Anfwer mefif ail be done ? 

All Pr. AU is done. 

[Peal of Th mUr >, amdFlaJhes ofUghm'mg, rim Grmmg 
below the Stage. 

Man. O, what laments are thofc? \ 

T#>The Groan5ofGhDfts,thftte|eave the EartJawidi Pain; \ 
And heave hup: they paat tnd ftickhalf way. ; 

[Thi Stage wholly darkrtd. ! 

Man. And now a fiidden Darkoefi covers alt ' 

True genuine Night: Night added to the Grovels 
The Fogs arc blown foil in the Face of Heav'o. 

Ttr. Am I but half obeyed: infernal Gods, 
Muft you have Mufick too ? then tone your Voices* 
And let 'em have fuch Sounds as ttdl ne'er fccani 
Since Orfhem bribed the Shades, 

Mujickfift. JbmSmg, 

i ., Hear, ye fallen Pew'rs helm «. 

mar y ye Taskers of the Dead. 
a. You that Soiling Canldrm blow, & 

You that/cum the molten tout. 
3, You that finch with Red-hot longs $ 

1. You that drive the trembling H$b 

Of foot, poor Gbofts, 
With your fharferid Prongs j 

2. Tou that thruft 'em off the Brim; 

3. Tou that plunge 'em when rim Mm: 
t. Till they drown; 

Till they go 
On a row 
. Down, downy down 

Ten thoufand, thmfand, thoufand Fathom to*. 
Chorus. Tdl they drown, &c 
1. Mufickfor a while 
Shall your Cares beguile: 
Wbmrmg how your Pains were eaid, 
a . sted difiaining to be fleas' d; 

3 2* 



J 



OE d i p u s. 415- 

3. Till Akfto free the dead 

From their eternal Bands ; 
Tdl the Snakes drop from her Head, 
And Whip from ,0m her Hands. 
1. Cm* away 
Do notftay, 
But obey 
While w#fiay t 

For HelT j broke tip, and Gbofts have Holy-day] 
Chorus. Come away* fee. 

[A flafh of Lighjningr The Stage is made bright ; 
and the Gbofts are ieen paffing betwixt the Trees. 
1. Lajus! x. Lajus! 5. Lajus! 
1. Hear! x. Hear I $.Hoar! 
Tir. Hear, and appear. • 

'By the Fates tbaffpun thy Thread i 

Cho. Which are, thm 9 , 

Tir. By the Furies fierce, and dread! 
Cho. Which are three, 
T'xr.By the Judges of the dead I 
Cho. Whioh are three, 
Three times three I 
Tir. By Hell's Hue Flame: 

By the Stygian Lake: < 

And by Demogorgon'/ Name, 
At which Gbofts quake, 

' [The Ghoft of Lajus rifcs arnVd in Jus Chariot as he <j 

was flain. And behind his Chariot, fit the three- j 

who were rnurder'd with him. ' . 

Ghoft of Lajus. Why haft thou drawn rue from my Fains 
To iufifer worfe above 5 to fee the Day, [below,,. 

And Thebes more Haled ? Hell is Heaven to Thebes* 
For Pity fend me back, where I may hide, 
In willing Night, this ignominious Head : 
In Hell I fhun the pubHck Scorn; and then 
They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me as I fly: 
Behold ev'n now the y pin at my gort fide, 

S4 And 



And chatter at my Wounds. 

Tir. I pity thee : 
Tell but why Thebes is for thy Death accurft, 
And I'll unbind the Charm. 

Gkoft. O fpare my Shame. 

TSr. Are thefc two Innocent? 

Gkoft. Of my Death they are. - 

But he who holds my Crown," Oh, muft I fpttk! 
Was doomM to do what Nature moft abhors. 
The Gods forefaw it j and forbad his Being, ] 

Before he yet was born. I broke their Laws, j 
And doath'd with FWh his profiting Soul. 
Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for Deftiny. 
Took pity, and indu'd his new form'd Maft 
With Temperance, juftice> Prudence, Fortitude,' 
And every Kingly Virtue: But in vain. 
For Fate, that lent him hood-wkkt to the World*' 
Performed its work by his mistaking Hands/ ' " 

Ask'it thou who murdcr'dme? 'twas Oedipus z 
Who {tains my Bed with Inceft? Oedipus: 
For whom then are you curft, but Oedipus t 
He comes j the Parricide: I cannot bear Mm: 
My Wounds ake at him: Oh his murd'rous Breath 
Venoms my airy Subftance! hence with him, 
Banifh him; fweep him out; the Plague he bears 
- Will blaft your Fields, and mark his Way with Ruin? 
From Theles, my Throne, my Bed, let him be driv'nj 
Do you forbid him Earth, and 111 forbid him Heay'n. 

[Ghtfi defend, 
'Enter Oedipus, Creon, Hsemon, &c. 

Oedip. What's this! methought fbme peftilential Bhft 
Struck me juft entring 5 and fomc unfeen Hand 
Struggled to pufti me backward ! tell me why 
My Hair ftands briflling up, why my Flefh trembles! 
You dare at me! then Hell has been among ye, 
f And fbme lag Fiend yet lingers in the Grove. 

Tir. What Omen faw'ft thou entring? 
; Oedip. A young Stork, 

Xjpt bore his aged Parent on his Back j f 
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Till wetry with the weight, (he (book him off, 
And pcckM out both his Eyes. 

Adr. Oh, Oedifmf 

Br. Oh, wretched Oedipus! 

IK O! Fatal King! 

QeJfo. What mean thefe Exclamations on my Name? 
I thane the Gods, no fecret Thoughts reproach me: 
No: I dare challenge Heav'n to turn me outward, 
And Jhake my Soul quite empty in youi Sight. 
Then wonder not that I can Dear unmoVd 
Thde lix*d Regards, and filent Threats of Eyes : 
A generous Fiercenels dwells with Innocence*, 
And confeious Virtue is allowed foroc Pride. 

Tir. Thou knowfl not what thou &fit. 

Outo. What mutters he! tell me, EuryJki: 
Thou fhak'ft : Thy Soul's a Woman. Speak, AJr*(tust 
And boldly as thou merfi my Arms in fight; 
Dartt thou, not fpeak? why then 'tis bad indeed: 
Zfr«/W, thee I Atmmon by thy Friefthood, 
TcQ me what News from Hell: Where Lajus points,^ 
And who's the guilty Head! 

Xr. Let me not amwer. 

OtJif, Be dumb then* and betray thy native Soil 
To farther Plagues. 

Ttr. I dare not name him to thee. 

Q*fy. Dar'fttliouconvcrfc with Hell, and canfl thouftar 
An human Name! 

Jh, Urge me no more to^tel! a thing, which known 
Would 4Bake thee more unhappy: Twill be found, 
.Tho' I am filent. 

Oedip. Old and obiHnate! Then thou thy fclf 
Art Author or Accomplice of this Murther, 
And fhun'ft the Juitice, which by publkk Ban 
Thoahaft incurr'd. 

2Jr. O, if the Guilt were mine 
It were not half fo great : Know wretched Man,' 
Thou only, thou art guilty $ thy own <?urfe 
fails heavy on thy fclf. 

?'* % 4ft 
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Oedip. Speak this again : ^ 

Eut fpeak it to the Winds when they are louicft: 
Or to the raging Seas, they'll hear as iben, 
And fooner will believe. 

ZJr. Then hear me Heav'n, 
For blufhing thou haft feen it: Hear me Earth, 
Whofe hollow Womb could not contain this Murde, 
But fent it back to Ugbt : And thou Hdl, hear me, 
Whofe own black SeaTbas 'firm's! tfajs horrid Trujfe 
Qedipxs murthcrM Ltfts. 

Oedip. Rot the Tongue, 
And blafted he the Mouth that fpoke that Lie. 
Thou blind of Sight* but thou more blind of SouL _ 

Hr. Thy Parents thought not fo. 

Oedip. Who were my Parents? 

2fo\ Tbou ftak know too foon. 

Of dip. Why fcek 1 Truth from thee? 
The Smiles of Courtiers, and the Harlots Tear*; 
The Tradesman's Oaths, and Mourning of an Heir, 
Are Truths to what Pxiefti tell. 
why has Prieft-hood Priviledge to iye, 
And yet to be belicv'd!— thy Age prottda thru m\ 

Ttr. Thou caaft not kill me* 'tS not m thy f aee,j 
'And 'twas to kill thy Father j wed thy Nttta; 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers. 

Otdtp. Riddles* Riddle* ! 

Tir. Thou art thy felf a Riddle ; a perplex* 
Obfcure JEnqmfi, which when thou unty^ft, 
Thou ihait be found and loft. 

Oedip. Impoflible! 
Mrfi/lus, Jpeak, and as thou art a King, 
Whofe Royal Word is iacred, dear my Fame. 

Mr. Wou'dlcou'd! 

Oedip. Ha, wilt thou not: Can that fhMm Vie* 
Of Lying Mount to Kings) can they be tainted. 1 
Then Truth is kit on Earth. 

Cre. The Cheat's too grofi: 
jMraflus is his Oracle, and he, 
The pious Juggler, but Jdrtftus Organ. 

Oedtf 
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Of fy. *Fis plain, the Prieft»s fubbrn'd to free the Pris'ncr. 

Of. And turn the Guilt on you. 

Oedrp. O, honcft Crem, how haft thou teen bclytt? 

"Eur. Heaf me. 

Of. She's brib'd to five her Lover's Life. 

Air. If, Otdifm % thou think'ft 

€re. Hear him not fjbeak. 

.**<*►. Then hear theie hohr Men. 

Ore. Priefts, Priefts all brib'd, aH Priefts. 

OeJiP. AJriifm I have found thee: 
The Malice or a vanqutftVd Man has feiztf theeJ 

Air. If Envy and not Trut h 

Ckdip. IT1 hear no more: Away with him. 

[Harmon tdkts him of by fare: Creon mi Eurydioe. 
jolfaw. 

To 2Jr.] Why ftancTft thpu here, Impoftor I 
So old, and yet fo wicked — - Lie for Gain 5 
And Gain fo (hort as Age can promhe thee! 

Thr. So inert a time as I have yet to live 
Exceeds thy pointed Hour; Remember Lajust 
Ko more) if e'er we meet again, 'twill be 
In mutual Darknefs; we ihau feel before us 
To reach each other's Hand; remember Lams. 

[Ex. Tirefias: VrXfh film. 
OEdlpus film. 

Remember Ltjmt that/s the Burden Hill: 
Murther and Inceft ! but to hear 'em nam'd 
My Soul ftarts in me : The good Sentinel 
Stands to her Weapons; takes the foft Alarm- 
To Guard me from fuch Crimes*— Did I kill Lajw I 
Then I walk'd deeping, in fome frightful Dream, 
My Soul then ftole my Body out by Night ; 
And brought me back to Bed e'er Morning- wake. 
It cannot be ev'n this remoteft Way, 
But fome dark hint would juftie forward now, 
And goad my Memory*— Oh my Jtctfi* I 

Enter Jocafta* 
Joe. Why are you. thus difturb'd ? 
QtiiP. Why, wouWft thou dunk it r 
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No lefs than Murder. 

Joe. Murder! what of Murder? 

Oedip. Is Murder then no more? add Parricide, 
And Inceft; bear not thefe a frightful Sound? 

Joe. Alas! 

Oedip. How poor a Pity is Alas 
For two fuch Crimes!— —was Lajus ua'd to lie? j 

Joe. Oh no: The moft fincere, plain, haaeftftfaa— « 
One who abhorr'd a Lie. 

Oedif. Then he has got that Quality in Hell. 

He charges me but why aecufe I him? 

I did not hear him fpeak it: They aocufe me; 
The Prieft, Mrtfius and Emydice, 
Of murdering li/w-— -Tell me, while I think oa% 
Has old Ttrefias pra&isM long this Trade? 

Joe. What Trade ? 

Oedi^ Why, this foretelling Trade? 

Joe. For many Years. 

Oedip. Has he before this Day accus'd me ? 

Joe. Never. \ 

Oedif. Have you e*re thisinqiuYd, who did tbisMimkr [ 

Joe. Often j but ftill in vam. 

Oedip. I am fatisrVd. 
Then 'tis an Infant-He * but one Day oU« 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieft; 
The Blood of t*jus was to murder Iajms: 
Via not of Lojhs*s Blood. 

Joe. Ev*n Oracles 
Are alwavs doubtful and are often forger 
Lajus had one, which never was fulfuTdV 
Nor ever can be now! 

Oedif. And what foretold it? 

Joe. That he fhould have a Son by me, forc-doomM 
The Murderer of his Father: True indeed, 
A Son was born) but, to prevent that Crime, 
The wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 
Bor'd through his untry'd Feet, and bound with Cord*, 
On a bleak Mountain, naked was ezpos'd : 
The King himfclf liv'd many, many Ytars, 
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And found a different Fate; by Robbers murderM, 
Where three Ways meet: Yet thefc arc Oracles* 
And this the Faith we owe 'em. 

Oedip. Say ft thou, Woman? 
By Hcav'n thou hail awaken'd fbmewhat in me, 
That fliakes my ray Soul! 

Joe. What* newDifturbance! ffiid'ftit!) 

Oedip. Methonght thou faid'ft— -(or do I dream thou 
This Murder was on Lajus Perfira done, - 
Where three Ways meet? 

Joe. So common Fame reports. " 

Oedip. Would it had lyU 

Joe. Why, good my Lord? 

Oedip. No Queftions: 
9 Tis bufie time with me; difpatch mine firfty. 
Say where, where was it done I 

Joe. Mean you the Murder ? 

OeAp. Could' ft thou not anfwer without darning Murder } 

Joe-. They fay in Vhocide-, on the Verge that parts it 
From Vaulsa, and from Delphos. 

Oedip. So ! - How long! when happen'd this! 

Joe. Some little time before you came to Ibexes. 

Oedip. What will the Gods do with me! 

Joe. What means that Thought? 

Otdip. Something: But 'tis not yet your Turn to ask} 
Hew old was Lajus, what his Shape, his Stature, 
His A&ion, and hisMeen? quick, quick, your Anfwer— • 

Joe. Big made he was, and tall: His Port was fierce*, ' 
Ere& his Countenance; Manly Majefty 
Sate in his Front, and darted from his Eyes, 
Commanding all he viewed : His Hair juft grizled, 
As in a green old Age : Bate but his Years, 
You are his Picture. [Pi&ure? 

Oedip. [AfideJ] Pray Heav*h he drew me not! am I his 

Joe. So I have often told you. 

Oedip. True, you have* 
Add that to the reft: How was the King 
Attended when he travelTdi? 

Joe. By four Servants: 

He 
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He west oat tsvntaty. 

Oedif. Well counted ftilfc 
One fcap'd I hear ; what face became of him? 

Joe. When he beheld yon firft, as King in Tkd* 9 
He kneeftt and trembHng be£d I wnfd dffinifi him : 
He had my Leave; and now Jw lives retirtt. 
- Oedif . This Man muil be product ; he muft, jfagb. 1 

Jfor. He (hall yet have 1 leave to ask yon why? 

Oedif. Yes, yon (haHknow : For whereftiouki 1 repofe 
The Angutth of my Soul, but in your Breaft I 
I need not tell you Corinth claims my Birth* 1 

My Parents, Volybw and Merofe, ! 

Two Royal Names; their only Child am I; | 

It happen'd once; 'twas at a Bridal Feaft, 
One warm with Wine, cold me I was a. Foundling* 
Not the King's Son; I dung with this Reproach, 
Struck him: My Father heard of it: The Man 
L Was made ask Pardon; and the Bufinefs hafli'd, 

yec. 'Twas fomewhat odd. 

Oedif. And ftrangely it perplext me. 
I ftole away to Dslfbos, and iraplorU 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage. 
He bade me feck no farther : . ■ * Twas my Fate. 
To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
9y marrying her who bore me. 

Joe. Vain, vain Oracles! 

Oedif. But yet they frighted me; 
I lookt on Corinth as a Place accurft, 
Refolv'd my Deftiny (hould wait in vainy 
And never catch me there. 

Joe. Too nice a Fear. 

Oedif. Sufpend your Thoughts* and flatter not too foon, 
tuft in the Place you nam'd, where three Way* meet, 
And near that time, five Perfons I encounter'd} . 
One was too like, (Heav'n grant it wove not him) 
Whom you defcribe for Lam: Infoient 
And fierce they were, as Men who kv'd on Spoil. 
I judg'd 'em Robbers, and by Force repelld 
The Force they us'd: In fhort, fow Men I flew: 

The 
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The fifth upon hi a Knees demanding Life; 
My Mercy gave it— Bring me Comfort now, 
If I flew Lttj*?> what can be more wretched T 
From Tbtbts and you my Curie has banifh'd mes 
From Corinth Fate. 

foe. Perplex not thus your Mind; 
My Husband fell by Multitudes oppreft, 
So Thorbas {aid : This Band you chancM to meet; 
And murdcr'd not my JJhhs, but reveeg'd him. 

Oedif. There's all my Hope: Let Ptfrhts tell me this, 1 „ 
And I (hall live again ■ ! ■■■■ 
To you, good Gods, I make my laft Appeal j 
Cfr clear my Virtue, or my Crime reveal: 
If wandring in the maze of Fate I run, 
And backward trod the Paths I (ought to ftrnfl, 
. Impute my Errors to your own Decree j N 
My Hands are Guilty, but my Heart is free. [£x, Am& 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Enter Pyrscmon and Creon, 

Pyr, OOme Buiinefs of Import that Triumph wears 
*3 You feem to go with; nor is it hard to gueft 
When you are pkas'd, by a malicious Joy: 
Whofe red and fiery Beams caft through your Vi&ge 
A glowing Pleafure. Sure you finite Revenge, 
And I could ekdly hear. 

Or. Would'ft thouixlieve! 
This giddy hair-brainM King, whom old Tirtftas 
Has Thupder-fbruck with heavy Accu&tiou, 
Th©' confeious of na inward Guilt, yet fears; 
He fears J«caji*> fears Hmfelf, his Shadow; 
He fears the Multitude j and, which is worth 
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An Age of Laughter, out of all Mankind, 
He duxfes me to be his Orator : 
Swears that jUraflm, and the lean-leok'd Prophet, 
Are joint Confpirators} and wifh'd me to 
Appcaie the raving 2h$6mw, which I fwore 
To do. 

tyr. A dangerous Undertaking; 
Dire&ly oppofite to your own Intereft. 

Ov. Noi dull Pyrscmm; when I kit his Preface 
With all the Wings with which Revenge co«U imp 
My Flight, I gain'd the midft oU* City j 
There, tending on a Pile of dead and dying, 
I to the mad and fickly Multitude* 
With interrupting Sobs, cry'dout, O Thebes, 
O wretched Thebes, thy King, thy Oedipus, 
This barbarous Stranger, this Ufurper, Monte, 
Is by the Oracle, the wife Tfrefisu, 
Proclaimed the Murderer of thy Royal L*jw: 
Jecaftss too, no longer now my Sitter, 
Is found Commoner in the horrid Deed. 
Here I renounce all tye of Blood and Nature, 
For thee, O Ibexes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding UM. 
And there I wept, and then the Rabble howftL 
And roarM, and with a thouiand antick Mouths 
Gabbled Revenge, Revenge was all the Cry.. 

Tyr. This cannot fail: I fee you on tile Throne* 
And Oedhw caft out. 

Crt. Tnen ftrak came on 
Jktmdtr, with a wild and bellowing Croud, 
Whom he had wrought $ I whifper'd him to join> 
And head the Forces while the Heat was in 'em: 
So to the Palace I return'd, to meet 
The Kins, and greet him with another Story* 
But fee, he enters. 

, Infer Oedipus md Jocafla, mended. 
Oedip. Said you that Phirbss is return'd, and Jit 
Intreats he may return, without being ask'd 
Of ought concerning Vhat we have difcover'd? 
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J$c. He ftatted when I told him your Intent, 
Replying* what he knew of that Affiir 
Would give no Satisfaction to the King* 
Then, Sling on his Kneesi begg'd, as tor Life, 
To be difmiis'd from Court: He trembled too, 
As if convulfive Death had ftfo'd upon him. 
And ftammer'd in his abrupt Pray*r fo wddly, 
That had he been the Murderer of-L*j*s, * 
Guilt and Difbadion could aot haw (hook Jura ®°£; 

Oedip. By your Defcription, fore as Plagues *d Deatn 
Lay wade our Thebes, fome deed that Ibwii the Light 
Begot thofe fears : If thou refpecVft my Peace, 
Secure hhn, dear Joeafla', for my Geniua 
Shrinks at his Name. 

Joe. Rather let him go: 
So my poor boding Heart would have it be, 
Without a Reafon, 

Oedip. Hark, the Thebms come! 
Therefore retire: And, once more, if thou to? it me, 
Let f horbts be rctain'd. 

Joe. You (hall, while I 
Have Life, be ftill obeyM : 
In vain you (both me with your foft IndearmcntJ, 
And fet the faireft Countenance to view, 
Your gloomy Eyes, my Lord, betray a Deadneu 
And inward Languifliing : That Oracle 
Eats like a fubtil Worm its venom'd Way, 
Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 
How-e'er the beauteous Out-fide (hews fo lovely. 

Oedip. O, thou wilt kill me with thy Love's excels! 
All, all is welli retire, the Thebms come. [£*. J°<5 r 

Gheft. Oedipus ! 

Oedip. Ha ! again that Scream of Woe! 
Thrice have I feard, thrice fince the Morfiiag dawn d 
It hollow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 
CalTd from fome vaulted Manfion, Oedipus I 
Or is it but the Work of Melancholy ? 
When the Sun fets, Shadows, that ihew'd at Noo* 

But finall, appear moil long and terrible j 

SO 
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So when we think Fate hovers o'er our Heacfc 
Oar Apprehenfions (hoot beyond all bounds, 
T)wls, Ravens, Crickets fiem the Watch of Deatbi 
Nature's worft Vermin fcare her God-like Sons. 
Ecchoes, the very leavings of a Voice, 
Grow babling Ghofts, and call us to our Graves : 
Ea<fh ,Mole-hfll Thought fwells to a huge Olymp*t, 
While we fantaftick Dreamers heave and puff, 
And,fweaf with an Imagination's weight} 
As if, like Atkt> with thefe mortal Shoulders 
t We could fuftain the Burden of the World. 

[Creon comtsfawtk 

Cre. O, facred Sift nay Royal Lord 

Oedip. y/hzt now ? ' 

Thou leem'ft affrighted at fomc dreadful A&ion, 
Thy Breath comes (hcirt, thy darted Eyes are fixt 
On me for Aid, as if thou wert purfu'd : 
I fent thee to the Thebam, fpeak thy Wonder $ 
Fear not, this Palace is a San&uary, 
The King himfelfs thy Guard. • 

Cre. For me, alas, [yours? 

W-l L^s not worth a Thought, when weigh'd wit* 
But fly, my Lore> fly as your Life is facred; 
Your Fate is precious to your faithful Orm, 
Who therefore, on his Knees, thus proftrate begs 
Xpu would remove from Thebes that vows your Ruufc 
When I but ofier*d at your Innocence, 
They gathered Stones, and raeaae'd me with Death, 
And drove me through the Streets, with Imprecations 
Againft your (acred Per&n, and thoie Traitors 
Which juftify'd your Guilt 2 Which curs'd Tkefm 
Told, as from Heav'n, was caufe of their Deftru&oa 

Oedif. Rife, worthy Crem, haft* and take our Guard, 
Rank 'em in equal Part upon the Square* 
Then open every Gate of this our Palace, 
And let the Torrent in. Hark, it comes. [#**• 

I hear 'em roar: Began, and break down all 
£fce Danos that would eppofc their furious Rrifige. 

[B*. Creon with to**- 
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£***r Adraihis, his Smrrd drMMh 
Adr. Your Citv 
Is all in Arms, all bent to your Definition: 
I heard out now, where I was ck>£e confin'd, 
Athundring Shout, which made myjaylors vaniih, 
Cry, Fire the Palace 5 where's the cruel King ? 
Yet, hf th' Inftraal Gods, thofe awful Pow'rs 
That have accused you, which thefe Ears have heard, 
And thefc Eyes feen, I muft believe you guildd*; 
For, fince I knew the RoyaJ Oedipus, 
I have ob&rv'd in all his Afts fiich Truth 
And God-like Clear nefs; that to the laft gufii. 
Of Blood and Spirits, 111 defend his Life, 
And here have lworn to perifh by his Side. 
Oed. Be witnefc, Gods, how near this touches me, 

[Etnkrtclng km* 
O what, what Recom pence can Glory make? 

Air. Defend your Innocence, fpeak like your felf, 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntkfi Virtue. 
But, hark! the Storm comes nearer. 

Oedip. Let it come. 
The force of Maiefty is never known 
B»fc in a^neral wrack: Then theft biieT* 
The Difference 'twixt a Threfhold and a Thronei 
Enter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tirefias, Thebant. 
Ale. Where, where s this cruel King ? Theban$> behold 
There ftands your Plague, the Ruin, Defolation 
Of this unhappy— —{peak 5 fliall I kill him ? 
Or (hall he be caft out to Banifhment? 
All Theb. To Banifhment, away with him. 
Oedip. Hence, you Barbarians, to your flaviih Diftancej 
Fix to the Earth your fordid Looks; for he 
Who ftirs, dares more than Mad-men, Fiends, or Furies. 
Who dares to face me, by the Gods, as well; 
May brave the Majefty of Thundring Jw*. 
< Did I for this relieve you when beheg'd 

By this fierce Prince, when coop'd within your Walls* 

And to the very brink of Fate reducM ; 

When kan-jawM Famine made more; Havockof you, 

Thau* 
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Than iocs the Plague? But I rejoyce I know yoa . 
Know the baft Stuff that temper'd your vile Sous: 
The Gods be prais'd, I needed not /our Emptier 
Bora to a greater, nobler, of my own* 
Nor (hall the Scepter of the Earth now win me 
To rule inch Brute*, fo barbarous a People. 

Mr, Methinkt, my Lord, I fee a fad Repentance,. 
A general Confternation fpread among 'em. 

Qflty, My Reign is at an end; yet e'er I finiih— 
1*11 do a Jurace t£at becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch, who, i*th* midft of Swords and Javelins, 
Dares a& as on his Throne encompaft round 
With Nations for his Guard, jfkmder, you 
Arenoblyborn > therefbre(hal]lofeyourHead: [Sffccjtafl* 
Here, lUnm, take him: but for this, and this, 
bet Cords difpatoh 'em. Hence, away with 'cm, 

Br. O facred Prince* pardon diftra&cd Thtbts> 
Pardon her, if me a&s by Heaven's Award* 
If that th' Infernal Spirits have declar'd 
The depth of Fate, and if oiir Oracles 
May fpeak, O do not too ftverdy deal, 
But let thy wretched Thebes at leaft complain r 
If thou art guilty, Heav*n will make it known 5 
If innocent, then let Unfits dye. [amtkr: 

Oedif. I take thee at thy Word. Run, hade, and fave A- 
I fwear the Prophet, or the King (hall dye. 
Be Witnefi, all you Thcbsns, of my Oath j 
And Fborbas be the Umpire. 

Xfr. I fubmit. [Trumpets fimtd. 

OeMf. What mean thole Trumpets f 

Enter Hxmon with Alcander, &e~ 

Him. From your Native Country, 
Great Sir, the fam'd Mgem is arrived; 
That renown'd Favourite of the King your Father : 
He comes as an Ambaflador from Carmtk, 
And fues for Audience. 

Oidip, Halle, Hmon> fly , and tell him that I bum 
T embrace him« 
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W*m. The Queen, mv Lord, at prcfent holds him 
In private Conference ; kit behold her here. 

Enter Jocafta, Eurydice, &c. 
Joe. Hail, happy Oetipw, happieft of Kings? 
Henceforth he bkft, bleft as thou canft defire, 
Sleep without Fear* the blacked Nights away; 
Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou (halt deep 
Secure, thy Slumbers (hall be loft and gentle 
As Infants Dreams. 

Oedrp. What does the Soul of all my Joys intend? 
And whither would this Rapture? 

Joe. 0, 1 could rare, 
Pull down thofe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault, 
From whence rebounded thofe falfc Oracles, 
Thatrobb'd my Lore of Reft: if we muft pray, 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods, 
Let Virgins- Hands adorn the Sacrifice $ 
And not a Gray-heard forging Prieft come near, 
To pry into the Bowels otthe Victim, 
And with his Dotage mad the gaping World* 
But fee, the Oracle that I will trait 
True as the Gods, and affable as Men. 

Inter iEgeon, Kneels. 
Oed'tp. O, to rjay Arms, welcome, my dear Mgem : 
Ten thou&nd welcomes, O, my Fofter-Father, ' 
Welcome as Mercy to a Man condemned! 
Welcome to me, 
As, to a Unking Mariner, 
The lucky Plank that bears him to the Shore! 
But fpeak, O tell me what £0 mighty joy 
Is this thou bring'ft, which fo transports Joes/la t 
Joe. Peace, Peace, JB&m, let Joctft* tell him! 
O that I could for ever Charm, as now, 
My deareft Oedijm: Thy Royal Father, 
Tolybusy King of Corinth, is no more. 

Oedip. Ha! can it be? JEgeon y anfwer me, 
And fpeak in fhort, what my Jocafta' s tran/port 
.May over-do. 
JBg: Since in few Words, my Royal Lord, you ask 

To 
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To know the Truth* King Volybus is dead. 

Oedif. O allrou Power s, is't poffible? what, dead? 
But that the Tempeft of mv Toy may rife 
By juft degrees, and hit at hut the Stars : 
Say, how, how dy*d he? Ha! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water? by Atiaffinates, or Poyfbn? fpeak: 
Or did he bnguilh under feme Difeafc? 

JEge. Of no Diftemper, of no Blaft he dfd,^ 
But fell like Autumn-Fruit that mellowed long: 
JLvn wondered at, becaufe he drenpt no iboner. 
Fate feem'd to wind him up for fourfcore Years* 
Yet freihly ran he on ten Winters more: 
Till, like a Clock worn out with eatingTime, 
The Wheels of weary Life at laft ftoodftiD. 

Oedif. O, let me prefs thee in my youthful Arms; 
And fmother thy old Age in my Embraces. 
Yes Thtbans, yes Joci$* 9 yes Adrafiut, 
Old Polypus, the King my Fader's dead. 
Fires fhall be kindled in the midft of Iheki} 
1'th' midft of Tumult, Wars, and Peftilence, 
I will rcjoyce for Fdybus his Death. 
Know, be it known to the Emits of the World; 
Yet farther, let it pafs yon dazling Roof, 
The Manfxon of the Gods, and fbike *em deaf 
With cverlafting Peals of thundtitg Joy. 
Zfr. Fate! Nature! Fortune! 'what is aD this World? 
Oe dip. Now, Dotard j now, thou blind old wizard Prcpkt, 
Where are your boding Ghofts, your Altars now,; 
Your Birds of Knowledge, that, in dusky Air, 
Chatter Futurity j and where arc now " 
Your Oracles, that calFd me Parricide ? 
Is he not dead? deep laid in's Monument? 
And was not I in Tbtbts when Fate attacked him? 
Avant, begon, you Vizors of the Gods ! 
Were I as other Sons, now I fhould weep- 
But, as I am, IVe Reafon to rejoyce: 
And will, tho' his cold Shade fhould rife and blaft me. 
O, for this Death, let Waters break their Bounds, 

v Rocks? 
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TlocVs, Valleys, Hills, with fplittrog Jo's ring: 
Jb, focafia, Iopcean fing. 

27r. Who would not now conclude a happy End f 
But all Fate's turns are fwift and unexpected. 

JEgt. Your Royal Mother Mer*fe, as if 
She had no Soul fence you forfook the Land, 
Waves all the nciehb'ring Princes that adore her. ({peak. 
Oedip. Waves all the Princes! poor Heart! for what? O 
JE&. She, tho* in full-blown FlowV of glorious Beauty, 
<3rows cold, ev'n in the Summer of her Age: 
And, for your fake, has {worn to dye unmarry'd. 

Oedip. How ! for my fike, dye? and not marry! Q,' 
My Fit returns. 

JEgt. This Diamond, with a thousand Kiffe* blefr, 
With thoufind Sighs and Wifhes for your Safety, 
She charg'd me give you, with the general Homage 
Of our Corinthian Lords. 

Oedip. There's Magick m it, take it from my Sight* 
There's not a Beam it darts, but carries Hell, 
Hot flaming Luft, and Necromantick Inceft: 
' Take it from thefe fick Eyes, Oh hide it from me. 

No, my Jritfta, tho* Thebes caft me out, 
- While Menfe's alive, I'll ne'er return! 
O, rather let me walk rojnd the wide World 
A Beggar, than accept a Diadem » 

On.fucn abhorr'd Conditions. * 

foe. You make, my Lord, your mm tJnhappinefe 
By the/e extravagant and needlefs Fears. 

Oedip. Needlefs! O, all you Gods! ByHeaVnl'dprather 
Embrue my Arms up to my very Shoulders 
In the dear Entrails of the beft of Fathers, 
Than offer at the execrable Adt 
Of damn'd Inceft : therefore no more of her. 

JEge. And why, O facred Sir, ifjSubje&s may 
Prefume to look into their Monarch's Breaft, 
Why fhould the Chafte and Spotlefi Merop e 
Infufe fuch Thoughts as I muft blufh t© Name > 

Oedip. Becauie the God of Delpfos did forewarn me, 
With Thundring Oracles. • 
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jEge M*yIintmttefaiow!em? 

Oedip. Yes, mjMBj«»5 but the fid Rememwfflcs 
Quite Wafts my Soul: fee then the fweUing Prieft! 
Methinki I have his Image now in View* 
He mounts the Trip* in a Minute's Space, 
His clouded Head knocks a? the Temple roof, 
While from his Mouth 

Thefe difinal Words are heard: (torn 

«« Fly, Wretch, whom Fate has doom'd Ay Fad^s Hood 
« ArUwithprepoib-c4JsBkth»,thyMother , iWombtofill 

*" JEg$ . Is this the Caufe 

Why you refute the Diadem of Cmnthl 

1 Oth. The Caufe! why, is it not t aaonftrous we? 

j&Jt. Great Sir, you may return* and tho* you &m 
Enjoy the .Queen^which all the Gods forbid) 
The A& would prove no Inceft. 

Oejjp. How, Mg*mt 
Tho* I enjoy'd my Mother, not mceftuous! 
Thou rav ft, and fo do 1^ and thefe all catch 
My madnefs j look, they're dead with deep DiftraSioa: 
Not Inceft! what, not Inceft with my Mother? 

jBg** My Lord, Queen Merope is not your Mother. 

Oe<fif. Ha! did I hear thee right? not Merof* 

My Mother! 

W Nor was Tfyhu your Father. 

OediP. Then all my Days and Nights muft now befpent 
In curious Search, to find out thofe dark Parents 
Who gave me to the World} (peak then JEgm> . 
JBy all the Gods Cekftial and Infernal, 
13y ail the tyes of Nature, Blood, and Friendfhip, 
Conceal not from this rack'd defpairing King 
A Point or finalleft Grain of what thou know'ft: 
Speak then, O anftoer to my Doubts directly. 
It Royal Totyhu was not my Father, 
Why was I cali'd his Son? 

JEgt. He, from my Arms, 
Receiv'd you as the raircft-Gtft of Nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beftow in coftly Mantles 
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Upon its Infant Heir. 

Oedif. But was I made the Heir otCormtk's Crown, 
Becaufe JEgeon'a Hands prcfented me? 

Mgt. By my Advice, 
Being paft all hope of Children, 
He took, embrae'd, and own'd you for his Sen. 

Oeaip. Perhaps I then am your's j inftru£fc me, Sir : 
If it be fo, I'll kneel and weep before you, 
With all th* Obedience of a penitent Child, 
Imploring Pardon, 
Kill me if you pleafe, - % 
I will not writhe my Body at the Wound: 
But fink upon your Feet with a laft Sigh, 
And ask Forgtvenefs with my dying Hands. < 

<&ge. O rile, and call not to this aged Cheek 
The little Blood which mould keep warm my Heart* 
You are not mine, nor ought I to be bleft * 
With fuch a God4ike Offspring. Sir, I found you 
Upon the Mount C'tth&on. 

OeMp. O {peak, go on, the Air grows fenfible 
Of the great things you utter, and is calm : 
The hurry'd Orbs, with Storms fo rack'd of late, 
Seem to ftand ftill, as if that fave were talking. 
Chhctonl fpeak, the Valley of Cith&onl 

JEge. Oft-times before I thither did refort, 
Charm'd with the Conyer&tion of a Man 
Who led a rural Life, and had Command 
O'er all the Shepherds who about thole Vales 
Tended their numerous Flocks: In this Man's Arms 
I faw you fmiling at a fatal Dagger, 
Whofe Point iie often ofFerM at your Throat; 
But then you fmil'd, and then he drew it back, 
Then lifted it again, you fmiFd again: 
Till he at laft in fury threw it from him, 
And cry'd aloud, the Gods forbid thy Death. 
Then I rufti'd in, and, after fome Difcourfe, 
To me he did bequeath your innocent Life; 
And I, the welcome Care to folybus. 
. Oedip. To whom Wongs the Matter of the Shepherds? 

you Iv. t Mgt. 
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JEg$. Hjs Name I knew not, or I haveforgafc: 
That he was of the Family of £*f£r> 
I well remember. 

Oofy. And is your Friend alive? for if he be, 
I'll buy his Presence, thb* it coil my Crown, 

JE&.. Your menial Attendants beft can tdl 
Whether he fives> or not 5 and who has now 
^is Place. 

Joe, Winds, bear mo to ittfne barren Ifland, 
Where print of humane Feet wasnever fan* 
Cer-grown with Weeds of fuchjraoiftfro* Hft& 
Their baleful Tops art waftitt wkfcbeUying CloudX: 
Beneath whofe venpmeusStade I may have- vent 
For Horrors that would Waft the Barbarous World. 



Oefy. If there be any here that knows the Perfb* 
Whom he deftrib'd, I charge him on his Life 
To f peak j Concealment (hall be ftdden Death; 
But he wjx> brings him forth*, ftall hare Reward 
Beyond Ambitiotrs Luft. 

Ttr. His Name is Fb*4m: 
Joctfta knows him weMj but if I may 
Advife, Reft where you are, andjfeefc no farther. 

OeJif. Then all goes well, fince fkfrJm fcfecurtl 
By my Joctfl*. Haite, and bring him. forth: 
My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Hai what mean 
Thefe Tears, andGroamv and Strugling*? ipeak, my Fai 
What are thy Troubles* 

Joe. Yours* and yours are mine: . 
Let me conjure you take the Brephet's CounfiA 
And let this fhotbm go. 

OeAp. Not for. the World. 
By all the Gods, I'll know my Birth, tho' Death 
Attends the Search : I have already paft 
The middle of the Stream j and to return 
Seems greater Labour, than to venture o'er; 
Therefore produce him. 

Joe. Once more, by the. Gods, 
I beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Life 
My Love; my ail> my only utmoft Hope, 
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I beg you, banifh, Thtias: O, the Gods, 
I kneel, that yoft may grant this firft Requeft. 
Deny me all things eHe* but, for my Sake, 
'And as you prize your own eternal Quiet, 
Never let Thorbm come into your Prelence. 

Oedip. You ffluft be rsuVd, and Thorbas (hall appear, 
Tho' his dread Eyes were Baftksks, Guards, hade, 
Search the Queen's Lodgings; find, an4 force him hither.' * 

[Exeunt Guards. 
Ju. O, Oedipus, yet find, 
And flop their Entrance, e're it be too late: 
Unkfi you wilh to fee Jocafta rent 
"With Furies, flam out-right with meer Diffraction, 
Keep from your Eyes and. mine the dreadful Thorbts. 
Forbear this Search, Til think you more than Mortal; 
WU1 you yet hear me? * 

Oedip. Tesnpefts will be heard, 
And Waves will dam, tho* Rocks their bads keep,— - 
Bat fee, they Enter. If thou truly levll me, 
Either forbear this Subject, or retire. 

tmer Hzmon, Guards, with Phorbas. 
Joe. Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 
A Story, that mall turn thee into Stone. 
Could there be hew'n a monftrous Gap in Nature, 
A flaw made through the Center, by fome God, 
Through which the Groans of Ghofts might (hike thy Ears, 
They would not wound thee, as this Story will. 
Hark, hark! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, 
ftcafta: Yes, 111 to the Royal Bed, 
Where nrflr the Myfteries or our Lores were a&ed, 
And double-dye it with imperial Crimfon j 
Tear off this curling Hair, 
Be gorgVi with Fire, (tab every vital Part, 
And, when at laft I'm flain, to Crown the borrour, 
My poor tormented Ghoft fhall cleave tKe Ground, 
To try if Hell can yet" more deeply wound. \pc. 

Oedip. She's gone 5 and as (he went, methought her Eyes 
Grew larger, while a thouland frantick Spirits 
Seething, like ruing Bubbles, on the Brim, 

T * Peep'd 



Peep'd from the watry Brink, and glowVi upon nsp. 
1M leek no more; but hufh my Genius up 

That throw6 me on xny Fate. Impofliblc! 

O wretched Man, wbofe too too bufie Thoughts 
Ride fwifter than the galloping Heav'ns round, 
With an eternal hurr.y, ©£uie &>ul; 
Nay, ther^s'a tinxe when ev'n the fowling Year 
Seems^p ftand Ititf, ,dead Cajmiarein the Ocean, 
When ^ot^a. Bpeatn o^hirbs'thedrowfcy Waves: 
But Man, tljc very Monfter of the World, 
Is ne'er at reft, the Soul for ever wakes. 
Come then, fincc Defliny thus drives us on, 
Let's know the Bottom. Human, you I fent : 
Where is that fborbas f 

Him: Here, my Royal Lord. , 

Oedif. Speak firft,. *££**» fay, is this the Man? 

Mge. My Lord, it is:. Tho'Timehas plough'd that Face 
With many Furrows. fince I faw it firftj (get it. 

Tet I'm too well acquainted with the Ground, quite to fpr- 

Oedif. Peace; ftand back awhile. 
Come hither Friend 5 I hear thy Name is Phtr&ss. 
Why doft thou turn thy Face? I charge thee anfwer 
To what I ft*U enquire: Wert thou not once 
The Servant „ofKing Lajus here in Thtbist 

Vbor.'l was, great Sir, Jiis true and faithful .Servant j 
Born and bred up in Court, no foreign Slave. (ment? 

Oedif. What Office hadft thou?, what was thy Employ- 

Vhw. He made me Lord of all his Rural Plcafures; « 
For much he lov'd 'em : off I entertaih'd 
Withfporting Swains, o'er whom I had command. 

Oed. Where wasthy Residence ? to whatpart o'th' Country 
Didft thou raojr. frequently refcn? 

Fibor. To Mount tjthtron, and the pleafant VaUies 
Whidh all about lye madowing its large Feet. 

Of dip. Come forth Mgtm. Ha ! why ftart'ft thou fh/rktot 
Forward I fay, and Face to Face confront him; 
Look wiftly on him, through him, if thou canft, 
And tell me on thy Life, fay, doft thpu know him? 
Didil thou e'er fee him ? cqnvcrfc with him 



Near Mount Cilhfirfor ' ^ ' 

PAor. Who,'mjr Lord, this Man? 

Onty. This Man, this old,, this Venerably Man : 
Speak, did'ft'rhou ever nieet Em tfieref ' ' 

tbor. Where, facre3 Sir ?" h . 

0«6>. Near Mount Cfr£ir<w 5 ahfwcrtotherti^pbfe, 
*Tis a King fpeajes; and Royal' Minutes are * .'" J ' 
Of much more wohK than thduferidiVuW'Vdlr^ ■'; ; 
Did'ft thou e'er fee this Man near Mount x$iipr&i} n f 

iPhor. Moft (ure, my Lord, 1 have feen Lines like, tSofe 
His Vifege bears; but know riot where not when'. 

JEge. Is't pdflible you fifould forget your ancient'Frieriu* I. 
There are perhaps ' *" ' : ' ! ' *■ f 

Particulars, which may excite your dead l&rhemordnce, 
fiavcyou forgot I took an Infant from you, * .. / \' 
Doom'd to be murdered in* that gloomy Vafcf 
The SwadHng-bands were Purple, wrough't with Gold/ 
Have you forgot too how you wept, and begg\T * 

That I fhould breed him up, and' ask no more. ' ^ ., 

fbor. Wiat-e'er I beggtt; thou like a Dotard, fpeak'it 
More than is reqqifite: and what of this ? 
Why is it merition'd now? And why, O why 
Dott thou betray .the Secrets of thy Friend ? 

JE£e. Be not too rafh. That Infant grew at hft 
A King: and here the happy Monarch Sands. (ter'df 

Phor. Ha! whither woukPft thou? O what haft thou ut- 
For what thou haft (aid, Death ftrike thee dumb for ever. 

Oedip. Forbear to curfe the Innocent j and be 
Accurft thy felf, thou (hifting'Tfaytor, Villain, 
Damn'd Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. 

Jfhor. OHeav'ns! wherein, my Lord, have I offended? 

Qedip. Why ipeak you not according to my Charge? , 
Bring forth the. Rack ; finee MiMnefs cannot win you, 
Torments flialT force. 

PW. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir 5 
You will not rack ( an Innocent old Man; 

Qtdip:- Speak then. 

Tfar. Am, what would you have me fay ? 

Otdip. Dy this oU Man take from your 2irms an Infant? 

T 3 • ^ Yk*. 



?br. He did: And, Oh! I wiih to all the Go& 
Phorbts had perifiYd in that very Moment. 

C^^.Momcm!Thouftia]t1x:Hours,Days,Yars*dying; 
Here, bind his Hands* he dallies with my Fury*; 
But I (hall find a wa y ■/ 

Pbor. My Lord, I fiud . 
I gave the Infant to him. 

Oedjp, Was he thy own, or given thee by ano&r? 

pW. He was not mine* hut given me by another, 

Qe4tp. Whence? and from whom? what City? of wto* 
Houfe? 

Thar. O, Royal Sir, I bow me to the Ground, 
Would I could fink* beneath it: by the Gods,. 
I do Conjure you to inquire no more. 

Ctedip. Furies and Hell* Hunm, bring forth the Bid} 
Fetch hither Cords, and Knives and fulpjwrous Flames 
He fcall be bounds and gaib'd, his Skin fltad off, 
And burnt alive. 

Phor. O fpare my Age. " 

OcJip. Rile then, and fpeak. 

Pber. Dread Sir, I will. 

Ofdif. Who gave that Infant to thee? 

Phor. One of Kingly'** Family. 

Ofdif. Q, you immortal Gods! But fky, who wti't? 
Which of the Family of Lmhs ^ave it ? 
A Servant i or one of the Royal-Blood? 

Phor. O wretched State! I dye, unkfs I jpeak; 
And if fpeak, moil certain Death attends me! 

Otdip. Thou jhait not dye. Speak then, whowasit?lpeak» 
While I have Senfc to underftand the Honour i 
Jot I gcow eoJd. 

Thor. The Queen Joctfis told me 
It was her Son by Lym* 

OeMf. Oyou Gods! But did the «ve it tbtf? 

Phor. My Loid, (he did. (Hortj 

OiJif. Wherefore? for what?-— O break not yet> aj 
The* my Eyes burft, no matter : wilt thou tell me, 
Or muft I ask for ever? for what end? 
Whv gave fhe thee hex .Child?. * 

. J$ir. To murder it. < ' <W' 
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Otdtf. O morctfaaafiv^c! murder lief own Bowels!- 
Without a Caufc! r 

Phor. T&ere was a dreadful one, 
Which had foretold, (hat maft unhappy Son ' 
Should kill Ms Father, and enjoy his Mother* 

Oedrf. But one thing more, 
jfc*/?* told me thou wert by thctharidf - 
When the old Kingwasflain: %eak, I coajure^tee r 
For I lhall never ask thtc ought again, ■'■■] ' * 
What was the Number of th'Anaftinates?, \ - ; 

Thor. The dradfol Deed was a&ed but by one; 
And fln« that -one hod much of your Refemblancev 

Oidif. *Tis well! I thank you, Gods! 'tis wondrdus 
Daggeift aiid Po^onj O there is no need ' - '[weft! 
For my fiHfpatch: And you; you mercilefi Pow'rs,. 
Hoord up your Thunder-ftoncsj "keep, keep your Boki 
ForOimesof littjeaote. * , ; $&&/ 

Adr< Help, Hmwh help, and bow him gently forward^ 
Chdfe, rhafe his Temples: How the'Mgh?? Spirits, 
Half itamgled with the Damp hk Sorrows rais'd, ■ 
Struggle Jot V-ent : But fee, he breaths again, 
And vigorous Nature breaks through all Opposition. • 
How fares my Royal Friend? 

OeJip. The wcrtfe for yen. 
O barbarous Men, and oh the hated lagHt, 
Why did you force me back to curfe the Day; 
To curfe my Friends $ to blaflr'with this dark Breath 
The yet untainted Earth and circling Air ? 
To ralfe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down, 
Why did you tempt thcGods, and dare to touch me? 
Methinks there's not a Hand that grafps this HeUr ~ 
But (hould run up like Fkx all Waging Fire. 
Stand from this ipot, I wifti von fcr my Friend^ 
And^omenot near me, left the gaping Earth * 
Swallow you too— — Lo, I am gone alaeadyC 

[Draws, ami *lsps bit $*wd to -his Breitft, qhkh A~ 
draftusyfr** avMywkhhkJ&ot, 

Mr. You fhati no more be trufted with your Life: 
Orwh Jkmbr,&mm>bffy'*> hdd&aw 

T-4; 0*<fr>; 
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Oafy. Cruel Adrt^mi wife th*4 K01** too ? 
Are thefe the OHfeationr of my 4 Friends > 

worfc thin worn of my moft barbarous Foes! 
Dear, dear Adrapusyhok ^ntk tfndf orrftye 

On my unheardVof Wca, and Judge thy fcbV 
If 1f b© Jit that fuch a Wretch ftiouid live! 
O, by thefe meltirig Eyes, unus'd to weep, 
Wif h^tlFthe low Submifiions of a Slave, 

1 \Jo conjure thee give my Horrors vfofi » 
Ta!£ not of Life, for that will make me rave: 
As weil Aoumay'A advift a fortur'd Wretch, 

All mangled o'er from Head to Foot with Wounds,. 
And hisTMmes broke, to wak a better Day. 

Adr. My Lord, you ask me things impoffible; 
Arid^ wi& JufHce fhouM be thought your Foe, 
To leave yob in thil Ttrfipeft of your Soul. 

Tsr. ThrfbaniftVd Thtbts, in <*rin$k you may Reign v 
Th* infernal Pow'f s t**mfetvcrexae> no more : 
Calm then your Rage, and onee more fetk the Gods. 

Oedif. Fll have no more to do with Gods, nor Men: 
Hence, TmnVmy Arms, avast. Enjoy thy Mother I 
What, violate, with.Beaftial Appetite, * 
The facred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn! 
This is not to be bom! Hence $ off, Hay 5 
For they who let mf Vengeance, make themselves 
Accomplices in my moft horrid Guilt. 

Adr. Let it be 10 5 We'll fence Heav'n's Fury from you, 
And fufrer all together: This perhaps, 
When Ruin comes, may help to break your Fall. 

Oedif. O that, as oft I have at Athens feen 
The Stage artfe, and the big Clouds dcicend $ 
So now in very Deed I might behold 
The ponderous Eirth, and att yon Marble Roof 
Meet, like the Hands of Jove, and crufh Mankind; 
For all the Elements, and aU the Fow'rs 
Ccleftial, nay, Terrdftrial and Infernal, 
Confpire the Rack of ©ut-caft Oedipus. » 

Tall Darknefi then, and ctferlaftmg Night 
Shadow the Globe; may the Sun never daws, «. 

Tl* 
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The Silver Moon be blotted from her Orb; * \ 

And for an Univerfal Rout of Nature 
ThrougE'all the inmbft Chambers of the Sky, 
May there not be a ghmpfe, one Starry Spark, 
But Gods meet Gods, andjuftle m the Dark! , ' • 
That Jars may rife, and Wrath Divine be hurl'd, 
Which may to Atoms ihakethe folid World. [Exeunt. 
. . ./ • 

* • j 

A- C T V. S G EN EI;, 

Enter Creon, Alcandcr and Pytacmon. 

CHfTTHfk* is at length "my own ; and all my Wifhe*, 

J- Which fure were peat as Royalty e'er form'd, J 
Fortune and my aufpicious Staw have crown'd. 
O Diadem, then Center of Ambition,* ^ 
Where all its different Lines are reconciPd/ 
As if thou wert the Burnfng-glafs of Glory f ■ * 

PyK Might I be CounfeHer, I would intrcat you 
To cool a little, Sir* 
Find out Eutydki? 
And, with the Refblution of a Mail 
Mark'd out for Greatncfs, give the fatal Choice 
Of Death or Marriage. 

jilc. Survey curs'd Oedipus, 
As one who* tho* Unfortunate,* belov'd, 
Thought Irnocent, and therefore much lamented 
By aU ttielfce&Mw* you muft mark him dead: 
Since nothing but his Death, not Bantfrmient, 
Can give Allurance to your doubtful Reign. 

Cr$. Weil have vou done, to fnatch me from the Storm - 
Of racking TYamporti where the little Streamy 
Of Love, Revenge, and all the UnderPaffiens, 
As Waters are by fucking Whirl-pools drawn, 
Were quite devoured in the vaft Gulph of Empire: 
Therefore, *yr«mm> a* you boldly urg'd* - 
* T; "EMrydict 
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/ Mmtydk* (hall die* or be my Bride, 

jI'cmuUt, fummon to their Mailer's Aid 
My menial Servants, and all thpft whom Change 
Of State, and hope of the new Monarch's Favour, 
Can win to take our Part; Away. What now? 

£E*.Akttdav 
fitter HasmofL 
When Jfcmti weeps, without the help of Ghofts, 
I may forctd there is a fatal Cauie. 

H*m. Ia*t pofiible jou {hould l>e ignorant 
Of what has happen'd to the desperate King? 

Ore. I know no more, but that he was condaftci: 
Into his Clofitt, where I £tw him ding 
His trembling Body on the Royal Bed* 
All left him there, at his Defire, alone : 
But fur* no III unkft he dy*d with Grief, 
Could happen, for yon borehis Sword away* 

Htm. I did i and, having tock'd the Door, I fteooV 
And through a Chink I found, not only httxd, 
But faw him, when he thought no Eye beheld him: 
At firft, deep Sighs heart! from his woful Heart 
Murmurs, and Groans, that (hook the outward Room* 
And art thou flill alive* Oh Wretch! he afd ; 
Then groan'd again* as if his forrowful Soul 
Had crack'd the Strings of Life, and burft away. . 

Gr#. I weep to hear * how then (hould I havcgnCT'4. 
Had I .beheld this wondrous Heap of .Sorrow! 
But, to the fatal Period. 

Hdm. Thrice he (truck, 
With all his Force, his hollow groaning Braaft,' 
And thus, with Out-cries, to himielf oomplaia'd. 
But thou canft weep then, and thou think'ft 'tis wA 
; Thefe bubbles of the ftaUoweft emptieft Sonw* 

Which Children vent for Toys, and Woojcri rain 
For any Trifle their fond Hearts are fet on j 
Yet thefe thou thinks axe ample Satisfaction 
For bloodieft Murder, and for burning Luft: 
No, Parricides if thou muft weep, weep Blood* 
Weep Eves, inflead of Tea*s: O, by the Gods, • ? 
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•Tis greatly thought, he cryH, and fits m|r Weft*. 
Which faid, lie tau?d rarengduUf t and leapt.- •...-.. 
Upon the Floor } thence.gtting it jthe.Skie* . 
His Eye-balls fiery ReoV'aad glowing Vengeance; *'■* 
Gods, I accufc you notr thV f no more . . ,, *-. , 
Will view your Heav'n, till with more durable Gkflc*, 
The mighty Souls immortal Feripe&ives, 
I find your dading Beings: lake* hccry'oV - -i. ~^v 
Take, Eyes, yourlaft, yoiir ratal FateweV vicw_ r * 
When with a Groan, that Aom'd the Call of DHxk*y 
With horrid Force lifting his impious Hand* v\ 
He fiiatchU he tore, from forth their UoodyOrbs, ^ 
.The Balls of Sight, anddaih'd > em«i.the.around.' .>, ' 

&*• A Mafter-picce of Horror j new and dreadfcl! *-' 

fi«». Iran toluccourhianj but,ohl too bjtc$rr •< 
For he had pluck'd the remnant Strngs awajr, - 
What then remains, but that I find Tirefits, ; : 
Who, with his Wi£lom, may ailay thoin F«rie* «~ 
That haunt his gloomy Soul? . $ r -»/ £*av 

Ore. Heaven wiUcewasd 
Thy care; moft honeft, faith&i, ioQ&{hJ&wfiui .- 
But fee, ALcmder enters, well attended; • . 

Enter Alcmter, attended* . 
I fee, thou haft been diligent. ■ - • 

Ale. Nothing thefe, 
For Number, to the Crowds that foon will follow? 
Bereiolute, ' ' . 

And call your utmoft Fury to revenge. • • «. 

Cre. Ha ! thou haft given 
Th' Alarm to Cruelty j and never may > 
Thefe Eyes be clos'd, till they behold Adrafims ' 
Stretch'd at the Feet of faMe Mstydkr. 

But fee, they're here! retire a while, aod mark. 1 - j 

Enter Adraftus, md Eurydk** attended. . j 

Air, Alas, Enydice, what fond raft* Man, 
What inconfiderate and ambitious Fool, 
That (hall hereafter read the Fate ot Oedipus, 
Will dare, with his frail- Haas), to-grafp a Scepter? 
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Eur. *Tis true, * Crown feems dreadful, and I wifli 
That you and I, more lowly plactt, might pafs 
Our fofter Hours in humble Cell* away : 
Not but I love you to that infinite Height, 
I could (O wondrous Proof of fierceft Love!) 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you. 

Mr. Take then this mod lov'd Innocence away; 
Fly from tumultuous Zfcfo, 
From Blood and Murder, 
Fly from the Author of all Villanies, 
Rapes, Death, and Treafbn, from that Fury Crm: 
Vouchsafe that I, o'er-joy'd, may bear you hence* 
And at your Feet prefent the Crown of Argos. 

[Greon md AttefkUmts c*me rtttkm* 

€>$. I hate o'er-heard thy black Defign, Adrtpw. 
And therefore, as a Traitor to this State, 
Death ought to be thy Lot: Let it fufEce 
That Thtbtf furveys race as a Prince; abufe not 
Her profferM Mercy, but retire betimes, 
Left (he repent, and haften on thy Doottt. ,' 

Air. Think not, moft abject, \ ^ 

Mod; abhorr'd of Men, 
Adraftus Will vouchsafe to anfwer theej 
Tbebans, to you I juftifie my Lore: 
1 have addreft my Prayers to this fair Princefr; 
But, if I ever meant a Violence, 
Or thought to Ravifh, as that Traitor did; 
What humbleft Adorations could not win; 
Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul Dishonour,. 
And let Men curie me by the Name of Creonl 

Eur. Hear me, O Thti/ms, if you dread the W»4 
Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen, 
Hear me, and dare not, as you priz,e your Lives, 
To take the tart of that Rebellious Traitor. 
By the Decree, of Royal Oedipus, 
By Queen Joc*fl*\ Order, by what's morer 
My own dear Vows of everbfHng Love, 
I here retign to Prince Adraftus Arms 
All that the World can. make me Miftrefi of. 



" * • » 

Cfri. O perjur'd Woman! 
Draw all; and when I give the Word, fall on. 
Traitor, refign the Princefs, or this moment 
Expe&, with all thofc moft unfortunate Wretch**,; , ' 
-Upon this fpot ftraight to be, hewn in pieces; 

A dr. No, Villain, noT ^ 

With twice thofe odds of Men; 
I doubt cot in this Caufe to vanquifti thee. 
Captain, remember to your Care I give , 

My Love; ten thousand thoufand times,. more dear. ' , 
Than Life or Liberty. t 

Ore. Fall on, Alcmder. ' \ ' \ : 

Tyracnm, you and I muft wheel abbot ' 
For nobler Game, the Princefs. 
' Air. Ah, Traitor, doft thou /hun me? 
Follow, follow, 
My brave Companions; fee, the Cowards fly.' 

[Ex. figning: CreonV forty beaten offSy Adraflus^ 
Enter Oedipus; " 

Oedh. Oj 'tis too little this, fhy lofs of Sight, 
What has it done? I frail begaz'd at cow 
The more; be pointed at, There goes the Monftcr ! 
Nor have I hid my Horrors from my felfj 
For tho* corporeal Light be loft for ever, 
The bright refle&ing Soul, through glaring Opfcicks, 
Preferitsin larger Site her black Idea's, 
Doubling the Woody Profpeft of my Crimes : 
Holds Fancy down, and makes her ad again, 
With Wife and Mother, Tortures, Hell and Furies. 
Ha! now the blalefullDff-fpring's brought to light I 
In horrid Form they rank themfeives before mej 
What frail I call this Medley of Creation ? 
Here one, with all th' Obedience of a Son, 
Borrowing Joeafta's Look, kneels at my Feet, 
And^calis me Father; there a fturdy Boy, 
Refembling L*jw juft as when I kili'd him, 
Bears up, and with his cold Hand grafping mine, 
Cries out, how fares my Brother Oedtpw? 

What 
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What, Sons and Brothers! Sifters and Daughter* too! 
I]y all* begon, fly from my whirling Brain ; 
Hence, Inceft, Murder j hence, you gnaftly Figure! 
O GddsJ Gods, anfwer; is. there any* mean? 
Let xne go mad, or die. 

Enter Jocata. 

Jdc. Where, where is this moft wretefcedof Matddai \ 
This (lately Image of Imperial Sorrow, 
Whofe Story to)?, whofe very Name but mcntfenM, - 
Would cool, the Rage of Feavers, and unlock 
The Hand of Luft from the pale Virgin's Hair, 
And throw the Ravifher before her Feet? 

Oftfy. By all my Fears, I think foctfid* Voice! 
Hence, fly; begon : O thou far worft than worfr 
Of damning Charmers! O ahhor'd* loath'd Creature! 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends, I charge thee, 
Far as the Eafr, Weft, North, or South of Hcav'o, 
But think not thou (halt over enter there : 
The golden Gates are barrtt with Adamant, 
'Gainft thee, and me; and the Cekuaal Guards/ 
Still as we ri/e, will dafli our Spirits down. 

foe. O wretched Pair! O greatly wretched we! 
Two Worlds of Woe ! 

Otdip. Art thou not gone then ? ha ! 
How dVft thou ftand the Fury of the Gods ? 
Or com'ft thou in the Grave to reap new Pleafiira? 

foe. Talk on; till thoumak'frmad my rowing Brain; 
Groan frill more Death; . and may thofe diimal Sources 
Still bubble on, and pour forth Blood and Tears. 
Methinks, at fuch a Meeting, Heav'n frauds frill; 
The Sea nor Ebbs, nor Flows : This Mole-hiil Earth 
Is heav'd no more: The bufie Emmets ceafe; 
Yet hear me on 

Ooty. Speak then, and blafr my Soul. 

foe. O, my lov'd Lord, tho' I reiblvea Ruin 
To match my Crimes; by all my Mifcries, 
Tis Horror, worfe than tnou&nd thouiand Deaths, 
To fend me hence without a kind FareweL 
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OtMp. Gods, how foe (hakes me! flay thee,0 7*^4, 
Speak fomcthcng e'er thou goeft for ever from me. 

Joe. 'Tis Woman's weaknefs, that I would be pit/d f 
Pardon me then, O greateft, tho' moil wretched,,. 
Of all thy Rind: My Soul is on the Brink, . 
And fees the boiling Furnace juft beneath: 
Do not thou pu(h me off, and I will go, 
With inch a Willingness, as if that Heav'n 
With all its Glory glowM for my Reception. 

Oedif. O, in my Heart, I feel the Pangs of Natures - 
It works with kindnefs o'er : Give give me way j 
I fed a Melting here, a Tenderness, 
Too mighty for the Anger of the God*L . 
Direct me to thy Knees: yet oh forbear, . 
Left the dead Embers fhould revive, 

Stand off and at juft Diftance 

Let me groan my Horror s h ere . 
On the Earth, here blow my utmoft Gale; 
Here fob my Sorrows, till I buift with Sighing: 
Here Gafp and Languiih out my wounded Soul. 

Joe. In ipight of all thofe Crimes the cruel Gods 
Can charge me with, I know my Innocence; 
Know yours: 'Tis Fate alone that makes us wretched,. 
For you are (till my Husband. 

OeM*. Swear I am, 
And 1*11 believe thee} fteal into thy Arms, 
Renew Endearments, think 'em no Pollutions, 
But chafte as Spirits Joys; Gently I'll come, 
Thus weeping blind, like dewy Night, upon thee. 
And fold thee foftly in my Arms to {lumber. 

\pH Ghofi of Lajus afimds fy dq?**h pointing * - 
Jocafta. 

Joe. Begon, my Lord ! Alas, what are we doing? 
Fly from my Arms! Whirl-winds, Seas, Continents, 
And Worlds, divide us! O thrice happy thou. 
Who haft Do ufe of Eyes j for here's a Sight 
Would turn the mcking Face of Mercy's ikli 
To a wild Fury. ♦ 

9<4: 
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Otdip. Ha! what fceft thou there? 
foe. The Spirit of my Husband ! O the Gods! ' 
Hbw wan he looks! 
Otdip. Thou rav'flj tjiy Husband's" here, 
Jte. There,' there he mounts ' 
In circling Fire, amongft the bhifcing Clouds! 
And fee, he waves 7«-*/fti from the World! 
Gbofi. Jocajl*, Oedipus. [Vmujb mh Tktritr: 

Oedip. What wouldft thou have ? " 
Thdu know'ftl cannot come to thee, detained 
In Darknds here, and kept from means of death. 
I've heard a Spirit's force is wonderful; 
At whofe approach,' when ftarting from his Dutigcotr, 
The Earth does (hake, and the old Ocean groans, 
Rocks are rcmov'd, and Tow*rs are-thundred down: 1 
' And Walls of Brafs, and Gates of Adamant 
Are paflable as Air, and fleet Kke Winds 1 . 

Joe. Was that a Raven's Croak; or my SonYVoiee? ' 
No matter whioh : ; Til to the Grave, and hide me: 
Earth open, or I'll tear thy Bowels up; 
Hark ! he goes on,- and blabs the Deed of Inceft. 

Oedsp. Strike then, imperial Ghoftj daft aJJ at once - 
This Houfe of Gay into a thoufand Pieces : 
That my poor Hngring Soul may take her Flight 
Tevour immortal Dwellings. 

joe. Haftc thee then, 
Or I (hall be before thee: See, thou canft not fee; 
Then I will tell thee that my Wings are on : 
111 mount, FH fly; and with a Port Divine 
Glide all along the gaudy milky Soil, 
To find my Lfijus out; ask every Go J- 
In his bright Palace, if he knows my L*jhs, 
My murdcr'd Lajus ! 

Oedsp. Ha! how's this, Jocaftat 
Nay, if thy* Brain be rick, then thou art happy.' 

foe. Ha! will you not? ihall I not find him out? ' 
Will you not ihow him ? are my Tears defpis*d? 
Why, then I'll thunder, yes, I will be mad, ■ 
And fright you with my Cries: Yes, cruel Gods, 
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Tho' Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my Heart, 

Til (hatch celeftial Flames, fre all your Dwellings, 
Melt down jour golden Roofs, and make your Doors 

Of Cfyftal fly from* off their Diamond Hinges j 
Drive you all out froro your Arnbronal Hives, 
To fwarm like Bees about the Field of HeaVn ; 
This will I do, unlefs you (hew me Lajus, 

.. My dear, mymurder'd Lord. O Lajus! Lajus! Lajus! 

[Ex. jocafta. 
GeJrp. Excellent Grief! why, this is as it fhould be! 
Ko Mourning can be fuitable to Crimes 
Like ours, but what Death makes, or Madnefs forms. : 
I could have wifh'd methought for Sight again, 
To mark the Gallantry of her Diftra&ion- 

. Her blazing Eyes darting the wandring Stars, 
T'have fcen her mouth the Heav'ns, and mate, the Gods* 
While with her thundring Voice fhe menaced higfr, 
And every Accent twang'd with Smarting Sorrow % 
But what's all this to thee? thou, Coward, yet 
Artlfvirijr, canft not, wilt not find the Road 
To the great Palace of magnificent Deaths , 
Tho' thoufand ways lead to his thouiand Dborsr, 
Which Day and Night are '(till unban'd for all. 

[Claflmg efStpords: Drums and Trumpets withtut. 
Hark! 'tis the Noife of clafbirig Swords! the Sound 
Comes near: 6, that a Battel would come o'er me! 
If I but grafp a Sword, or wreft a* Dagger, 
I'll make a Ruin with the firft that faffs, 

Enter Htemon, yp'tth Guards, 
item. Seize him, .antfbeaf him' to the Wcftern-TWr. 
Pardon. me, lacred Sir; I am infbfnVd 
ThatOww Kas defigns upon your Life: 
Forgive me then, it, to- preftrve you from him* 
I order your Confinement. 

Oedip. Slaves, unhand me.- 
I think thou haft a Sword; 'Twas the wrong fio*e # -- 
Tet, cruel Htmon, think not I will live 5 
He that could tear hi* Eye$ out, fure can fmd J . 
Some defperate- Way ! to ffiflc this, cur ft Breath^ 

Ofe 
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Or if I ftarve! but that's a lingring Fatej 

Or if I leave my Brains upon the wall ! 

The aiery Soul can eafily o'er-feoot 

Thofe Bounds with which thou ftriveft to Pale tar in 

Yes, I wiU jperifh in dcfjxte of thee^, * 

And, by the Rage that Airs me, if I meet thee 

In tti other World, M curfe thee for this u£ge. [£ 

K«». Ttrtfuts, after hi*n j and, with your Counju, 
Ad vife nira humbly ; charm, ifpoffible, 
Thefa Feuds within: While I without cxtiqguiJh, 
Or perifli in th* Attempt, the furious Cr#m> 
That Brand which £et$ our City m a Flame. 

Hr. Heav'n prosper your Intent, and give a Period 
To aM our Plagues: What old Z&4/A; can, 
Shall ftraight be- done. Lead, Mmo 9 to die TowV. 

[Ex. Ta. md Mat*. 

Htm. Follow nae ally and help to part this Fray, 

Or fall together in the bloody Broil. [Ex. 

Enter Creon with . Eurydice, Pyracmon asd -hi* Tmy £h 

vmg Ground so Adraftus. 

Cn. Hold, hold your Att^s, jtdrq/ius Priboe of Jbp$> 
Hear, and behold; Eurydice is my Prifbner. 
s ^^. Whatwoukl^theu, HeiUhound? 

Cte. See this brandiifh'd Dagger; 
Forego th ? Advantage which thy Aims have won, 
Or, by the Blood which trembles through the Heart 
Of her whom more than Life I know thou lov'ft, 
I'll bury to the Hair, in her fair Breaft, 
This In&mment of my Revenge. {Hand. 

Mr,.St2Lj thee, dama'd Wxetch> hold, flop thy ttodr 

Cn. Give order then, that on this iaftant, now, 
This moment, aE thy Soldier* ftraight disband, 

Mr. Away, my Friends, fince Fate has fo allotted; 
Begon, and leave me to the Villain*! Mercy. 

Eur. Ah, my AdrsftwJ call 'em, call 'em back! 
Stand there; come back! O, cruel barbarous Meo1 
Could vou then, leave your Lank jour Prime*, your King, 
After fo bravely lwin& fwigh* hi Qwfc . 
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To perifh by the Hand of this baft ViUaia ? 
"Why rather rufti you not at once together 
Ail to his Ruin ? drag him through the Streets, 
Hang His contagious Quarters on the Gates} 
Norlet my Death affright you. 
Ore. Dye firft thy &lf then. 
jUt^ O, I charge thee hold. 
Hence, from my Presence all: he^ not hit Friend 
That difobeys : Sec, art thou now appeas'a ? 

[£*. Atttad m tt t. 
Or is there ought elfe yet remains to do, • 

That can attone thee? flack thy thiric of Blood . 
With mine: but fave, O five that innocent Wretch. 
Crt. Forego thy Sword, and yield thy folf my Pri&aer, 
Bur. Yet while there's any dawn of Hope to lave 
Thy precious Life, my dear Mr/iftus, 
What-e'cr thou doft, deliver not thy Swordj 
With that thou may'ft get off, tho' Odds oppofc thee x 
For me, O fear not, no, he dares not touch me; 
His horrid Love will {pare .me. Keep thy Sword? . 
Left I be raviih'd after thou art {tain. 
Mr. Inftru& me, Gods, what (ht\l Mrajlus do? 
Cre. Do what thou wilt, when (he is dead :\ny SokUeff 
Wun Numbers will o'er-^ow'r tiipe, Wt thy Wiflx . 
Ewidyct Jhould fall before thee I 

Mr. Traytor, no: 
Better that thou and I, and all Mankiod 
Should be no more. 

Crt. Then eaft thy Sword away, 
And yield thee to my Mercy, or I flxike. 

Mr. Hold thy raisd Arm; gt^ me a Moment's paufi^- 
My Father, when he bleft mc, gave me this* 
My So*, iaid he, let this be thy Jaft Refage; 
If thou forego'ft it, Mifery attends thee: 
Yet Love now charms it from me$ which k all : 
The Hazards of my Life I never loft. . 
Tis thine, my faithful Sword, my only Truftj 
Tho* my Heart tells me that the Gift U fitoL 

Cr$. Fatal! yes, fooltfh Loro»fick Pimtx, k (hail: ^ 
Thy Arrogance, thyScor*,. 

■ . My 
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My Wounds Remembrance, 

Turn all at once the Fatal Point upon thee.' 

Tyracmen, to the Palace, cfifpatch . 

The Ring: hang fftomm up, for he is Loyal, 

And will oppofe me : Come, Sir, are you ready ? 
Adr. Yes, Villain, for what-ever thou canft dare. j 

£w. Hold, Oe<w», or through me, through me you wouni 
Adr: Off/ Madam, or we peri ftr Both; behold 

I'm not unarmed, my Ponyard's in my Hand : 

Therefore away . 

Eur. I'll guard yourLife with mine. 
€>t. Dye both then-; thfcre is now no timefbrdallyiiig, 

[Kills Eurydice. 

> EUr. Ah/ Prince, fafewel; farewd, my dear Adrafius. 

Adr. Unheard of Monffcr ! eldeft-born of HeB ! 
Down, to thy Primitive Flames.. [&*6* Creon, 

Of. Hdp, Soldi* rs, help : 
• Revenge me. 

Adr. More; yet more: a thoufend Wdundsf 
I'll (lamp thee (till, thus, to the gaping Fanes. j 

9nttr Hxmon, Guards, with Meander and Fyr&cmonfamd: 

the 'Ajfitftns are drivenff. 
O HinuMy I am (lain; nor need I name 
Th* inhumane Author of all Villanies;. 
There he lyes gafping. 

Ore. If I muft plunge in Flames, 
Burn firft my Arm; bafe Inftrument, unfit- 
To a& the dt&atfcs of my daring Mind : 
Bum, burn for ever, O weak Subftitutc 
Of that the God, Ambition. [Pj*** 

Adr. She's gone; O deadly Marks-man, in th^Hcart! 
Yet in the pangs of Death (he grafps my Hand : 
Her Lips too tremble, as if (he would (peak 
Her laft Farewel Q> Oedipus, thy FaD j 

Is great; and nobly now thou goeft attended! ; ] 

They talk ofHcroefr, and Ceteftial Seautiet, 
Aad wondrous Pleafurcs in the other World; 
Let jnc but find her there, I ask no more. [Dp. 

Mb* 
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'Enter a Captain to Haemon : »*>& Tireuas W Manto. 
C/if . O, Sir, the Queen Jocafia, fwift and : wild, 
As a robb'd Tygrefs bounding o'er the Woods* 
Has a&ed Murders that -ainsze Mankind: 
In twitted Gold I faw her Daughters hang 
On the Bed Royal, and her little Sons 
Stabbed through the Breafts upon the bloody Pillows* 

Ham. Relcntlefs Heav'ns! is then the Fate of Lajm 
Never to % aton'd ? How fkcred ought 
Kings Lives be held, when but the Death of one 
Demands an Empire's Blood for Expiation,? 
But fee! the furious mad Jocafla's here. 
Scene draws, and difeovers Jocafta held by h$f Women, mi 
fiabb'd in mam Places of her Bojom, her Hair dijJxvePd} 
her Children Jtain ufon the Bed. 
"Was ever yet a Sight of fo much Horrour, 
And Pity Drought to view i 
Joe. Ah, cruel Women ! 
Will you not let me take my laft Farewel 
Of thofe dear Babes ? O let me run and ieal 
My melting SquI upon their bubling Wounds! 
I'll print upon their Coral Mouths fuch Kifles, 
As fhall recal their wandring Spirits home. 
Let me go, let me go, or I will tear you Piece-meal. 
Help, Hamm, help,: 

Help, Otdipus-, help, Gods* Jocafia dies. 

'Enter Oedipus above, 
Oedip. I've found a Window, and I thank the Gods 
Tis quke unbarr*d ; fure by the diftant Noife, 
The Height will fit my fatal Purpofe well. 

foe. What hoa, my Oedipus! fee, where he ftands! 
His groping Ghoft is lodg'd upon a Tow'r, 
Nor can it find the Road: Mount, mount, my Soul; * 
I'll wrap thy ftiivering Spirit in Lambent Flames J and fo 

we'll fail. 
But lee! we're landed qn the happy Coaft; * 
And all the Golden Strands are cover'd o'er 
With glorious Gods, that come to try our Gaufe* 
Jove, Jove, whofe Majefty now finks me down, 
He who himfelf burns in unlawful Fires, 

Shall 



Shrf judW and (hail acquit us-. Q» 'tit done; 

*Tu ftxt by Fate, open Record Divine; 

And Oedipu* (hall now be ever mine. [fife: 

Oofy. Speak, H«mm; what has Fate been doing there? 
"What Dreadful deed has mad Jeutfla done ? 

£fe».The QueenheHelftarjd all your wre^chedOff-fpring, 
Are by her Fury flain. 

0*bf. By all my Woes, 
She has out-done me, in Revenge and MurdenJ 
And I fhodd envy her the fid appiaule : 
But, Oh! my Children! Oh, what ham they done? 
This was not like the Mercy of the Hegrfos, 
Ito fet her Mfctoeft on fuch Cruelty: 
This fttrs me more than: all my Sufferings, 
And with mylaft Breath Imuft call you Tyrants. 

Hdm.JWh&t mean you, Sir. 

Oedip. Jocafial^p, I come. 
O Lajus, Labdtcm, and all you Spirits 
Of the Csdmem Race, prepare to meet me, 
All weeping ranged along riie gloomy Shore: 
Extend your Arms, t* embrace me; for I come* 
May all the Gods too from their Battlements 
Behold, and wonder at a Mortal's daring-, 
And, when I knock the Goal of dreadful Death, 
Shout and applaud me with a clap of Thunder : 
Once more, thus wingfd by horrid Fate, I come 
Swift as a falling Meteor 5 lo, 1 Aye, 
And thus go downwards, to the darker Sky. 

\Jhundtr. Hi flings himfelf jhmthi Wmtomi Zh$ The^ 
bans gather m6o/# kis Bidp. 

H«w. O Prophet, Q*Hpm iff now no more? 
O curs'd Effcd of the rnoft deep Defpair! 

Or. Ccafe your Complaints, and bear his Body hence; 
The dieadrul Sight will daunt the drooping Tktbam, 
Whom Heav'n decrees to raiic with Peace and Glory : 
Vet, by thefe terrible Examples' wirn'd, 
The facred Fury thus, alarms the World; 
Let none* thb' ne'er fo Virtuous, Great and High, 
Be judg'd entirely bleil before they Dye. 

< EPILOGUE. 
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1 HAT Sophoc]es could mdortak* oboe, 

<>»^oetsfbu^aWorkf^morethmmi 
And therefore Two lay tugging at the Piece, 

With all their Force, to draw the pondrmMafs from Greece. 
A weight that bent etfn SenecaV firong Mufo, 
And which CorneiUeV Shoulders did refitfi. 
So hard it it th' Athenian Harp to firing i 
So much two Confuls yield to enejuft King. 
Termor andEity this wJuUWfomfmayy 
The mightiefi Machines that can mourn a Flay-, 
Bow heavy will thofi Vulgar Souls be found, 
Jfhom twojuch Engines cannot move from Ground t 
Jvhen Greece and Rome have fimtd upon this Birth, 
t %ou can but Damn fir one poor fpot of Earth', 
And when your Children find your Judgment fitch, 
They'll fcorn Mr Sires, and wijh themfehes km Butch* 
JEach haughty Poet will infer with eafe, 
How much his Wst mufi under-writt to pieafi. 
As fimeflreng Churl would brandijhmg advance 
The monumental Sword that conquered France ; 
So you, by judging this, your Judgments teach 
This far you like, that is, thus far you, reach** 
Since then the Vote offullimo tkeufmd Years 
Has Orown'd ihis Plot, and all the Dead' are thekt, 

Think 
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Think it * Dttt yw fay, nut Alms yon give, 
And in your tmt Dtfenee, let this Flay Int. 
Think 'tm net two, when Sophocles it jhtwn, 
Ibpmfe bit Wmhthty humbly doubt their Mm. 
"iet *i «v*t £t*tts each other) fffw'r fffim, 
Weak Poets by CmjmUm art ftcurt. 
TMrJ^tMu^MyottrFalMitireliJUymfi, . 
Charm! Stag! tmtsitml * MurJtr and * Ghfi 
Wt\umt m -Khatyn* em/tya-ier hop, 
Tt^afiymptm,iMtiwii^syfA'F<^6 t ' , ... 



The End of the Fourth Volume, 
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